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BOOK     L 


AS 


This  Work  was  originally  written  in  the  winter  of  1864-65 ; 
after  a  visit  to  Spain  in  1867  it  was  r^writ1,en  and  aanplified. 
The  reader  conversant  with  Spa7iish  poetry  will  see  that  in 
two  of  the  Lyrics  an  attempt  has  been  made  to  imitate  the 
trochaic  measure  and  assonaaice  of  the  Spanish  Ballad. 

May  1868. 
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BOOK      L 


Tis  the  warm  Souths  where  Europe  ^reads  herkntlfi 
Liike  fi-etted  leafletaj  hrt^athing  on  tlie  deep : 
Broafl-breaeted  Spain,  leaning  with  equal  love 
On  the  Mid  Sea  ttiat  tnorins  witli  uiemoneHj 
And  on  the  unt ravelled  Ucean^B  reBtlese  tides. 
This  river,  shadowed  by  the  battlementfi  * 

And  gleamibg  silvery  towards  the  northeni  sky, 
Feeds  the  famed  atreaiti  that  waters  Andahia 
And  loiters,  amorons  of  the  fragiiiut  air, 
By  C6rdova  and  Se\4rte  to  the  bay 
Fronting  Al^^va  and  the  Wandering  flood 
Of  Gnadiana,     Tliis  deep  inonntain  g'orga         ''• 
fiiopes  widening  <m  the  olive-plmn^d  plains 
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Of  fair  Granada  :  one  far-stretching  arm 

Points  to  Elvira,  one  to  eastward  heights 

Of  Alpujarras  where  the  new-bathed  Day 

With  oriflamme  uplifted  o'er  the  peaks 

Saddens  the  breasts  of  northward-looking  snows 

That  loved  the  night,  and  soared  with  soaring  stars ; 

Flashing  the  signals  of  his  nearing  swiftness 

From  Almeria's  pnrple-shadowed  bay 

On  to  the  far-off  rooks  that  gaze  and  glow — 

On  to  Alhambra,  strong  and  ruddy  heart 

Of  glorious  Morisma,  gasping  now, 

A  maimed  giant  in  his  agony. 

This  town  that  dips  its  feet  within  the  stream, 

And  seems  to  sit  a  tower-crowned  Cybele, 

Spreading  her  ample  robe  adown  the  rocks. 

Is  rich  Bedmar  :  'twas  Moorish  long  ago, 

But  now  the  Cross  is  sparkling  on  the  Mosque, 

And  bells  make  CatfeojUo  the  trembling^ir/ 

The  fortress  gleams  in  Spanish  sunshine  now 

('Tis  south  a  mile  before  the  rays  are  Moorish) — 

Hereditary  jewel,  agraffe  bright 

On  all  the  many-titled  privilege 

Of  young  Duke  Silva.     No  Castilian  knight 

That  serves  Queen  Isabel  has  higher  charge ; 

For  near  this  frontier  sits  the  Moorish  king, 

Not  Boabdil  the  waverer,  who  usurps 
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A  tbrone  lie  trembles  m»  and  fawning  Ileks 
The  feet  of  oonqtierora,  but  ihtit  fierce  lion 
Grisly  El  2Sagal,  who  has  made  his  lair 
In  OuswHx'  fort,  and  rushing  thence  with  strength, 
Half  bis  own  fierceness,  half  the  nntaint^  heart 
Of  mountain  bands  that  fight  for  holidayj 
Wastes  the  fair  lands  that  lie  by  AlculA, 
Wreathing  his  horse's  neck  with  Christian  heads* 

To  keep  the  Chrietian  frontier— such  Idgh  tmst 

Is  young  Duke  Silva's ;  and  the  time  is  great* 

(What  times  are  little  ?    To  the  sentinel 

That  hour  is  regal  when  he  mounts  on  guaiil) 

The  fifteenth  century  since  the  Man  Divine 

Taught  and  was  hated  in  Capernaum 

Is  near  its  end— is  failing  as  a  husk 

Away  from  all  the  fruit  its  years  have  riped. 

The  Moslem  feith,  now  flickering  Hke  a  torch 

In  a  night  struggle  on  this  shore  of  Spain, 

Glaj-es,  a  broad  column  of  advancing  flame, 

Along  the  Danube  and  the  Illyrian  shore 

Far  into  Italy,  where  eager  monks, 

Who  watch  in  drsams  and   dream  the  while  they 

See  Christ  grow  paler  in  the  baleful  light,  It  |i  ' 

Crying  again  the  cry  of  the  forsaken,  I!   ^ 

14; 
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But  faith,  the  stronger  for  extremity, 
Becomes  prophetic,  hears  the  far-off  tread 
Of  western  chivalry,  sees  downward  sweep 
The  archangel  Michael  with  the  gleaming  swotd, 
And  listens  for  the  shriek  of  hurrying  fiends 
Chased  from  their  ravels  in  God*s  sanctuary. 
So  trusts  the  monk,  and  lifts  appealing  eyes 
To  the  high  dome,  the  Church's  firmament, 
Where  the  blue  light-pierced  curtain,  rolled  away, 
Eeveals  ithe  throne  and  Him.  whe  sits  thdrec«i. 
So  trust  the  men  whose  best  bope  for  the  world 
Is  ever  that,  the  world  is  near  its  end : 
Impatient  of  the  staiiffi  that  keep  their  course 
And  make  ho  pathway  for  the  coming  Judge. 

But  other  futures  stir  the  world's  great  heart 

The  West  now  enters  on  the  heritage 

Won  from  the  tombs  of  mighty  anoefltors, 

The  seeds,  the  gold,  the  gems,  the  silent  harps 

That  lay  deep  buried  with  the  memories 

Of  old  renown. 

No  more,  as  once  in  aunny  Avignon, 

The  poet-scholar  spreads  the  Homeric  page, 

And  gazes  sadly,  like  the  deaf  at  song ; 

For  now  the  old  epic  voices  ring  again 
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And  vibrate  with  Uie  bent  and  nit'lody 
Stirred  by  the  wam^ib  of  i>ld  loaiati  days* 
The  martyreti  sag©,  the  Attic  Qnitorf 

Immortally  iucamate^  like  the  gods, 

111  spiritual  bodifeB,  winged  worda  .  " 

Holding  a  imi verse  impalpable,  -     ' 

Find  a  new  audience.     For  evermore. 

With  gander  regiiireotion  tbati  was  ihigimd 

Of  Attila's  fierce  Huns,  the  bouI  of  Gre©oe 

Conquer B  the  bulk  of  PotBia,     The  maimed  fonn 

Of  calmly-joyous  b^nty,  marble-limbed, 

Yet    breathing  with   th«)   thought   that   idia|>f^d  it« 

Hps, 
lAioks  mild  repiroach  Irom  out  ita  opetiod  gmva 
At  creeds  of  terror ;  and  the  vine- wreathed  god 
Fronts  the  pierced  Image  witJi  tJie  crown  of  thorna* 
The  soul  of  mnn  is  widemDg  towarda  tlie  pajat  t         i 
Ko  longer  hanging  at  the  breast  of  life 
Feeding  in  bliiidnees  to  bin  parentage — 
Quencbing  all  wonder  with  Omnipoteiic*?, 
Praising  a  name  with  indolent  piety — 
He  spells  tlie  rectinl  of  his  long  decent, 
More  largdy  oonseioos  of  the  life  that  was* 
And   from  the  height  tliat  ahowa  where  morning 

fihone 
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On  far-off  summits  pale  and  gloomy  now, 

The  horizon  widens  round  him,  and  the  west 

Looks  vast  with  untracked  waves  whereon  his  gaze 

Follows  the  flight  of  the  swiffc-vanished  bird 

That  like  the  sunken  sun  is  mirrored  stiU 

Upon  the  yearning  soul  within  the  eye. 

And  so  in  Cordova  through  patient  nights 

Columbus  watches,  or  he  sails  in  dreams 

Between  the  setting  stars  and  finds  new  day; 

Then  wakes  again  to  the  old  weary  days, 

Grirds  on  the  cord  and  frock  of  pale  Saint  Francis, 

And  like  him  zealous  pleads  with  foolish  men. 

"  I  ask  but  for  a  million  maravedis : 

Give  me  three  caravels  to  find  a  world. 

New  shores,  new  realms,  new  soldiers  for  the  Cross, 

Son  cosas  grandes  I "     Thus  he  pleads  in  vain  ; 

Yet  faints  not  utterly,  but  pleads  anew. 

Thinking,  "  God  means  it,  and  has  chosen  me." 

For  this  man  is  the  pulse  of  aU  mankind 

Feeding  an  embryo  fiiture,  offspring  strange 

Of  the  fond  Present,  that  with  mother-prayers 

And  mother-fancies  looks  for  championship 

Of  all  her  loved  beliefs  and  old-woiid  ways 

From  that  young  Time  she  bears  tnthin  her  womb.' 

The  sacred  places  shall  be  purged  again, 

The  Turk  converted,  and  the  Holy  Church, 
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Like  the  miltl  Virgin  with  the  outspreatl  robej 
Shall  fold  all  hjngnes  ami  natioD^  lovjiiglyi 


But  since  God  works  bj  armieei,  who  Bhall  be 
The  modern  Cjnis?     Is  it  France  most  Chnstian^ 
Who  with  his  hlies  and  brocaded  knights^ 
French  oathsj  French  vices,  and  the  newest  style 
Of  out-pnffed  sleeve,  shall  paas  from  west  to  east, 
A  winnowing  fan  to  purify  tho  seed 
For  fair  milieu niul  harveete  rooh  to  com©  f 
Or  is  not  Spain  the  land  of  chosen  warriors  t — 
Crusaders  consecrated  fr<:vm  the  woinh, 
Carrying  the  sword-crf>ss  stamped  upon  their  aoule 
By  the  long  yearnings  of  a  nation^y  life, 
Through  all  the  seven  patient  centuries 
Since  first  Pelayo  and  hiH  resolutfi  hanrl 
Trust etl  the  God  within  their  G>thic  hearts 
At  Covadunga^  and  defied  Mahoiuid  ; 
Beginning  so  the  Holy  War  of  Spain 
That  now  is  panting  with  the  eagerness 
Of  labour  near  its  end.     The  silver  cross 
Glitters  o^er  Malaga  and  streams  dread  hght 
On  Moslem  galleys^  taming  aU  their  stores 
From  threats  to  gifts.     Wliat  Spanish  knight  is  he 
Wlio,  living  nowj  holds  it  not  shame  to  Live 
Apart  from  that  hereditary  battle 
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Which  needs  his  sword  ?     Castiligtn  gentler^ien 
Choose  not  their  task — they  choose  to  do  it  welL 

The  time  is  great,  and  greater  no  man's  trust 
Than  his  who  keeps  the  fortress  for  his  king, 
Wearing  great  honours  as  some  dehcate  robe 
Brocaded  o'er  with  names  'twere  sin  to  tarnish. 
Bom  de  la  Cerda,  Calatravan  knight, 
Count  of  Segura,  fourth  Duke  of  Bedmar, 
Offshoot  from  that  high  stock  of  old  Castile 
Whose  topmost  branch  is  proud  Medina  Celi — 
Such  titles  with  then:  blazonry  are  his 
Who  keeps  this  fortress,  its  sworn  governor, 
Lord  of  the  valley,  master  of  the  town, 
Commanding  whom  he  will,  himself  commanded 
By  Christ  his  Lord  who  sees  him  from  the  Cross 
And  from  bright  heaven  where  the  Mother  pleads  ;- 
By  good  Saint  James  upon  the  milk-white  steed,  • 
Who  leaves  his  bliss  to  fight  for  chosen  Spain ; — 
By  the  dead  gaze  of  all  his  ancestors  ; — 
And  by  the  mystery  of  his  Spanish  blood 
Charged  with  the  awe  and  glories  of  the  past. 

See  now  with  soldiers  in  his  front  and  rear 

Ho  winds  at  evening  through  the  narrow  streets 

That  toward  the  Castle  gate  climb  devious : 
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His  charger,  of  fine  Andaiusinn  etix^kj 
An  India u  beauty ^  hlhvk  but  delicate, 
le  eonBciona  of  the  herald  truaiijot  note. 
The  gathering  glaacee,  mid  feruilijir  wa>'B 
That  lead  fest  homeward  :  ahe  forgeta  iatigue, 
And  at  the  Ught  touch  of  tlie  master' »  spnr 
Tlirills  with  the  z^  to  bear  him  rf>yaUy, 
Arehes  hor  neck  and  L'lambi.^ris  up  the  gtonea 
As  if  disdainful  of  the  difficult  ^teep. 
Night-black  the  charger,  blaok  the  rider's  plnme,  ' 
But  all  between  is  bright  with  morning  huea — 
Seemfl  ivory  and  gold  and  deep  bine  gerafl> 
And  staiTy  flashing  eteel  and  pale  veimilion, 
All  B^t  in  jasper  :  on  hia  aiircoat  white 
Glitter  the  sword-belt  and  the  jewelled  hilt, 
Bed  on  the  back  and  breast  tlie  holy  cross, 
And  *twi^t  the  helmet  an<i  the  soft-spun  white 
Thick  tawny  wavelet^  like  the  lion's  mano 
Turn  backw^ard  from  hi»  brow,  pale,  wide,  erect. 
Shadowing  blue  eyes^blue  as  the  luin-washed  aky 
That  braced  the  early  stem  of  Gothic  kings 
He  claims  for  aoccsti'T.     A  gf^odly  knight, 
A  noble  caballero,  broad  of  chest 
And  king  of  limb.     So  ranch  the  August  sun, , 
Now  in  the  west  bnt  shooting  half  its  beikma 
Fast  a  dark  rodky  profile  t^waxd  thy  plain, 
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At  windings  of  the  path  across  the  slope 

Makes  suddenly  luminous  for  all  who  see : 

For  women  smiling  from  the  terraced  roofs ; 

For  boys  that  prone  on  trucks  with  head  up-propped 

Lazy  and  curious,  stare  irreverent ; 

For  men  who  make  obeisance  with  degrees 

Of  good-will  shading  towards  servility, 

Where  good-will  ends  and  secret  fear  begins 

And  curses,  too,  low-muttered  through  the  teeth, 

Explanatory  to  the  God  of  Shem* 

Five,  grouped  within  a  whitened  tavern  court 
Of  Moorish  fashion,  where  the  trellised  vines 
Purpling  above  their  heads  make  odorous  shade, 
Note  through  the  open  door  the  passers-by, 
Getting  some  rills  of  novelty  to  speed 
The  lagging  stream  of  talk  and  help  the  wine. 
'Tis  Christian  to  drink  wine :  whoso  denies 
His  flesh  at  bidding  save  of  Holy  Church, 
Let  him  beware  and  take  to  Christian  sin» 
Lest  he  be  taxed  with  Moslem  sanctity. 

The  souls  are  five,  the  talkers  only  three. 
(No  time,  most  tainted  by  wrong  faith  and  rule, 
But  holds  some  listeners  and  dumb  animals.) 
Mine  Host  is  one :  he  with  the  weU-arohed  nose, 
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Soft-eyed^  fat-hand ed^  loving  men  for  nought 

But  his  own  humour^  patting  old  and  young 

Upon  the  back,  and  tnentioning  the  cost 

With  confidential  blaodnese,  as  a  tax 

That  he  collectetl  much  against  hia  will 

From  Spaniards  who  were  all  his  lx>fiom  friendii : 

Warranted  Christian — elfie  liow  ko<^p  aii  inu^ 

Which  calling  aikg  true  faith  ?  though  like  hie  wine 

Of  cheaper  sort,  a  trifle  over-new* 

His  father  was  a  convert,  chose  the  chrism 

Afi  men  choose  physic,  kept  his  chimney  wann 

With  smokiest  wood  upon  a  Saturday, 

Counted  liis  gains  and  grudges  on  a  chaplet, 

And  crossed  himself  asleep  for  fear  of  spieg  i 

Trusting  the  God  of  Israel  would  hcc 

'Twas  Christian  tyranny  that  made  hini  base^ 

Our  boat  his  son  was  bom  ten  years  too  soon, 

Had  heard  his  mother  call  him  Ephraim, 

Knew  holy  things  from  common,  thought  it  sin 

To  feast  on  days  when  Israers  children  mourned^ 

So  had  to  be  converted  with  his  airej 

To  doff  the  a^ve  he  leaiued  as  Ephraiin, 

And  suit  his  manners  to  a  Chris  tiau  name> 

But  infant  awej  that  unborn  moving  thing, 

Diee  with  what  nourished  it,  osji  never  rise 

From  the  dead  womb  and  walk  and  seek  new  paatnre. 


ti 
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Thus  baptism  seemed  to  him  a  merry  game. 

Not  tried  before,  all  sacraments  a  mode 

Of  doing  homage  for  one's  property,    ■        ■  ' 

And  all  religions  a  queer  human  whim 

Or  else  a  vice,  according  to  degrees : 

As,  'tis  a  whim  to  like  your  chestnuts  hot, 

Bum  your  own  mouth  and  draw  your  face  ai^ty; 

A  vice  to  pelt  frogs  with  them — animals 

Content  to  take  life  coolly.     And  Lorenzo 

Would  have  all  lives  made  easy,  ev&n  lives 

Of  spiders  and  inquisitors,  yet  6till 

Wishing  so  well  to  flies  and  Moors  and  Jews 

He  rather  wished  the  others  easy  death ; 

For  loving  all  men  clearly  was  deferred 

Till  all  men  loved  each  other."  Such  mine  Host, 

With  chiselled  smile  caressing.  ScuBca, 

The  solemn  mastiff  leaning  on  his  knee. 

His  right-hand  guest  is  solemn  as  the  dog, 
Square-faced  and  massive :  Blasco  is  his  name, 
A  prosperous. silversmith  from  Aragon ; 
In  speech  not  silvery,  rather  tuned  as  notes 
From  a  deep  vessel  made  of  plenteous  iron, 
Or  some  great  bell  of  slow  but  certain  swing 
That,  if  you  only  wait,  will  tell  the  hour 
As  well  as  flippant  clocks  that  strike  in  haste 
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And  set  off  chiming  a  flnperfluona  time — 
Tjike  JrAN  there^  tli«  si>arB  man  with  thf*  lnt*i, 
Who  makes  you  dvAr^y  with  hm  rapid  tongue, 
Whirring  athwart  yrmr  mind  with  (somment  siwifl: 
On  spt?ech  yoii  wcmld  have  tininb^d  hv^ind-hy. 
Shooting  ymjT  }>ird  for  yt>n  whilo  you  are  laaihng; 
Cheapening  your  witKlom  ft#  a  pittenj  kn^wn, 
Woven  by  arty  ahiittle  oti  demand. 
Can  never  ait  qnit«  BtiUj  too :  pee«  a  wii*ip 
And  kills  it  with  a  movemeDt  like  a  ftaslj ; 
Whistle B  low  notes  or  seeine  to  tlmmi  hi*  hite 
Aa  a  mere  hyphen  Hwixt  two  ftylhihles 
Of  any  steadier  man  ;  walks  np  and  down 
And  snuffs  the  orange  flowers  and  fihootw  a  pea 
To  bit  a  streak  of  hght  let  tbrong-h  the  awntn^. 
Has  a  queer  face :  eyes  large  as  jjlums,  a  nose 
Small,  ri  lund,  uneven,  like  a  bit  of  wax 
Kelted  and  cooled  by  ohauoe.     Thiu-fingeredj  Ifthei 
And  as  a  acpirre!  uoieelesa,  startHng  men 
Only  by  qmcknesH,     In  kis  speech  and  look 
A  touch  of  graceful  vvildneftH,  m  of  tbinga 
Not  trained  or  tamefl  for  UNes  of  tlie  world ; 
Most  like  the  Faims  that  reamed  in  dayii  of  old 
About  the  liatening  whifiperidg  Wnoda,  and  ebare<l 
The  snUlfflT  B(?n»e  of  aylvan  eara  and  eyas 
Undulled  by  seheming  thought,  yet  joined  the  ront 
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Of  men  and  women  on  the  festal  days, 

And  played  the  syrinx  too,  and  knew  love's  pains, 

Turning  their  anguish  into  melody. 

For  Juan  was  a  minstrel  still,  in  times 

When  minstrelsy  was  held  a  thing  outworn. 

Spirits  seem  buried  and  their  epitaph 

Is  writ  in  Latin  by  severest  pens, 

Yet  still  they  flit  above  the  trodden  grave 

And  find  new  bodies,  animating  them 

In  quaint  and  ghostly  way  with  antique  souls. 

So  Juan  was  a  troubadour  revived, 

Freshening  life's  dusty  road  with  babbhng  rills 

Of  wit  and  son^,  living  'mid  harnessed  men 

With  limbs  ungalled  by  armour,  ready  so 

To  soothe  them  weary,  and  to  cheer  them  sad. 

Guest  at  the  board,  companion  in  the  camp, 

A  crystal  mirror  to  the  life  around^ 

Flashing  the  comment  keen  of  simple  fact 

Defined  in  words  ;  lending  brief  lyric  voice 

To  grief  and  sadness  ;  hardly  taking  note 

Of  difierence  betwixt  his  own  and  others' ; 

But  rather  singing  as  a  listener 

To  the  deep  moans,  the  cries,  the  wild  strong  joys 

Of  universal  Nature,  old  yet  young. 

Such  Juan,  the  third  talker,  shimmering  bright 

As  butterfly  or  bird  with  quickest  life. 
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The  Biient  Ef>u>A^  baB  hie  brightu^Bs  iiOKf^ 
Bat  only  in  hie  sp&tigleR  and  rosetttii*. 
His  parti-colDUTed  reut  ftnd  orimBon  hoaa 
Are  dulled  witk  old  Valencian  dnsi^  bij&  ejes 
Wirii  etniiniog^  fifty  years  ni  gilded  ballH 
To  catch  tbem  dancings  or  with  bro^ien  lookw 
At  men  and  women  ae  lie  ma;ile  bin  je^a  t 

Borne  tlioucand  times  antl  >>'atclie<l  to  c^junt  the 

pcn^o 
Hia  wife  was.  gatbering*     His  olive  face         .  • 
Has  iiu  old  writing  in  it,  characters 
Stamped  deep  by  gritifl  that  liad  no  mcrrimentj 
Til©  Boul^fl  rude  mark  proclaiming  all  ita  blank ; 
As  on  Bome  faces  tliat  have  long  grown  old 
In  lifting  tapers  np  to  formy  ohecent^ 
On  ancient  walls  and  cJrackling  with  falflfs  saest 
To  please  my  lord,  who  gives  the  larger  fee 
For  that  liard  industry  in  apiehne.^fei. 
Holdan  would  gladly  never  lang!i  again ; 
Pensioned,  he  would  be  grave  as  any  oi^ 
And  having  beans  and  cnmibs  and  oil  secured 
Would  borrow  no  man's  jokes  for  evermore. 
'Tib  harder  now  beoanse  hig  wife  is  gone,  ** 

Who  had  quick  feet^  and  danced  to  ravishment 
Of  every  ring  jewelled  with  Si>anish  oyea, 
But  died  and  left  this  boy,  lame  from  his  birth j 
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And  sad  and  obstinate,  though  when  he  will 
He  sings  God-taught  such  marrow-thrilling  strains 
As  seem  the  very  voice  of  dying  Spring, 
A  flute-like  wail  that  mourns  the  blossoms  gone, 
And  sinks,  and  is  not,  like  their  fragrant  breath, 
With  fine  transition-  on  the  trembling  air. 
He  sits  as  if  imprisoned  by  some  fear. 
Motionless,  with  wide  eyes  that  seem  not  made 
For  hungry  glancing  of  a  twelve-year'd  boy 
To  mark  the  living  thing  that  he  could  teaze, 
But  for  the  gaze  of  some  primeval  sadness 
Dark  twin  with  light  in  the  creative  ray. 
This  little  Pablo  has  his  spangles  too. 
And  large  rosettes  to  hide  his  poor  left  foot 
Rounded  like  any  hoof  (his  mother  thought 
God  willed  it  so  to  punish  all  her  sins). 

I  said  the  souls  were  five^ — besides  the  dog.  , 

But  there  was  still  a  sixth,  with  wrinkled  £em)6» 
Grave  and  disgusted  with  all  merriment 
Not  less  than  Roldwi.     It  is  Annibai, 
The  experienced  monkey  who.peifbmis.tbe  tricki, 
Jumps  through  the  hoops,  and  carries  roilmd  the  hat. 
Once  full  of  sallies  and.  impromptu  feats,  ' 

Now  cautious  not  to  light  on  aught  that's  new, 
Lost  he  be  whipped  to  do  it  o'er  agaia 
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From  A  to  Z,  and  make  the  gentry  laugh : 
A  misanthropio  monkey,  grej  and  grim, 
Bearing  a  lot  that  has  no  remedy 
For  want  of  concert  in  the  monkey  tribe. 

We  see  the  company,  above  their  heads 
The  braided  matting,  golden  as  ripe  com, 
Stretched  in  a  curving  strip  close  by  the  grapes, 
Elsewhere  rolled  back  to  greet  the  cooler  sky  ; 
A  fountain  near,  vase-shapen  and  broad-lipped. 
Where  timorous  birds  aHght  with  tiny  feet, 
And  hesitate  and  bend  wise  listening  ears, 
And  fly  away  again  with  undipped  beak. 
On  the  stone  floor  the  juggler's  heaped-up  goods, 
Carpet  and  hoops,  viol  and  tambourine, 
Where  Annibal  sits  perched  with  brows  severe, 
A  serious  ape  whom  none  take  seriously. 
Obliged  in  this  fool's  world  to  earn  his  nuts 
By  hard  buflfoonery.     We  see  them  all. 
And  hear  their  talk — ^the  talk  of  Spanish  men, 
Wkh  Southern  intonation,  vowels  tumid 
Caressingly  between  the  consonants. 
Persuasive,  willing,  with  such  intertals 
As  munc  boitDws  hoai  the  wooing  birds^ 
That  plead  with  subtly  c^urving^  sweet  descent — 
And  yet  ean  quat(>el,  as:  these  Spaniards  can. 
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Juan  {near  the  doorway),  ' 

You  hear  the  trumpet  ?     There's  old  Kamon's  blast. 

No  bray  but  his  can  shake  the  air  so  well. 

He  takes  his  trumpeting  as  solemnly 

As  angel  charged  to  wake  the  dead ;   thinks  war 

Was  made  for  trumpeters,  and  their  great  art 

Made  solely  for  themselves  who  understand  it. 

His  features  all  have  shaped  themselves  to  blowing, 

And  when  his  trumpet's  bagged  or  left  at  home 

He  seems  a  chattel  in  a  broker's  booth, 

A  spoutless  watering-can,  a  promise  to  pay 

No  sum  particular.     0  fine  old  Kamon  ! 

The  blasts  get  louder  and  the  clattering  hoofs ; 

They  crack  the  ear  as  well  as  heaven's  thunder 

For  owls  that  listen  blinking.     There's  the. banner. 

Host  {joining  him :  the  others  follow  to  the  door). 

The  Duk^  has  finished  xeebnnohring,  theo? 
We  shall  laiettT  news.  -  They. say  hj&  vastmi^  Sk  mlly — 
Would  strikQ>jEl  ZagaU«  Moors  as  they  push  home 
Like  ants  Ivith  booty  heavier  tiiah  themselves  ; 
Tlien,  joined  by  otiier  nobleS'  with  their  bands,  - 
Lay  si0g^  to  Ckiadixi .  Juan,  you're  a  bird     •  ' . 
That  nest 'within  tiie  Qaslie.     What  say  yon?  /. 
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Juan. 
Nought,  I  say  nought.     Tis  but  a  toilsome  game 
To  bet  upcm  that  fehther  Policy, 
And  guoBB  where  after  twice  a  hundred  pnfb    . 
'Twill  oalch  another  feather  oroesing  it:» 
Guess  how  th6  Popd  Will  blow  and  how  the  king ; 
What  force  my  lady^-n  fan  has ;  hoiw  a  ooogh 
Seizing  the  Padre's  throat  may  raise  a  gnst, 
And  how  the  queen  may  sigh  the  feather  down. 
Such  catching  at  imaginary  threads, 
Such  spinning  twisted  air,  is  not  for  me. 
If  I  should  want  a  game.  111  rather  bet 
On  racing  snails,  two  large,  slow,  lingering  snails — 
No  spurring,  equal  weights— 'a  chance  'sublime, 
Nothing  to  guess  at,  pure  unceftainty.      • 
Here  comes  the  Duke.     They  give  but-  feeble  feh^outft. 
And  some  look  sour. 

Host. 

That  spoils  a  fair  occasion. 
Civility  brings  no  conclusions  with  it, 
And  cheerful  Vivas  make  the  moments  glide 
Instead  of  grating  like  a  njgty  wheel. 

Juan. 
0  they  are  dullards,  ki^  becausje.  they're  sfciing. 
And  braise  a  fi*end  io  show  tiiej?  h^ite  a  waap;^ 
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Host. 
Best  treat  your  wasp  with  delicate  regard ; 
When  the  right  moment  comes  say,  "By  your  leave/' 
Use  your  heel — so  !  and  make  an  end  of  him. 
That- s  if  wa  talked  of  wasps  ;  but  our  young  Duke — 
Spain  holds  not  a  more  gallant  gentleman. 
Live,  live,  Duke  Silva  1     'Tis  a  rare,  smile  he  has,    • 
But  seldom  seen. 

Juan. 
A  true  hidalgo's  smile, 
That  gives  much  favour,  but  beseeches  noi^e. 
His  smile  is  sweetened  by  his  gravity : 
It  comes  like  dawn  upon  Sierra  snows, 
Seeming  more  generous  for  the  coldness  gone ; 
Breaks  from  the  calm — a  sudden  opening  flower 
On  dark  deep  waters  :  now  a  chalice  shut, 
A  mystic  shrine,  the  next  a  ftill-rayed  star, 
Thrilling,  pulse-quickening  as  a  living  word. 
I'll  make  a  song  of  that. 

Host. 

Prithee,  not  now. 
You'll  fall  to  staring  like  a  woOdeb  s^iQt, 
And  wag  your  head  as  ii  were  set^Q^.wjxM* 
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Here's  fresh  sherbet     Sit,  be  good  oompany. 

[To  Blasco)  Yoa  are  a  stranger,  sir,  and  cannot  know 

How  our  Duke  8  nature  suits  his  princely  frame. 

Blasco. 
Nay,  but  I  marked  his  spurs — chased  cunningly  ! 
A  duke  should  know  good  gold  and  silver  plate ; 
Then  he  will  know  the  quality  of  mine. 
I've  ware  for  tables  and  for  altat^  too. 
Our  Lady  in  all  sizes,  crosses,  bells : 
He'll  need  sudi  weapons  full  aa  mudi  as  swords 
K  he  would  capture  any  Moorish  town« 
For,  let  me  tell  you,  when  a  mosque  is  cleansed  .  .  . 

Juan. 
The  demons  fly  so  thick  from  sound  of  bells 
And  smell  of  incense,  you  may  see  the  air 
Streaked  with  them  as  with  smoke.     Why,  they  are 

spirits: 
You  may  well  think  how  crowded  they  must  be 
To  make  a  sort  of  haze. 

Blasco. 

I  knew  not  that. 
StUl,  they're  of  smoky  nature,  demons  are  ; 
And  since  you  say  so — ^well,  it  proves  the  more 
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The  need  of  bells  and  censere.     Ay,  your  Duke 

Sat  well :  a  true  hidalgo.   .  I  oan  judge — 

Of  harness  specially.     I  ^aw  the  camp, 

The  royal  camp  at  Velez  Malaga. 

'Twas  like  the  court  of  heaven — such  liveries  I 

And  torches  carried  by  the  score  at  night 

Before  the  nobles.     Sirs,  I  made  a  dish 

To  set  an  emerald  in  would  iit  a  crown, 

For  Don  Alonzo,  lord  of  Aguilar. 

Your  Duke's  no  whit  behind  him  in  his  mien 

Or  hatness  either.     But  you  seem  to  say 

The  people  love  him  not; 

Host. 

TheyVe  nought  against  him. 
But  certain  winds  will  make  men^s  temper  bad. 
When  the  Solano  blows  hot  yenomed  breath, 
It  acts  upon  men's  knives  :  steel  takes  to  stabbing 

Which  else,  with. cooler  winds,  were  honest  steel, 

/        ...» 

Cutting  but  garlick.     There's  a  wind  just  now 
Blows  right  from  Seville — 

I 

Bl^ASGO. 

Ay,  yoti  mean  the  wind  •  •  « 
Yes,  yes,  a  wind  that's  rather  hot  .  •  • 
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Host. 

With  faggots. 

Juan. 

A  wind  that  suits  not  with  oar  townsmen's  blood 
Abram,  'tis  said,  objected  to  be  scorched, 
And,  as  the  learned  Arabs  vouch,  he  gave 
The  antipathy,  in  full  to  Ishmael. 
'Tis  true,  these  patriarchs  had  their  oddities. 

Blasgo. 

Their  oddities  ?    I'm  of  their  mind,  I  know. 

Though,  as  to  Abraham  and  Ishmael, 

Tm  an  old  Christian,  and  owe  nought  to  them 

Or  any  Jew  among  them.     But  I  know 

We  made  a  stir  in  Saragossa — we : 

The  men  of  Aragon  ring  hard — ^true  metaL 

Sirs,  Fm  no  fiiend  to  heresy,  but  then 

A  Christian's  money  is  not  safe.     As  how  ? 

A  lapsing  Jew  6r  any  heretic 

May  owe  me  twenty  ounces :  suddenly 

He's  prisdned,  sufilbrs  penalties^^'tis  weU ; 

If  men  will  not  believe,  'tis  good  to  make  them, 

But  let  the  penalties  fall  on  them  alone. 

The  Jew  is  stripped,  his  goods  are  copfisc^te }  • 
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Now,  where,  I  pray  you,  go  my  twenty  ounces  ? 
God  knows,  and  perhaps  the  King  may,  but  not  L 
And  more,  my  son  may  lose  his  young  wife's  dower 
Because  'twas  promised  since  her  father's  soul 
Fell  to  wrong  thinking.     How  was  I  to  know  ? 
I  could  but  use  my  sense  and  cross  myself. 
Christian  is  Christian — I  give  in — but  still 
Taxing  is  taxing,  though  you  call  it  holy. 
We  Saragossans  liked  not  this  niew  tax 
They  call  the— nonsense,  Fm  from  Aragon  I 
I  speak  too  bluntly.     But,  for  Holy  Church, 
No  man  believes  more. 

Host. 

Nay,  sir,  never  fear. 
Good  Master  Roldan  here  is  no  delator. 

BoLDAN  (^starting  from  a  reverie j,  . 
You  speak  to  me^  sirs  ?  .  I  perform  to-night — 
The  Pla9a  Santiagow .   Twenty  jtrigks^ 
All  different.     I  dance,  too.  .  And  the  boy    . 
Sings  like  a  bird.     I  crave  your  patrcux^ge.  .  • 

Blasco. 

Faith,  you  shall  have  it,  sir.     In  travellihg 
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I  take  a  htOe  fineedom,  and  am  gay. 
Ton  marked  not  wkat  I  said  just  now? 

ROLDAN. 

I?.na  . 
I  pray  your  pardon.    Vre  a  twingiiig  knise, 
That  makes  it  hard  to  listexL     You  were  a9jiaa^  ? 

Bl4A8CO. 

Nay,  it  was  nought.    {Aside  to  Host)  Is  it  1^B  deep- 
ness? 

Host. 

He's  dBep  in  notfadsg  but  his  poverty. 

Blasoo. 
But  'i^waa  hife  poverty  that  made  me  think  •  »  . 

;     ,  Host. 

His  .piety  .might  wish^ta  It^p  tbd  £^ts 
As  well  as^j^st^.;   ]^a  &^.;  be  hfearsiuot. 

^  Blasoq-'    . 

i  .^  ..I  Good 

I  speak  my  ;j^d  a^^^t  the  pt^n^ltiesi  .. 
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But,  look  you,  I'm  -agiixiBt  assassination.  •  • 

You  know  my  meaning — Master  Arbii^s,  •  ^ 

The  grand  Inquisitor  in  Aragon. 
I  knew  nought — paid  no  copper  towards  the  deed. 
But  I  was  there,  at  prayers,  within  the  church. 
How  could  I  help  it  ?    Why,  the  saintd  were^herfe, 
A:fld  looked  straight  on  above  the  altars.    I  .  .  . 

Juan. 

'.   Lbokfed  carefully' another  way.  ''  '•   ' 

Blasco. 

Why,  at  my  beads. 
'Twas  after  midnijght,  and  the  canons  all 
Were  chaaiting  matins.     I  was  not  in  churoh       » 
To  gape  and  stare.     I  saw  the  martyr  kneel : 
I  never  liked  the  look  of  him  alive — 
He  was  no  martyr  then.     I  thought  he  bglmI^  '  >  '  ' 
An  ugly  shadow  as  he  crept  athwart 
The  bands  of  light,  then  passed  within  the  gloom 
By  the  broad  pillar.     'Twas  in  <iur  great  Seo, 
At  Saragossa.     The  pillttw/  to^er  so  krge    "      ' 
You  cross  yourself  to  see  them,  lest  white  Death 
Should  hide  behind  their  dark.     And  so  it  was. 
I  looked  away  again  and  told  my  beads 
Unthinkingly ;  btit  still  a  man  has  edrs ; 
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And  right  acroBB  the  chanting  came  a  Bound 
As  if  a  tree  had  crashed  above  the  roar 
Of  some  great  torrent.     So  it  seemed  to  me ;    '       ' 
For  when  yon  listen  long  and  shut  your  eyes 
Small  sonnds  get  thnnderoos.     He  had  a  shell 
like  any  lobster :  a  goc^  iron  stiit 
From  top  to  toe  beneath  the  innocent  serge. 
That  made  the  tell-tale  sound. '  Bat  ti^n  came  shifeks. 
The  chanting  stopped  and  tamed  to  rushing  feet, 
And  in  the  midst  lay  Master  Arbu^s, 
Felled  like  ah  oi.  •  'Twtts  wicked  butchery. 
Some  honest  men  had  hoped  it  would  hove  soaired  - 
The  Inquisition  out  (^  A!yig«Mk  "     '- 
'Twas  money  thrown  away — I  would  say,  crime- 
Clean  thrown  away. 

Host, 

r     //     .That  wa«..4  pity  n^w. 
Next  to4i  .mis^iBg  thnist,  >^hs;t  isk^  ma  mo^t       ..  , 
Is  a  neat  welLUrndd  stroke  ^t  Ipjils  j^yvf.  pian^ 
Yet  ends  in  misdutf-^as  .in-  Ar^gt^p* ]  >    :  ,  i 

It  was  k  ksflcm  to  ofiir  peopte  har^* 
Else  there's  a  monk.withiA  our  city  walls„ ...   ,  r 
A  holjy  kigH4K)ra^.  st«m  Dcwiuic«jn, 
They  might  kdYB  made  tiif^.gre«t  wi&p^U^  IjfML:  // 
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Whatl-isl^e.?  .  ......       ,,  ,.,,  .  ,  ,.  .    ., . 

Host. 

,  Yes ;  a  M^fiter  Arbu^p 
Of  finer  quality. r    The  Prior  kere  .^  , 

, And  tmole  to.  pur  Put:e. 

Blasco.  ,     , 

'  '  •  ^  Jtl^  lPlrill.wa^t:pll^tpf  .; .  ^ 
Aihoty pillar iot  a  caTucaflx-'.,.,  r .  .  .,  ,.  ,  .^  .  ^^  ,[  ,  .  _, 
But,  did  you  say,  he  W9S>V^€)  Arbuee,?  ,'  :■       ;  .  •  |' 

Juan. 

As  a  black  eagle  with  gold  beak  and  claws 
Is  like  a  raven.     Even  in  his  cowl, 
Covered  from  head  to  foot,  the  Prior  is  known 
From  all  th^  black  bei«d  TdmkdL     When  he  uncovers 
And  standi  white-fi»6cke(})  wi^hivcoy  fabe,  iii&-  eyes 
Black-gleairiing,  l^a^k 'his  ooit»iAl>of  hair.'.        r. 
*  Like  shredded  jaspar,  he^  seems  te8S)«t  man 
With  struggling  aims^  tfen  puiie  'ineaniaEte  WiU, 
Fit  to  subdue  feh^lliotts  natiions,  nay, 
That  human  flesh  he  breathes  in,  chorgM  widihi^aaiidn 
Whichf  fivers  in  his  nostnl  and  hnslip,  !' 
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But  disciplined  by  long  rn-dwelling  will 
To  silent  labour  in  the  yoke  of  lanr. 
A  truce  to  thy  comparisona,  Lorenzo  I 
Thine  is  no  subtle  nose  for  diff&renoe ) 
'Tis  dfiDed  by  feignhig  and  avility. 

Host. 

Pooh,  tfaon'Tt  a  poet,  crasrad  with  finding  woxds 

May  stick  to  things  and  seem  like  qualities. 

No  pebble  is  a  pebble  in  thy  hirnds : 

'Tis  a  moon  out  of  work,  a  bairon  egg*^ 

Or  twenty  things  that  no  man  aeeio  bat  l^ee.. 

Our  Father  Isidores — ^a  living  saint, 

And  that  is  heresy,  some  townsmen  think : 

Saints  should  be  dead,  according  to  the  Church. 

My  mind  is  this :  the  Father  is  so  holy 

'Twere  sin  to  wish  his  soul  detained  from  bliss. 

Easy  transition  to  the  realms  above^ 

The  shortest  journey  to  the  seventh  heaveii) 

Is  what  I'dnever  grudge  liim, 

Blasco. 

Pioiiwly  said:  ■.'    ./ 
Look  yon,  rmrdutiifol,  ofeey  the  Ghureh  .  V 

When  tbere^'s  no  help  for  it  ^  I  rdesm  to  say,         .  * 
When  Pope  and  Bishop  and  all  cnstom^rs    ' 
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Order  alike.     But  there  be  bishops  bow, 
And  were  aforetime,  who  have  held  it  wrong, 
This  hurry  to  convert  the  Jews.     As  how  ? 
Your  Jew  pays  tribute  to  the  bishop,  say. 
That's  good,  and  must  please  God,  to  see  the  Ghuroh 
Maintained  in  ways  that  ease  the  Christian's  purse. 
Convert  the  Jew,  and  where's  the  tribute,  pray  ? 
He  lapses,  too :   'tis  slippery  work,  oonversion : 
And  theni  the  holy  taxing  carries  off 
His  money  at  one  sweep.    No  tribute  more  1    i 
He's  penitent  or  burnt,  and  there's  an  end.  '         ' 
Now  guess  which  pleases  God  .... 

:  '  Juan. 

I  Whether  he  likes 

A  well-burnt  Jew  or  well-fed  bishop  best. 

[While  Juan  put  this  problem  theologio    ' 
Entered^  with  resonant  step,  another,  gnest*-^ 
A  soldier :   all  his  keenness  in  his  sword, 
His  eloquence  in  scars  upon  his  cheek, 
His  virtue  in  much  slayifag  of  the  Moor : 
With  brow  weil-creased  in  horizontal  folds 
To  save  the^space,  as  hav^nig  n^ght  tol  do : '  . 
Lips  prone  to  <whi8tle  whisperingiy-*-no  tune, 
But  trotting  rhythm  :  meditative  eyes, 
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Most  often  fixed  upon  his  legs  and  spurs : 
Styled  Captain  Lopez.] 

Lopez. 

At  your  service,  sirs. 

Juan. 

Ha,  Lopez?     Why,  thou  h^So  a  face  full-charged 
As  any  herald's.     What  news  of  the  wars  ? 

LorE& 
Such  qews  a0  is  most  bitter  on  my  tongue. 

•     JOAM. ' 

Then  spit  it  forth. 

!  •-','• 

Host. 

Sit^  Captain  :  here's  a  cup, 
Fresh-filled.     What  news? 

.    Lopez. 

,.   ....    .:  :,      '.Tfehad.     We  nuie  ii6  sally: 

We  sit  still  herdimd  wit  vrhateW  the  Moor    . 
Shall  plea«B  to  4<H  .  
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Host. 

Some  townsmen  will  be  glad. 

Lopez. 
Glad,  will  they  be  ?     But  I'm  not  glad,  not  I, 
Nor  any  Spanish  soldier  of  clean  blood. 
But  the  Duke's  wisdom  is  to  wait  a  siege 
Instead  of  laying  one.     Therefore — meantime— 
He  will  be  married  straightway. 

Host. 

Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Thy  speech  is  like  an  hourglass  ;  turn  it  down 
The  other  way,  'twill  stan,d  as  well,  and  say 
The  Duke  will  wed,  therefore  he  waits  a  sie^e. 
But  what  say  Don  Diego  and  the  Prior  ? 
The  holy  imcle  and  the  fiery  Don  ? 

Lopez. 
0  there  be  sayings  running  all  abroad 
As  thick  as  nuts  overturned.     No  man  need  lack. 
Some  say,  'twas  letters'  changed  the  Duke's  intent : 
Ftom  Malaga,  says  Bias.    From  Rome,  says  Quintin. 
From  spies,  .at  Guadix,  says  ^badtian.  *  ; 
Some  say,  'tis  all  a  pretext — say,  the  Duke         ■     ' 
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Is  bat  a  lapdog  hatigiiig  on  a  skirt, 
Tnming  his  eyeballs  upward  Kfee  a  monk; 
'Twas  Don  Diego  said-  that — so  says  Bias ; 
JmA  week,  he  aaid  ... 

Juan. 

(>€o  without  the  "  said  ! " 
Open  thj  mouth  and  pirase  in  lien  of  it 
I  had  ad  lief  be  pelted  with  a  pea 
Irregularly  in  the  self'Same  spot 
As  hear  stioh  iteration  without  rale, 
Such  torture  of  uncertain  oertaint^. 

LofBz.  • 
Santiago  I  Juan,  thou  art  hard  to  please. 
I  speak  not  for  my  own  delighting,  I. 
I  can  be  silent,  I.  • 

BlascxL 
■  Nay,  sir,  speak  on  ! 
I  like  your  matter  well;     I  deal  iii  pkiibeb        .        • 
This  weddingtouohes  me.    Who  is  l^e  bride? 

•  ,  Lowsz*  •'  .  /  .  .. 
One  that  som«i  $ay.  the  Duke  does  ill.to  wed; 
One  that  his  mother  reared^-^Gfod/rest  her  sc^kll — 
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Duchess  Diana^^she  who  died  last  joax^.^'l      ff  '     < 
A  bird  picked ;up  a-fcray  fronji  any  liest;         -    J     J'  1' 
Her  name-T-'the  Duchess -^ave  i^— a».Fedabba.    '  ' 
No  harm  in  that.     But  the  Duke- 'stoop's, /they  fi«iyy 
In  wedding  her.     And  that's  the  simple  truth. 

Thy  simple  truth  is  but  a  false  opihion  ^     .  i  i    :  >  i  * ' 
The  simple  truth  of  asses  who  believe  •'  ' 

Their  thistle  is  the  very  best  of- food.  '       '    ' 
Fie,  Lopez,  thou  a  Spaniard  with  a  6word  -  *  ^ 

Dreamest  a  Spanish  noble  ever  stoops     •  "   ^  i'  i  " 
By  doing  honour  to  the  maid  he  loves  I 
He  stoops  alone  when  he  dishbnours  her. 


,    ...li0PE;a..'.. 
Nay,  I  said  nought  against  her. 


./    I 


Juan..'! 

ii  Better  not. 

Else  I  would  olaalletaige  Hhee- to  fight  with  wits^  •  '  I 
And  spear,  thee  through  and  through  fere  tHou  cotlldst 

draw 
The  bluntest  word.     Yes;  y^B,  consult  thy  spurs  : 
Spurs  ate  a  sign  of  knighthood,  and  shotdd  tell  thee 
That;  knightly  love  is  blbnt  with  rev«rence    *  •      " 
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As  heavenly  air  is  blent  with  heavonly  blue, 
Don  Silva's  heart  beats  to  a  loyal  tune ; 
He  wills  no  highest-born  Castilian  dame. 
Betrothed  to  highest  noble,  should  be  held 
More  sacred  than  Fednlma.    He  eushrines     >  \ 
Her  yirgin  iioagfl  for  the  general. awe 
And  for  his  own — will  guard  her  from  tha  w/curld, 
Nay,  his  pcofaper  seL^  lept  he  should  lose, 
The  place  of  his  religion.     He  does  well*         i 
Nought  can  come  closer  to  the  poet's  strain. . 


Host. 
Or  farther  from  his  practice,  Juan,  eli  ? 
H  thou'rt  a  sample  ? 


Juan. 

Wrong  there,  my  Lorenzo  I 
Touching  Fedalma  the  poor  poet  plays 
A  finer  part  even  than  the  noble  Duke. 

Lopez. 
By  making  ditties,  singing  with  round  mouth 
Likest  a  crowing  cock  ?     Thou  meanest  that  ? 

Lopez,  take  physio,  thou  art  gettii:^.ill,     ;     - 
Growing  descriptive  ;  *tis  unnatural.    ..,:!.    \ 
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I  mean,  Don  Silva's  love  expects  reward', 
Kneels  with  a  heaven  to  come  ;  but  the  pooj^  p6et 
Worships  without  reWai^d,  nor  h6pes  to  fiiid 
A  heavea  save  in  his  woi*6hip.  '  He  adorefe^^ 
The  sweetest  woman  foi^  het  fiweeitness'  sak^, 
Joys  in  the  Idve  that  was  mk  bi^a^'for  Mih,      ' ' 
BeoAuse  'tib  loVingne^fe,  a«  beggafs' j6y,  '  •  '  •' 
Warming  their  naked  Kmbig  on  l^ay^de^  wall6/' 
To  hear  a  tale  of  princes  Etnd' their  ^lory. 
There's  a  poor  poet  (poor,  I  mean,  in'  coin)       '' 
Worships  Fedalma  with  so  true  a  love 
That  if  her  silken  robe  were  changed  for  rags, 
And  she  were  driven  out  to  stony  wilds 
Barefoot,  a  scorned  wanderer,  he  would  kiss 
Her  ragged  garment's,  edge,  and  only  ask 
For  leave  to  be  her  slave.     Digest  that,  friend, 
Or  let  it  lie  upon  thee  as  a  weight        .    ; 
To  check  ligjat  thin^ng  of  Fedalma,,  ^...   > 

Lopez*  .   ; 

:  I? 

I  think  no  harm  of  her  ;  I  thank  the  saints 
I  wear  a  sword  and  peddle  not  in  thinking. 
'Tis  Father  Marcos  says  she^il  not  confess 
And  loves  not  holy  water ;  says  her  blood 
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Is  infidel ;  says  the  Duke's  wedding  her 
Is  union  of  light  with  darkliess. 

JUAM. 

Tush  I 

[Now  Juan — who  by  snatches  touched  his  lute 
With  soft  arpeggio,  like  a  whispered  dream 
Of  sleeping  mutnc,  while  he  spoke  of  love- 
in  jesting  anger  at  t^e  soldier's  talk 
Thrummed  loud  and  fast,  then  faster  and  more  loud, 
Till,  as  he  answered  '^  Tush  I "  he  struck  a  chord 
Sudden  as  whip-crack  close  by  Lopez'  ear. 
Mine  host  and  Blasco  smiled,  the  mastiff  barked,    ' 
Eoldan  looked  up  aild  Anmbal  looked  down, 
Cautiously  neutral  in  so  new  ti  caise ; 
The  boy  r^ii^ed  lon^ng,  listening  eyes  that  seemed 
An  exiled  spirrf  s  waiting  in  strained  hope 
Of  voices  coming  from  the  distant  land. 
But  Lopez  bote  the  assault  Hke  any  rock : 
That  was  not  what  he  drew  his  sword  at — ^he ! 
He  spoke  with  neek  erect.] 

.,  Lorsz. 

If  th^-t's  ^  hint 
The  compapij;  ^uld  ask  thee  for  a  «Qng, 
Sing,  then  I  ,  .     .  , ; 


40  THE    SPANISH    GYPSY. 

Host.         - 
Ay,  Juan,  sing,  and  jar  no  more. 
Something  brand  new.    Thou^rt  wont  to  make  my  ear 
A  test  of  novelties.     Hast  thou  aught  fresh  ? 

As  fresh  as  .raintduQps.     Here's  a  CjW^eion  . 
Springs  like  a  tiay  mt^sjbroom  ^lapate  ..;.  ; 

Ojatiof  th<^  prieat's-foul.s<»ndal  of  F^dalma.      •      .  ;* 

[He  preluded  with, querying"  intery^lfit .  -  :    ^ 

Rising,:  ijben  felling  just  a<  SQmitone,     . 
In  minor  Q^adeKic/^^ — ^3oundw:ith  poised,  wioig.       ,     •; 
Hovering  and  quiv©;ring  tQwar^s  tba  rn^eded  felL     ) 
Thep.ia  a .ypi/3e  that  shook  the  ?wriljtpig  aiii .    . .. 
With  masculine  vilpration,  sang  jl^his  B9?^g» 

Sh)uld  I  long  ihmt.  dark  wer^  fair  f 
;  jSai/,  OsongJ  :■ 
Lacks  my  love  aught^  that  J  akodtld  longf: 

Dark  the  night,  Mh  breath  allflowWsj 
Afid  tender  broken  voice  that  fills 
With  ravishment  the  listening  hours :        '       ' 
Whisperings^  wooings, 
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Liquid  rippkf  and  soft  ring-dove  eooings 

In  low4imed  rhythm  thai  hve'i  aching  $tilis^ 

Dark  the  nighij 

Yet  is  $he  hright^ 

For  in  her  dark  she  brings  ^  mystic  star. 

Trembling  yei  etpong,  as  is  the  poke  of  love, 

From  some  nnkn&um  afar. 

O  radiant  Dark  I  O  darkfy-^stered  ray! 

Thou  hast  a  joy  too  deep  for  shallow  Day. 

While  Juan  sang^  all  rcmiid  the  tiaivttiii  coiiri 

Graihered  a  oonstellation  of  black  ey^ 

Fat  Lola  l^med  upon  the  balconj  '        .       i : 

With  arms  that  might  have  pillowed  Hercules 

(Who  built,  'tis  known,  the  mightiest  Spanish  towns) ; 

Thin  Alda's  &ce,  sad  as  a  wasted  passion, 

Leaned  o'^er  the  nodding  baby's  ;  'twixt  the  rails 

The  little  Pepe  showed  his  two  black  beads, 

His  flat-ringed  hair  and  small  Semitic  nose, 

Complete  and  tiny  as  a  new-bom  minnow ; 

Patting  his  head  and  holding  in  her  arms 

The  baby  senior,  stood  Lorenzo's  wife 

All  negligent,  her  kerchief  discomposed  ,  i 

By  little  clutches,  woman's  coquetry 

Quite  turned  to  mother's  cards  and  sweet  content. 

These  on  the  balcony,'  whil^  at  the  door 
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Gazed  the  lank  boys  and  lazy-ahouldered  men* 
'Tis  likely  too  the  rats  and  insectei  peeped, 
Being  southern  Spanish  ready  for  a  lounge.. 
The  singer  smiled,  as  doubtless  Orpheus  Smiled, 
To  see  the  animals,  both  great  axid -small^v 
The  mpTwatainQu/a^  elephant  and  scampering  iia<s>use, 
Held  by  the  ears  in  decent  audience ;   . 
f  Then,  when  mine  host  desired  the  .strain  on^e  more, 
He  fell  tp  preluding  with  rhythmic  change 
Of  notes  recurrent,  soft  as  pattering  drops 
That  fal}  from,  off  the  eaves  in  filjery  dance  / 

When  clouds  are  breaking ;  till  at  measured  pause-  • 
He  struck  with  strength,  an. rare  reeponsive  chords.] 

Host. 
Come,  then,  a  gayej  ballad,  if  thou  wilt : 
I  quarrel  not  with. change.     What  say  you,  Captain? 

Lopez. 
Airs  one'  to  me.     I  note  no  change  of  tune. 
Not  I,  save  in  the  ring  of  horses*  hoofs, 
Or  in  the  drums  and  trumpets  when  they  call 
To  action  or  retreat.     I  ne*er  could  see 
The  good  of  singing. 

Bla8c6« 
'  Whyy  i^  passed  timer— 
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Saves  you  froni'gettiii'g  dver-wise  :  that's  go6d. 
For,  look  you,  fools  alte  merty  htere  below, 
Yet  they  will  go  to  hearen  all  ther  Sdhie, 
Having  the  sacraments ;  and,  look  you,  heaven 
Is  a  long  holiday,  and  solid  men. 
Used  to  much  business,  might  be  ill  at  ease 
Not  liking  play.     And  so,  in  travelling, 
I  shape  myself  betimes  to  idleness 
And  take  fools'  pleasures   ... 

Host. 

Hark,  the  song  begins  I 

Juan  (sings). 

Maiden,  croivned  with  glossy  blackness, 

Lithe  as  panther  for est'-roaming, 
Long-armed  naiad,  vrken  she  dances^ 

On  a  streak  faf  etiher  floating — 

Bright,  0  bright  Fedahml!,    u 

Fbrm  alt  curves  like  sofiness  drifted^ 
Wave-Hissed  marble  roundly  dimpling, 

Far-off  music  slowly  wtngid, 
Gently  risikg,  gently  sinkings- 

Bright,  0  bright  Fedahndl 


:  JPurcofs  ra/n^eiar.  on  a  rose-leaf ,  .  .    ,.    , 

Sudden  ,j)er/ei;t. CBS  tl^d^u^rb^adf^     r  .  .,       ,,f 
i . . ,  .  (?ifl7n  (2/*  €ar^A  ajn,d[  sAry  ]begptten-r  , ,  ■ 

Briffhfj  Obr^M  Fedahna  {  ,  .  ,. 

Beauty  )ias  no  mortal  father  J 
Holy  ligJit  her  form  engendered 

Out  of  tremor,  yearning,  gladness, 
Presage  sweet  and  joy  remembered — 
Child  of  Light,  Fedalma  I 

Blasco. 
Faith,  a  good  song,  sung  to  a  stirring  tune. 
I  like  the  words  returning  in  a  round  ; 
It  gives  a  sort  of  sense.     Another  such  I 

RoLDAN  (rising). 
Sirs,  you  will  hear  my  boy.    ATis  very  hai:d 
When  gentles,  sing  for  nought  to  all  the  town. 
How  can  a  poor  man  live^?    And  now  'tis  time 
I  go  to  the  Pla9a — who  will  give  me  pence 
When  he  ctoi  hear  hidalgos  And  giv^  zxQUght  ? 

Juan. 
True,  friend.  .,  Be  pacified.  .  Til  sing  n^  more. 
Go  tlpu,  a^n^  ^^  ^^U  follow,  v   Never  fear. 
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Mj  voice  JB  comttion  as  the  i)v7^-leaYes, 

Plucked  in  all  seaBOOA-^^teBm  no  price ;  tby  boy'** 

Is  like  the  alnnond  bl^^sioins.    Ah,  he-e  lame ! 

Host. 
Load  him  not  heja^ly.     Here^  Pedro  I  hel(w 
Qo  with  them  to  the  Pla^a^.tadce  the  hoopa, 
l^e  flights  will  p^7  th^e, 

Blasco.   ' 

-  I'll  be  there  anon, 
And  set  the  fashion  with  a  gpod  white  coin. 
But  let  us  see  as  well  as  hear. 

Host. 

Ay,  prithee. 
Some  tricks,  a  dance. 

.    Bl-ASCO.      . 

.        •    Ye^HiBiniii'e'mtioiial. 

BoLi^K  {tuminjjf  round  with  thf  bundle  and    , . 
monkey  on  his  shoulders),  .,  , 
You  shall  see  all,  sirs.     There's  no  man  in  Spain 
Knows  his  art  better-     IVe  a  twinging  knee 
Oft  hinders  da^euog^I  bad  the  boy  is  lame. 
But  no  man's  monkey  has  ain6re.  tricks  than  mine* 
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[At  this  higli  praise  the  gloomy '  Annibal,  .  J ' 

MburifQl  profesBor  of  high  dwdleiy,  '  ■  '  ' 

Seemed  to 'look  gloomier,  and -the  little  troop 
Went  slowly  out,  escorted  from  the  door 
By  all  the  idlers.     Fromi  the  balcony 
Slowly  flubsided  the  bl^ck  radikiice 
Of  agate  eyes,  and  broke  in  chattering  sotiiids, 
Coaxings  and  trampings,  and  the  Sinallhbirsie  squeak 
Of  Pepe^s  reed.     And  our  group  talked  again.] 

Host. 
Ill  get  this  juggler,  if  he  quits  him  well. 
An  audience  here  as  choice  as  can  be  lured. 
For  me,  when  a  poor  devil  does  his  best, 
'Tis  my  delight  to  soothe  his  soul  with  praise. 
What  though  the  best  be  bad  ?  remains  the  good  ., 
Of  throwing  food  to  a  lean  hungry  dog. 
I*d  give  up  the  best  jugglery  m  life 
To  see  ,^  misex«tbl^  j^gl^^  pleased. 
But  that's  my  humour.     Crowds  are  malcontent 
And  crueil  as  the  Holy  ....  Shall  we  gb?' 
All  of  us  now  together?  .       ^       « 

■     :  ,IiQP»Z.     ,  .  ,       ..•..■! 

W«ll,  ntitl. 
I  may  be  there  ahon,  but  iirit  I  go  '    ^^  ' 
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To  the  lower  priBOD.     There  ia  strict  ooBnmuid 
That  all  our  gypsy  priacmerB  shall  to^iight 
Be  lodged  within  ike  fort     They've  ^r^ed  enough 
Of  balls  and  bullets — nsed  tip  all  the  meiiJaL 
At  mom  to-morrow  tibey  must  cany  stones 
Up  the  south  tower.     'Tis  a^fine  stalwart  band, 
Fit  for  the  hardlasi  taska     Some  say,  thie  qneen 
Wonld  have  the  Gypsiep  banished  with  t|ie  Jews. 
Some  say,  'twere  better  harness  them  for  work. 
They'd  feed  on  ^ny  filth  and  save  the  Spainard. 
Some  say — but  I  must  go.     'Twill  soon  be  time 
To  head  the  escort     We  shall  meet  again.- 

Blasco. 
Goj  sir,  with  God  (eaeii  Lopez),    A  veryipiopwr  ijaan, 
And  soldierly.     But,  ftnr  this  baanhment  ' 

Some  men  are  hot  on,  it  ill  pleases  me. 
The  Jews,  now  (sws,  if  any  ChristiazL  here 
Had  Jews,  for  ancestors,  I  blame  him  not ; 
We  cajinot  all  be  Goths  of  Ars^goh)— 
Jews  arQ  nQt£tfbt  h^aren^  bnt  on  earth 
They  are  moe^  useful.     'Tiir  iSm  iame  with  mules, 
Horses,  or  oxen,  (a  with:  any  pig 
Exoept  gtaitkt  Anthpny's.     They  adre  useful  here 
(The  Jews,,  I  mean)  ^hoiagb  they,  jnay  go  to /hell. 
And,  look  you,  useful  jsinsi— why  Pa^videnee- 
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Sends  Jews  to  do  *em,  saving  Christian  souls* 

The  very  Gypsies,  ciirbed  and  harnessed  will,        • 

Would  make  draught  battle,  feed*  on  vennin  tx>o>;    • 

Cost  less  Idaan  gmiing  brutes,  and  turn-  bad  food 

To  handsome  carcasses ;  sweat  at  the  forge 

For  .little  wages,  and  well  drilled  and  flogged      .  i 

Might  work  like  slaves,  some  Spaniards  looking  oii, 

I  deal  in  plate,  and  am  no  priest  to  say 

What  God  may  mean,  save  when  he  m«ans  plain 

sense  5  .•'./•       ;.:,••! 

But  when  he  sent  thd  Gypsies  wandering^  v 
In  punishment  because  they  sheltered  not  • 

Our  Lady  and  Saint  Joseph  (and  no  doubt 
Stole  the  small  ass  they  fled  with  into  Egypt), 
Why  send  them  here  ?    'Tis  plain  he  saw  the  use-  * 
They'd  be  to  Spaniards.     Shall  we  banish  theni^ 
And  tell  God  we  know  better?     'Tis  a  sin; 
They  talk  of  vermin ;  but,  sirs,  vennin  large  ' 

Were  made  to  eat  the  small,  or  else  to  ^t  < 

The  noxious  rubbish,  and  picked  Gypsy  fti^ii*         ^ 
Might  serve  in  war  to  felimb,  be  killed,  and  fell 
To  itaake  an  easy  ladder.     Once  I  saw 
A  Gypsy  sorcerer,  at  h.  Bpring  ttirf  grasp  ' 

Kill  one  Whacame  to  seize- him :  talk  6f  strength  V 
Nay,  Swiftness  too/,  for  while  We  crossed  ourselves 
He  yaniahed  like^— eay,  like  .  «  •.  ' 
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Juan. 

A  swift  black  snake, 
Or  like  a  living  arrow  fledged  with  will. 

Blasco. 
Why,  did  you  see  him,  pray? 

Juan* 

Not  then,  but  now, 
As  painters  see  the  many  in  the  one. 
We  have  a  Gypsy  in  Bedmdr  whose  frame 
Natui^  compacted  with  such  fine  selection, 
'Twonld  yield  a  dozen  types :  all  Spanish  knightsj 
From  him  who  slew  Rolando  at  the  pass 
Up  to  the  mighty  Cid ;  all  deities. 
Thronging  Olympus  in  fine  attitudes ; 
Or  all  hell*s  heroes  whoni  the  poet  saw 
Tremble  like  lions,  writhe  like  deinigods. 

Host. 
Pause  not  yet,  Juan — more  hyperbole  1 
Shoot  upward  still  and  flare  -in  liidteors- 
Before  thou  sink  to  earth  in  dtdl  brown  fact; 

Blasgo. 
Nay,  give  me>&Ci)  high  shooting  Isuita  ndt.me.^ 
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I  never  stare  to  look  for  soaring  larks. 
What  is  this  Gypsy  ? 

Host. 

Chieftain  of  a  band, 
The  Moor's  allies,  whom  full  a  month  ago . 
Our  Duke  surprised  and  brought  as  captives  home. 
He  needed  smiths,  and  dpubtless  the  brave  Moor 
Has  misled  some  useful  scouts  and  archers  too. 
Juan's  fantastic  plea^^ure  is  to  watch 
These  Gypsies  forging)  and  to  hold  discourse 
With  this  great  chie^  whom  he  transforms  at,  will- 
To  sage  or  warrior,  and  like  the  sun 
Plays  daily  at  fall^-giou^  alchemy,  .    / 

Turns  sand  to  gold  and  dewy  spider-webs    .  . 

To  myriad  rainbows.     Still  the,  sand  is  sand, 
And  still  in  sober  shade  you  see  the  web* 
'Tis  so,  ril  wager,  with  l^s  Gypsy  chief — 
A  piece  of  stalwart  cunning,  nothing  more. 

Juan.-  .     ,  • 

No  I    My  invention  had  been  bR  too  poor    .    .       ^ 
To  frame  this  Z^cJH  <is  I  $p^whim  first.      ... 
'Twas  when  they  stripped  him.     In  his  chieftain's 

gear, 
Amidst  his  mm  he  seemed  a  royal  barb 
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Followed i by.  wiilHb^iiiakied.  Anidahisiati  colta>  >      « >  • 
He  had  a  neddaoeof  a  straiige  devioer 
In  fineist  gold  of  unknown  workmaoflhip, 
But  ddiBcate  as  I^ioorifehj  ;fit.toid8s  .    ' 
Fedalma^fi  neck/ and  play  in -aliadows' there. 
He  ware  ifine  maidi^.  a  noh-1n!Qiu^t  swoird  and  -belft, 
And  on  hisianiccoai  blaek  abroidered  tosch, 
A  piiie4>i!anch  flammg/.  yawped  by  tiwo  datk  bands. 
But  wbffli they  itiipped him  of -hisomamentsl 
It  was  the  baubles  lostliieiF garace^  ototrba.^  •      • 
His  eyes,  his  mouth,  his  nostril,  bU:  in'spix^    ' 
With  scorn  that  mastered  utterance  of  scorn, 
With  power  to  check  ail  rage  until  it  turned 
To  orflered  force,  nnleashedbn  chosen  prey — 
It  seemed  the  eoul  within  hiait  made  .his  limbs    ' 
And  ihade  them  grand.  >  The  .tables  were  "well  gone. 
He  s!»dd  the  niLore  arking,  wh^n'  bai*ed  to^mani-/ 

Blasco. 
Maybe.     But  nakedness  is  bad  for  trade. 
And  is  not  decent.     Well-wrought  metal,  sir, 
Is  not  a  bauble.     Had  you  seen  the  camp. 
The  royal  camp  at  Velez  Malaga, 
Ponce  de  Leon  and  the  other  dukes. 
The  king  himself  and  all  his  thousand  knights 
For  bodyguard,  'twould  not  have  left  you  breath 
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To  praise  a  Grj^sy  ih-ds,  A  <ina^»  a-ihiuQ ;-  .<  *  ^: 
But  when  you/  eiae  )a  kimg,  you*  ee^. ithei  work  • !  i 
Of  many,  'thdusand  men.  King!  Ferdinand  . .  =  -l 
Bears  a  fine  presence,  aaidiliathipropOTlimlte;'  : 
But  what  though  he  were'ehraBkeDQ  as-aixelid?  i 
.  Yot'd  see'  the  gold  ^and  gems  that  cased  hdm^o'cb, 
And  all  the  {>ages  round  him  in  brooade,'  .  !  :t/l 
And  all  'the  lords,.'  themseLv-es  a  aorti  of  kings, ;  / 
Doing  him:  reverieiiiee*  ThaJ)  strikes :  an  oftv  1 1  ?  <  i 
Into  a  cdmnaon>  mw — especially :  '  • : :  i  i  >  r  v/  » 
A  judge  of  plaAe..i  :  -•  :i    :.[.:.    •.  »    — ^1 

.  •'■•  '.:      •  HostP;.  •'  .'/ 

Faithy  v^ry  wiselj*  said*'      I' 

Purgje  thy;  speisoh)  Jman^  . .  Jt/is  ovei^ftill  . ;  ,     -    i 

Of  this  8ftmaG;^S3r.  .  Praideith^  Oatiiolio..Eliig: 

And  come  kiow,  let  us  s,ee  the  jaggleds  skclL     ? 


;:        •:  .;        .    .'  ;  •  «^ 
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The  Plaqa  Santiago. 

'Tis  daylight  still,  but  now  the  ^id^  cross 
Uplifted  by  the  angel  <m  the  d6iiie  ' 

Stands  rayless  in  calm  oolottr  clear^efined  ' 
Against  the  nartliem  bine  ^  fVom  turrets  high' 
The  flitting  splefndoitf  sinks  with  folded  wing 
Dai^-hid  till  motHing,  aoid  the  btfttleknents- 
Wear  soft  releotmg  Whiteness  m€ilk)»wed  6'^t 
By  snmmeinB  genesons  and  winters  blatid. '  ' 

Now  in  the-  east  the  distance  casts  its*  yeSI    ' 
And  gazes  with  a  deepening  «amestnetis.  > 

The  old  latn-firetted  monDtaitvs  In  their  reflbN^s      '' 
Of  shadow'liro'ken  grey ;  the  roonded  hills    '  - 
Eeddened  with' blood  of  litans^  t^hose  htigelimbt), 
Entombed %i«hki^  fi&ed  fall  the^faafdif  fM\  i 

Of  cactns  green  and  blue  broad-sworded  aloes ; 
The  cypress  soaring  black  aibove  the  lines  ' 
Of  white  conit-walls ;  the:  jointed  sugar-canes 
Pale-golden  with  their  leathers  motaonlesa ' 
In  the  waaOQ  qwet  :^^-all  thought*teaohing  form   • 

Utters  itself  in  firm  mishimmering  hneiGu 

For  the  great  rock  hasiiscreehed.liie  westering  sMn 
Tbait  stiil  on>plaibsbf(]rond  streamk x^polPDosgolA 
Aioong  1di»  biilnohes f  and  within  Bedmiid         '  ^'' 
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Has  come  the  time  of  sweet  serenity 
When  colour  glows  unglittering,  and  the  soul 
Of  visible  things  shows  silent  happiness, 
As  thatof  lorerjs  truBttogjthougihp^aart.       ,   ,   . 
The  ripe-cheekeAfiruitfl^  the  crii»80?i-petdlle(i  flowers  ; 
The  wingM  lifp.  that  |>ausing  fleenas  a, gem    .     , 
Cumaiiigly  oarven  on  the  dark  gre^e^  leaf;    - 
The.  fabe  <pf  m£^n  :With  hn^s  ^uprew^ely  bleat 
To  diflfer;^p,^^.J6i:»^  as,  of  ^  yoioe,  'mid  sO!»^id$.iT-:-  ■. 
Each.lay^y.  ilightr^ifipftd, tbing  -p^e^paB  tq  ;em9j:^¥/^ 
Flushed  ^jaT^ly  fif^to.'tfapjfeifiimaj  .fta^ramefttv    -     • 
All  beatiitepi^s  exiati^niCi^' i^ei^ts,  y^t  wak^y        .     ' 
Lies  BtilV,yet.  oopB^^ous^^with  clQar-  open  eyes .  .  ■ 
And  ^ejatle'bif^atiji  j^obmI  wld  siiuBpliBed  joy. 
Tis  day;  but  <Jay  thatrfitUs  like  Jcoelody 
Sep^ated)  <0n  »,  string  .wi1h:gija.vetr  t^nee-r'- .      '.-    \ 
Tones  «lich  a^»  linger,  in  at  long  faaieiwelU  'I 

The  Pla9$^  Wddens.  in  the  padsiye  air— ^       <      .  i 
The^Pla9ar  Sajntiitgo,  where  Ijie  church,  '  1  ■ 

A  mosque  w^vertad,  shows -an  :eyeless  fAi^e  l 

Rod-checkered,  fe-ded,  .doing  pemainee  Btill^--    :  •  ' 
Bearing  with  OVioorish' arch  4he<  imaged  saint,       i 
Apostlia,  barony  Spanish  wanaOry  .  .    .     .       .  .    : 

iW^llpae.chAKgerlsihoafs  itmrnple^tlke  tuxbanod  diead, 
Whose  banner  {with  tbelGvoss^  tihe  bloody  s^woncL 


THE   BPAN13H    GYPST. 


Flashes  athwart  tlie  Moelein'A  ^kidug'  ey©,         » 
At^  riioekA  his  trust  in  Allah  who  InrBaken. 
Up  to  the  chnroh  the  Fla^  gent  J  y  slopeB, 
Tn  shape  most  like  the  pieuB  palaier^s  ahellf 
Girdled  with  ]qw  white  housea  ;  hig^h  above 
Tuwer  the  strong  fortreea  and  Bharp-angled  imll 
And  well-flanked  castle  gate-     Fiom  oVr  the  roofa, 
And  from  the  shadowed  patioB  cool,  there  eipreadA 
The  breath  of  flowers  and  aromatic  leaves  '  ' 

Soothing  the  sense  with  bhss  indefinite— 
A  baseless  hope^  a  glad  preaentimeiit^ 
Tliat  curres  the  lip  more  softly,  fillg  the  eye 
With  more  indnlgent  beam.     And  so  it  soothes, 
Bo  gently  sways  the  pnlse&  of  the  crowd 
Who  make  a  zone  about  the  central  spot 
Chosen  by  Roldan  for  his  theatre. 
Maids   with  arched  eyebruwsi  delk^te  -  pencilled, 

dark, 
Fold  their  round  arms  below  the  kprchfef  fiiU ; 
Men  shoulder  little  girls ;  and  gr;indameH  ^ey^ 
But  mnscnlar  still,  hold  babies  on  their  arms ; 
While  motheTB  keep  the  atotit-leprgt-d  boys  in  front 
Against  their  skirts,  as  old  Greek  pictures  show 
The  Glorimis  Mother  with  the  Boy  divine. 
Youths  keep  the  places  for  them^elvesj  and  roll   " 
liarge  laay  eyeB^  and  call  reonmbcnt  dogfl 


> 
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(For  reasons  deep  below  the  reach  of  thought). 
The  old  men  cough  with  purpose,  wish  to  hint 
Wisdom  within  that  cheapens  jugglexy, 
Maintain  a  neutral  air,  and  knit  their  brows 
In  observation.     None  are  quarrelsome, 
Noisy,  or  very  merry ;  for  their  blood 
Moves,  slowly  int6  fervour-^they:  rejoice 
Like  those  dark  birds  that  sweep  with  heavy  win^, 
Cheering  their  mates  with  melandidly.cadesw 

But  now  the  gilded  balls  begin  to  play 
In  rhythmic  numbers,  ruled  by  practice  fine        J 
Of  eye  and  muscle :  all  thejuggler^s  fonn.  ' 
Consents  harmonious  in  fiwifb>glidingohange^ 
Easily  forward  etretched  or  backward  bent 
With  lightest  step  and  movement  circular 
Bound  a  fixed  point :  'tis  not  the  old  Boldan  now^ 
The  dull,  hard,  weary,  miserable  man. 
The  soul  all  parched  to  languid  appetite 
And  memory  of  desire  :  'tis  wondrous  force 
That  moves  in  combination  multiform 
Towards  conscious  ends:  'tis  Boldan  glorious,    t' 
Holding  all  eyes  like  any  meteor, 
King  of  the  mom^t  sav^e  when  Atliibal 
Divides  the. scene  and,  plays  *the  oomic  party 
Ghkzing  with  blinkingi  glances'  i^p  and  down 
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DiAncing  and  throwing  aotight  and  oatchtag  it, 
With  numicrj  aa  merry  aa  the  taaka 
Of  p^oance-workiag  ahades  in  Tartania. 

Pablo  stands  paaaiye,  and  a  space  apart^ 
Holding  a  fiol,  waiting  fox  command. 
Music  most  not  be  wasted,  but  mnst  rise 
As  needed  climax ;  and  the  andicoice 
Is  growifi^  withi  late  oomerB.    Juan  now^ 
And  the  fiuniliar  Hoa^  with  Blasoo  broad, 
Find  wfi^  made  gladly  to  the  ijunoet  ronad 
Studded  with  heada     Lotenzo  knits  tha  ciowd 
Into  one  &paiy  by  showing  aU 
Good-will  and  reeognitiicm.    Joan  casts 
His  large  and  mfttd-measuring  glance  ueound  ; 
But — with  &int  q^verii^,  transient  as  a  breath 
Shakily  a  flame — his  eyes  make  sadden  panss 
Where  by  the  jutting  angle  of  a  street 
Castle^ward  ksding,  stands  a  fesna^  form, 
A  kerchief  pale  iquare^drooping  o'er  the  bnow, 
About  her  dioiiJders  dun  brown  serge-^-^  garb 
Most  like  a  peasMat  woman  from  the  'Yale, 
Who  xnigU;  have  lingered  after  marketing 
To  see  the  show.    What  thrill  mysteiious, 
Bay-borne  from  orb  to  orb  of  conscious  eyes, 
The  swift  ohs^ving  sweep  of  Justn's  glance 
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Arrests  an  instant,  then  with  prompting  fresh 

Diverts  it  lastingly  ?     He  tuims  at  onoe 

To  watch  the  gilded  balls,  and  nod  and  smile 

At  little  round  Pepita,  blondest  maid 

In  all  Bedmar — Pepita,  fair  yet  flecked, 

Saucy  of  Up  and  nose,  of  hair  as  red 

As  breasts  of  robins  stepping  on  the  snow-^  • 

Who  stands  in  front  with  little  tapping  feet. 

And  baby-dimpled  hands  that  hide  enclosed 

Those  sleeping  crickets,  the  dark  castanets. 

But  soon  the  gilded  balls  have  ceased  to  play 

And  Annibal  is  leaping  through  the  hoops, 

That  turn  to  twelve,  meeting  him  as  he  flies 

In  the  swift  circle.     Shuddering  he  leaps, 

But  with  each  spring  flies  swift  and  swifter  still 

To  loud  and  louder  shouts,  while  the  great  hoc^s 

Are  changed  to  smaller.    Now  the  crowd  is  flred. 

The  motion  swift,  the  living  victim  urged, 

The  imminent  failure!  and  repeated  scape 

Huixy  all  pulses  and  intoxicate 

With  subtle  wine  of  passion  many-toixt. 

'Tis  all  about  a  moinkey  leaping  hard 

Till  near  to  gasping ;  but  it  Berves'aBW^H:   « 

As  the  great  circus  or  arena  direj 

Where  these  are  lacking.     Roldan  cautiously 

Slackens  the  leaps  and  lays  the  hoops  to  rest, 
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And  Annibal  retires  with  reeling  brain 

And  backward  stagger — pity,  he  could  nqt  fliiUle  I 

Now  Eoldan  spreads,  his  eai^t,  now  he  sliows 

Strange  metaipprphoses  :  th^  pebble  blupk 

Changes  to  whitest  egg  ^thin  his  hand  ; 

A  staring  rabbit,  with  retreatiiiig  ears^ 

Is  swallowed  by  the  air  and  yanisb^ ; 

He  tells  mei^'s  thoQg^bts.  abont  the  shaken  dice, 

Their  secret  ohoosings ;  viahes  thti  white  beans  pads 

With  causeless  act  sublime  from  cup  to  cup 

Tuxn^d  empty  on  th^  ground — diablerie 

That  pales  the  girls  and  pozzdes  all  the  boys : 

These  tricks  are  saoiplesy  hinting  to  the  town 

Roldan's  gi^at  mastery*     He  ^uanbleS:  nexty 

And  Annibal  is  called. to  mook  each  fent 

With  arduous  oomioality  and  savet  >       . 

By  rule  romantic  the  ^reat  public  mind 

(And  Eoldazx's  body)  from  too  ^rious  stfa^n. 

But  with  the  tumbling,  les^  the  featst  should  ftil,.    . 
And  so  need  veiling  in  a  ha^  of  sound, 
Pablo  awakes  the  yipl  and  th^  bow— 
The  masculine  bow  j^bat  dxsiws  the  wQzp^^n-s.h^^l* 
From  oi^t  the  sitrings  an4  nw^s  th^m  GKy,y««ri|, 
plead^  .  .  ;.  ..    •  .  ;  . 
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Tremble,  exult,  with  mystic  tmion 
Of  joy  acute  and  tender  suffering. 
To  play  the  viol  and  discreetly  mix 
Alternate  with  the  bow's  keen  biting  tones 
The  throb  responsive  to  the  finger's  touch. 
Was  rarest  skill  that  Pablo  half  had  caught 
From  an  old  blind  and  wandering  Catalan ; 
The  other  half  was  rather  heritage 
From  treaenre  stored  by  g^neiations  past 
In  winding  chambers  of  reteejptive  sense. 

The  winged  sounds  exalt  the  thick-pressed  cioWd 

With  ^  new  pulse  in  common,  blending  all 

The  gaising  life  intx)  one  larger  soul 

With  dimly  widened  consciousness :  as  waves 

In  heightened  movement  tell  of  waves  far  off. 

And  the  light  changes ;  westward  «tationed  clouds. 

The  sun's  ranged  outposts,  Itlminous  message  spre^xl, 

Bousing  quiescemt  things  to  doff  their  shade 

And  show  themselves  as  added  audience. 

Now  Pablo,  letting  fall  the  eager  bow. 

Solicits  soffcer  murmfurs  from  the  strings, 

And  now  above  them  pours  a  wondrous  voide 

(Such  as  iGrreek  reapers  heard  in  Sicily) 

With  .wounding  raptore  in  it,  Khe -love's  arrows ; 

And  clear  upon  clear  air  as  coloured  gems 
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l>ropped  in  a  crratal  cnp  ut  wntor  juire, 
fall  wordfi  of  aadne^  eimple^  lynoal ; 

Spring  comes  hilktr. 

Buds  the  rose  f 
Moses  wither^ 

Sweet  spring  gms, 
C^aldj  tmuld  she  carr^  nte  1 

Bummrr  so&rs-^ 
*  Wide-icingcd  da^ 

White  Ittfht  paurs^ 
Mm  awa^t 
Ojal^^  would  he  carr^  me  I 

Sofi  wind^  IfloWf 

Westward  bonif 
Onwm^d  go 

Toward  the  mom. 
()fal€t,  would  they  earr^  me  I 
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Bwest  birds  sing 

Oer  the  praves. 
Then  take  wing 
Oer  the  waves* 
Ofal^y  would  then  ^f^'*''^  '"^  ^ 
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When  the  voice  paused  and  left  the  viors  note 
To  plead  foreaken,  'twas  as  when  a  cloud 
Hiding  the  sun,  makes  all  the  leaves  and  flowers 
Shiver.    But  when  with  measured  change  the  strings 
Had  taught  regret  new  longing,  clear  again, 
Welcome  as  hope  recovered,  flowed  the  voice. 

Warm  whispering  through  the  slender*  olive  leaves 
Carr^  to  me  a  gentle  sound. 
Whispering  ofu  secret  found 
In  the  clear  sunshine  'mid  the  golden  sheaves : 
Said  it  was  sleeping  for  me  in' the  mom, 
Called  it  gladness,  called  it  joy. 
Drew  me  on — V*  Ckane  hither,  hoy  " — 
To  tvhere  the  blue  wings  rested  on  the  com, 
I  thought  the  gentle  sound  had  whispered  true — 
Thought  the  little  heaven  mine. 
Leaned  to  clutch  the  thtng  divine, 
And  saw  the  blue  wings  melt  within  the  blue. 

The  long  notes  linger  on  the  trembling  air, 
With  subtle  penetration  enter  all 
The  myriad  corridors  of  thd  passionate  soul, 
Message-like  spread,  and- answering  action  rouse- 
Not  angular  jigs  that  wtom  the  chilly  limbs 
In  hoary  northern  mists,  but  action  curved 
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To  soft  andatjtc?  strains  pitclietj  pkintiTelj. 

Vibratioas  sympathetic  stir  all  lirnhft  : 

Old  men  live  backward  in  tijt^ir  dittieing  primes 

And  move  in  mefmory ;  Binall  legs  antl  firm  a 

With  pleasant  agitation  pnrpofieleaa 

Go  up  and  douTi  like  piettj  fniitH  in  gales. 

All  long  in  common  for  the  expressive  aot 

Yet  wait  for  it ;  as  in  thi^  olden  time 

Men  waited  for  the  bard  to  tell  their  thought. 

"The  datkce  1  the  dance  l"  is  whoutod  all  around. 

Now  Pablo  lifts  thc^  Iww^  Pfpita  nriw, 

Beady  as  bird  that  sees  tlie  Hpriukled  com, 

Wlien  Juan  nodg  and  amilei^^  pute  forth  her  loot 

And  lifted  hejT  arm  to  wake  the  castanets^ 

Jnan  advances,  too^  fix)m  out  the  ring 

And  bcnde  to  quit  his  lute  ;  for  now  tiie  Bceno 

Is  emptv ;  Roldan  weary,  gathers  pence, 

Followed  by  Annibal  with  purse  and  stick: 

The  carpet  liee  a  coloured  isle  untrod. 

Inviting  feet ;  '*  The  dance,  the  danoe,"  reBo«n<ls, 

The  bow  entreats  with  slow  melodic  strain, 

And  all  the  air  with  expectation  yearns* 

Sudd  en  J  with  gliding  motion  like  a  flame    < 
That  through  dim  vapour  makes  a  path  of  glotyj 
A  fignre  lithe,  all  white  and  fiafirvn-rohe^l,  - 


64  THE   SPANISH    GYPSY. 

Flashed  right  aoroBS  the  circle,  and  now  stood 
With  ripened  arms  uplift  and  regal  head, 
Like  some  tall  flower  whose  dark  and  intense  heart 
Lies  half  within  a  tulip-tinted  cup. 

Juan  stood  fixed  and  pale  ;  Pepita  stepped 
Backward  within  the  ring  :  the  voices  feli 
From  shouts  insistent  to  more  passive  tones 
Half  meaning  welcome,  half  astonishment* 
" Lady  Fedalma  1 — will  she  danoe  for  us?" 

But  she,  sole  swayed  by  impulse  passionate, 

Feeling  all  life  was  music  and  all  eyes 

The  warming  quickening  light  that  music  maires, 

Moved  as,  in  dance  religious,  Miriam, 

When  on  the  Red  Sea  shore  she  raised  her  voioe- 

And  led  the  chprus  of  the  people's  joy ; 

Or  as  the  Trojan  maids  that  reverent  sang 

Watching  the  sorrow-crowned  Hecuba : 

Moved  in  slow  curves  voluminous,  gradual, 

Feeling  and  action  flowing  into  one. 

In  Eden's  ^natural  taintless  marriage-bond  ; 

Ardently  modest,  sensuously  pure. 

With  young  delight  that  wonders  at  itself 

And  throbs  as  innocent  as  opening  flowers, 

Knowing  not  comment — soilless,  beautiftil. 
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The  spirit  in  her  gravely  glowing  face 
With  dweet  community  infonus  her  limbe, 
Filling  their  fine  gradation  with  the  breath 
Of  virgin  majesty ;  as  fiill  vowelJetl  wordu 
Are  new  iniprregnat*?  with  thf^  rnaster'gi  thought. 
Even  the  chance-fitrayed  delicate  tt  ntlrils  black, 
That  backward  *  scape  from  oat  her  wreathing  hair — 
Even  the  pliant  foMs  that  cling  tranuverge 
*  When  with  obliquely  soaring  bend  alteni 
She  seems  a  gotldess  quitting  earth  again^ 
Gather  exprefision— a  soft  nndertone 
And  reeonanee  exquisite  fr<jm  tlio  grand  chord 
Of  her  harmanicraely  twdiecl  sotd. 


At  first  a  reverential  silence  gnards 

The  eager  senses  of  the  gazing  crowd : 

They  hold  their  breath,  and  live  by  seeing  her. 

But  soon  the  admiring  tension  finds  relief — 

Sighs  of  delight,  appknsive  mnrmurs  low, 

And  stirrings  gentle  as  of  eared  com 

Or  seed-bent  grasses,  when  the  ocean's  breath 

Spreads  landward.     Even  Juan  is  impelled 

By  the  swift-travelling  movement :  feur  and  donht 

Give  way  before  the  hurrying  energy  \ 

He  takes  hia  lute  and  strikes  in  fellowship^ 

Filling  more  fall  the  riU  of  melo^Iy 
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Eaised  ever  audanon  to  clearest  flopd: 
By  Pablo's  voice,  that  dies.  away,  too  isjooii,  . 
Like  the  sweet  blackbird's  iragjoaentary  chantj 
Yet  wakes  again,  with  varying  rise  and  fall, 
In  songs  that  seem  enaergent  memories    .  .     . . 
Prompting  brief  utterance — little  cancions  . . 
And  villancioosj  Aiidalusia-born.  •    ,      ■  . 

Pablo  (sings),  ,    .:  :  . 

It  was  in  the  prime 
Of  the  sweet  Spring-times    .  .   ,  • 

In  the  limieis  throat  .    .       , 
TremUed  the  love-note. 
And  the  love-stirred  air 
Thrilled  the  blossoms  there      . 
r     Little  shadows  danced:  ,  .    , 

JSach  a  tiny  elf, 
Happy  in  large  Ught 

And  the  thhinest .s6lf:    ..... 

It  was  but  a  minute 
In  a  far-off  Spring, 
.  But  each  gentle  thing,      '•  / 
Sweetly-wooing  linnet, 
Soft-thrilled  hawthiyrm  tree,  J 
Uappy  shadowy  elf 
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Wf'lh  the  thinned  if^K 
Lice  stili  on  in  me, 
0  the  sioeetf  sfteet  primf 
Of  the  past  3prinfj-fime  ! 

Ancl  Btill  the  light  ifl  chAuging^ :  high  above 
Float  soft  pink  clouds  ;  others  with  de-eper  flufih 
Stretch  like  flamingos  bending  toward  the  soutli* 
Cornea  a  more  solemn  brilliance  o'er  the  akr, 
A  meaning  more  intense  upon  the  air — 
The  inspiration  o£  the  dying  di*}\ 
And  Juan  now,  when  Pablu'^  uottui  sulside. 
Soothe  9  the  regretful  eiir,  im*\  breaks  tho  pause 
With  maBCuline  voice  in  daep  anlipiiony. 

Juan  {singly 
Day  is  dgiiig  I     Floak^  0  »om^f 

Down  the  westward  rimrf  ♦        . 

Bequiem  chantimj  to  the  Daff —  , 

Day,  the  mightif  Uit^r, 

jPierced  by  shafts  of  Time  he  blfetis^  * 

Mdted  rubies  mnd^ff  < 

Through  the  river  mtd  the  4hf;*'  '   *  '*     * 

Earth  and  heat  en  M^ndik^'; 


r 
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All  the  long-drawn  earthy  hanks 

Up  to  cloud-land  Itfiing : 
Slow  between  them  drifts  the  swan^ 

^Twixt  tuH)  heavens  drifting. 

Wings  halfopen^  like  aflowW 

Inly  deeper  flushing^ 
Neck  Qind  breast  pts  virgin^ s  pure- — 

Virgin  proi^dly  blushing. 

Day  is  dying  /    Fhat,  O  swan,    ' 

Down  the  ruby  river  ; 
Follow,  song,  in  requiem 

To  the  mighty  Giver, 

The  exquisite  hour,  the  ardour  of  the  crowd, 

The  strains  more  plenteous,  and  the  gathering  might 

Of  action  passionate  where  no  effort  is, 

But  self  s  poor  gates  open  to  rushing  pow«^ 

That  blends  the  inward  ebb  and  outward  vast — 

All  gathering  influences  culminate 

And  urge  Fedalma.     Earth  and  beaveu  seem  one, 

Life  a  glad  trembling  on  the  outer  e<Jga 

Of  unknown  rapture.     Swifter  now  she  moves, 

Filling  the  measure  with  a  double  beat 
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And  widening  circk  j  imw  she  Be  em  8  t*7  fflow 
With  more  deolart^d  preaeiic*^  glori6ed* 
Circling,  ahe  lightly  bendg  and  lifts  on  high 
The  multitudinoua-gnunding  tambourinej 
And  TuakeB  it  ring  and  boom,  then  lif^a  it  higher 
Stretching  her  left  arm  beaiiteoug  ;  uow  the  crowd 
Exultant  ahonts,  foigetting  pavGrty 
In  the  rich  moment  of  po«?fltJBeing  her. 


Bnt  andden,  at  one  point,  the  exnltant  tlimng 
Ts  pnjfthetl  and  hiistbd,  and  then  thniat  aj>art : 
Something  approaclies— some  tiling  cuts  tJte  ring 
Of  jubilant  idlers — etarthng  as  a  streak 
From  alien  wounds  across  the  blooming  flesh      ; 
Of  careless  sporting  childhood,     'Tis  the  baud 
Of  Gypsy  priaoners.     Soldiers  lead  the  van 
And  make  t^Jarse  flanking  gumd,  aloof  surveyed 
By  gallant  Lopez,  stringent  in  command. 
The  Gypsies  chained  in  couples,  aU  save  one, 
WaDc  in  dajk  file  with  grand  bare  If^gs  and  armi 
And  savage  melancholy  in  their  eyes 
That  stai'-Like  gleam  from  out  black  clouds  of  haai ) 
N"ow  they  are  fiill  in  sight,  and  now  they  stretch 
Right  to  the  centre  of  the  open  spacsp 
Fedalma  now,  with  gentle  wheeling  sweep 
Eetnming,  like  the  loveliest  of  th^i  Hours 
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Strayed  from  her  sisters,  truant  lingering,' 
Faces  again  the  centre,  swings  again      ' 
The  uplifted  tambourine. '.  ,  . 

When  lo !  with  sound 
Stupendous  throbbing,  solemn  as  a  voice        '    • 
Sent  hf  the  invisible  choir  of  all  the  dead, 
Tolls  the  great  passing  bell  that  calls  to  prayfer  • 
For  souls  depai-ted  :  at  the  mighty  beat    ' 
It  seems  the  light  sinks  awe-struck — 'tis  the  note 
Of  the  sun's  burial ;  speech  and  action  pause  ; 
Eeligiotis  silence  and  the  holy  sigli  • 
Of  everlasting  memories  (the  sign 
Of  death  that  turned  to  more  diffusive  life) 
Pass  o*er  the  Pla9a. '    Little  children  gaze     ' 
With  lips  apart,  and  feel  the  unknown  god ; 
And  the  most  men  and  women  pra}''.    ^Notall. 
Ther  soldiers  pray ;  the  Oypsies  stahd  unmbVed  ' 
As  pagan  statues  with  proud  level  gaze! 
But  he  who  wears' a  solitaty  chain     -'    • 
Heading  the  file,  has  turned  to  face  Fedalma. 
She  motionless,  with  arm  uplifted,  guards       '   ' ' 
The  tambourine  aloft  (lest,  sudden-lowered,' 
Its  trivial  jingle  mar  the  duteous  pause), 
Keveres  the  general  prayfefr,-  but  prays  not',  btAnds 
With  level  glance  meeting  that  Gypsy's  eyes. 
That  seem  to  her  the  sadness  of  the  world    * 
Kebuking  her,  the  great  bell's  hidden  thought 
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Now  first  unveiled — the  surrowg  unredeemtsd 
Of  races  outcastj  ecomed,  and  wandering* 
Why  does  h.©  look  at  her  V  why  she  at  hiiu  ? 
As  if  the  meeting  light  between  their  eyes 
Mafle  permanent  union  ?     Hist  deei>knifc  browj 
Inflated  nostrilj  ©eornfiil  Lip  com  pressed, 
Seam  a  daiic  hieroglyph  of  coming  fate 
Written  before  her.     Father  Isidor 
Had  terrible  ejeH  and  was  her  enemy ; 
She  knew  it  and  defied  him  ;  all  her  soul 
Bounded  and  hardened  in  itti  Beparatanemi 
When  they  enoountered,     But  thitj  prisoner-^ 
Thia  Gypsy,  passing,  gaining  caaually^ 
Was  he  her  enemy  ttw  ?     She  st<Kjd  idl  queUed, 
The  impetuous  joy  that  hurried  in  her  veiiis 
Seemed  backward  ruBhing  tuiued  to  chillest  awe, 
Uneasy  wonder,  and  a  vague  self-doubt. 
The  miaute  brit;f  stretched  meaisureleasjdream-fillt-d 
By  a  dilated  new^Ji*ught  consciousnesfl.         ,  ^ 

IJow  it  was  gone(  the  pious  rauituur  cw*©d,    - 
The  Gypsies  all  moved  onwanl  at  command 
And  earelesa  noises  blent  confnwedly,     t 
But  the  ring  closed  again,  and  many  ^ara 
Waited  for  Pahlo^s  music,  mauy  eyes 
Turned  towards  the  caq^et  i  it  lay  ba^-e  and  dim. 
Twilight  was  there— the  briglit  Fedalma  gone. 


I 

I 


fS  THE    SPANISH   GYPSY. 


A  handsome  room  in  the  Castle,     On  a  table  a 
rich  jewel-casket* 

Silva  had  doffed  his  mail  and  witli  It  all 

The  heavier  harness  of  his  warlike  cares. 

He  had  not  seen  Fedalma ;  miser-like 

He  hoarded  through  the  honr  a  costlier  joy 

By  longing  oft-repressed,     Nott  it  was  earned ; 

And  with  observance  wonted  he  would  send 

To  ask  admission.     Spanish  gentlemen 

Who  wooed  fair  dames  of  noble  ancestry 

Did  homage  with  rich  tunics  and  slashed  sleeves 

And  ontward-surging  linen's  costly  snow ; 

With  broidered  scarf  transverse,  and  rosary 

Handsomely  wrougbt  to  fit  high-blooded  prayer ; 

So  hinting  in  how  deep  respect  they  held 

That  self  they  threw  before  their  lady's  feet. 

And  Silva — that  Fedalma's  rate  should  stand 

No  jot  below  the  highest,  that  her  love 

Might  seem  to  aU  the  royal  gift  it  was — 

Turned  every  trifle  in  his  mien  and  garb 

To  scrupulous  language,  uttering  to  the  world 

That  since  she  loved  him  he  went  carefnlly, 

Bearing  a  thing  so  precious  in  his  hand. 
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A  man  of  higli-wTonglit  strain^  festidiouB 

In  hiH  acceptattc*^,  dreading  nH  delight 

That  speedy  dieH  and  tumfl  to  carrion  : 

Hi  SI  senses  much  exiu^ting,  d^^p  instilled 

Witli  keen  imagination's  airy  needs  ;— 

Lite  atrong-limbed  monatera  ftiidded  o'er  witli  eyeft. 

Their  hanger  checked  by  or er whelming  visifiri, 

Or  thiit  fierce  lion  in  ^tymbolic  dreain 

Snatched  from  the  gronnd  by  wingK  and  new-^ndowtnl 

With  a  man's  thonght-propelled  relentmg  heart* 

Silva  waa  both  the  lion  and  the  roan ; 

First  hesitating  dirank^  theti  fiercely  sprang, 

Or  ha\ing  sprung^  turned  pallitl  at  his  deed 

4jid  loosed  the  pris^e,  paying  his  blood  for  notrght. 

A  nature  Imlf-transformed,  with  qualities 

That  oft  bewrayed  each  other,  clement^* 

Not  blent  but  etmggliiigj  breeding  strange  uffects, 

Passing  the  reckoning  of  his  friends  or  foes* 

Haughty  and  generous,  grave  and  paasionat© ; 

With  tidal  moments  of  detontest  awe,  * 

Sinking-  anon  to  farthest  ebb  of  doubt  5 

Beliberating  every  till  the  sting 

Of  a  recurrent  ardour  made  him  nish 

Right  against  reasons  that  himself  had  drilled 

And  marshalled  painfully.     A  f«pint  framed 

Too  proudly  special  ibr  wbedienee,  ' 
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Too  subtly,  pondering-  for  mastery ;     . 
Born  of  a  godde^ss  with  a  mortal  sire, 
Heir  of  flesh-fettered,  weak  davinity, 
Doom-gifted  with  long  resonant  con^qiousi^^ss 
And  perilous  heightening  of  the  sentient  squI. 
But  look  less  curiously :  life  itsplf 
May  not  express  us  all,  m^y  leave  the  woarst 
And  the  best  too,  like  tunes  in  m/^chaAiswa 
Ney.er  awaked-    .In  various  patalogues 
Objects  stand  variously.     Silva  stsw^ds 
As  a  young  Spaniaird,  hyandsp^e,  noWcs,'  brp,ye,    . 
With  titles  many,  high  in  pedigreej  ;         .  '     . 
Or,  as  a  na,ture  quiyearingly  .poised  .  ,    ' 

In,  reach  of  stoi-n^s,  whose  qualifies  mjay  turn'    .  , 
To  murdered  .virtues  that  fiftill  walk  ^  gtosibs  •, 
Within  the  shuddering  soul: and. shriek  i:0mora^;  . 

Or,  as  a  lover ,  In  tJ^e  sereeaing  tim^ 

Of  purple  blossoins,  when  the  petals  crowd 
And  softjLy  Qrush  like  cherub  ohekeks  in  iieav^nj-   '  1 
Who  thinks  of  greenly  withered  fruit  anid  wo^^a*? 
0  the  warm  sputhera  luring  is  beaujteous  J  . .» 
And  in  love's  spring  aD.  good  seems  possible  c  • '  ■ 
No  threats,  all  pronaid^,  brooklets  ripple  foil  ...   ■'< 
And  bathe  the  rushes,. vicious  crawUng -things 
Are  pretty  eggs,  the  pun  diines  gr£ieiously 
And  parches  not,  the. silent  rain  be»ts  wanoa  •• 


As  childhood's  kiHfles,  days  are  young  and  grow^ 
Aiid  earth  seems  in  its  sweet  beginning  time 
Fresh  made  for  two  who  live  in  Pamdisf*. 
Silva  is  in  love's  springs  ita  freahneB^  breathed 
Within  his  soul  along  the  dusty  ways 
While  marohing  homeward  j  'tis  around  liiui  bow 
As  in  a  garden  fi^noed  in  for  delig^ht, — 
And  he  may  seek  delight.     Smiling  he  lifts 
A  whistle  from  his  belt,  but  lets  it  fall 
Ere  it  has  reached  his  lips,  jarred  by  the  aonnd 
Of  ushers'  knoekinj^,  and  a  vnicf.^  that  c^raves 
Admission  for  the  TVior  of  Ban  Domingo.         '• 

PtcioH  (mienn^). 
Yon  hx>k  perturbed,  my  son.     I  thnist  myself  * 

Between  yon  and  some  beckoning  intent 
That  wears  a  face  more  smiling  than  my  own* 


*  Dos  SilVa.  ' 

Fatherj  enough  that  you  are  here.     I  wait, 
As  always^  your  commands — nay,  should  have  sought 

An  early  audience, 

*  *  i"^ 

FklOH, 

To  gne^  T  tmst, 
Good  le^mmB  for  yom^  changpe  of  policy?       ' 
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Don  Silva«    ' 
Strong  reasons,  father. 

Priob*   . 

Ay,  but  are  they  goodS  . 
I  have  known  reasons  strohg,  bnt  strongly  eviL 

PoiJ  SiLVA;    . 
Tis  possible.     I  but  <Jeliver  ipJne 
To  yoty  strict  judgment.     Late  despatcheiB  sent 
With  urgeuoe  by  tb^  Count  of  BavteTJ* 
No  hint  on  my  part  prompting,  with  beeidea 
The  testified  concurrence  of  the  king 
And  our  Grand  Master,  have  made  peremptory 
The  coi^rse  which  else  had  been  but  rational. 
Without  the  foi;ces  fuEDishedby  allies 
The  siege  of  Cruadix  wpuld,  be  madness.     More,  . 
El  Zagal  has  his  eyes  upon  Bedmar : 
Let  him  attempt  it :  in  thre^  w^eks  from  hence 
The  Master  and  the  Lord  of  Aguilar 
Will  bring  their  forces.     We  shall  catch  the  Moors, , 
The  last  gleaned  clusters  of  their  bravest  men, 
As  in  a  trap.     You  have  my  reasons,  father. 

Prior. 
And  they  sound  well.  .  But  free-tongued  rumour  adds 
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A  pregnant  nupplement— in  inibetanoe  thia : 
That  inclination  anatdiei  urgumetita 
To  make  indulgence  eeeni  judiriuu»  tiMjJoe  ; 
That  you,  commanding  in  (lod'H  Holy  War, 
Lift  prayers  to  Satan  to  Ti*tard  the  figiit 
And  give  yan  time  for  feaeting— wait  a  siege, 
Call  daring  enterprise  iniposmbl*?^ 
Because  you'd  nxarry  I     You,  a  Bpaninh  dukc% 
Clirist's  general,  would  nmiry  like  a  clown ^ 
Who,  eelling  fodder  fkarer  for  tlie  wa#, 
Is  all  the  merrier;  uay,  like  tlie  bnitei^ 
l^Tio  know  no  awe  to  check  their  appetit(% 
CoupUng  'mid  hes^B  of  ulain,  while  etill  in  Iroitt 
The  battle  tb^b. 


DOK  SlLVA. 

Rumour  on  your 

lipa 

Ib  eloquent,  father. 

Pttnm, 

Is  she  tnifv? 

Don  SmvA, 

1 

Perhaps, 

I  eeek  to  jnstify  my  public  acta 

And  not  my  private  joj.     Before  the 

world 

Enough  if  I  am  faithful  in  command, 
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Betray  not  by  niy  deeds,  swerve  from  no  task 
My  knightly  vows  constrain  me  to:  heJrein 
1  ask  all  men  to  test  me. 

Pkior. 

Knightly  vows  ? 
Is  it  by  their  constraint  thai  yon  must  marry  ?  • 

Don  Silva. 
Marriage  is  not  a  breach  of  them*     I  use 
A  sanctioned  liberty  .  .  .  •  ywir  pardon,  fether, 
I  need  not  teach  you  what  the  Church- -decrees. 
But  facts  may  weaken  texts,  and  so  dry  up 
The  fount  of  eloquence.     The  Ohctpch  relaxed  • 
Our  Order's  rule  before  I  took  the  vows. 

Prior. 
Ignoble  liberty  !  you  snatch  your  rule 
From  what  God  tolerates,,  ijiot  what  he  loves  ? — 
Inquire  what  lowest  offering  may  suffice, 
Cheapen  it  meanly  to  an  obolus. 
Buy,  and  then  count  the  coin  left  in  your  purs 
For  yotir  debauch  ? — Measure  obedience 
By  scantest  powers  of  brethr6tt  whose  frail  flesh 
Our  Holy'  Chiirch  indulges  ? — Ask  great  Law, 
The  rightful  Sovereign  of  the  Kuman  soul, 
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For  what  it  pardoQB,  not  what  it  commaads  ? 

0  fallen  knighthood,  penitent  of  high  vows^ 
Asking-  a  chartflr  to  degrade  itnell  I 

Such  poor  apologr  of  rules  relaxed 
Blunts  not  sn^picir^u  of  that  (ionblenoas 
Totir  enemies  tax  yon  with. 

Don  SiLVA, 

Oh,  for  the  rmtf 
CcmBcience  is  harder  than  our  enomiee, 
Knows  more,  accnsea  with  more  nicety. 

Nor  needs  to  qnefition  Rumour  if  we  faU 
Below  the  perfect  model  of  our  th^mght, 

1  fear  no  outward  arbiter. ^ — Yuu  smile  1* 

Ay,  at  the  contrant  'twixt  yt>nr  j:K>rtraihire 

Aod  the  true  image  of  your  conscience^  shown 

As  now  I  see  it  in  your  acts,     I  see 

A  dnmken  sentinel  who  gives  alarm 

At  his  own  shadow,  but  when  wftilt^rs  snatch 

His  weapon  from  his  hand  gmiles  idiot-like 

At  games  he^s  dreaming  of. 

Don  Silva- 

A  parable !  r 

The  husk  is  rough — holds  po^nethiug  bitter,  donbtleao* 


ti 


i 
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Prior. 
Oh,  the  husk  gapes  with  meaning  over-ripe. , 
You  boast  a  conscience  t^iat  coplffols  your  deeds, 
Watches  your  knightly  aimouT,,  guards  your  rank 
From  stain  of  treachery — jou,  hapless  slave, 
Whose  will  lies  nerveless  in  the  clutch  of  lust — 
Of  blind  mad  passion — ^passion  itself  most  helplesSi 
Storm-driven,  like  the  monsters  of  the  sea. 
0  famous  conscientje ! 

Don  SitVA. 

Pause  there  1     Leave  unsaid 
Aught  that  win  match  that  text.   More  were  too  much, 
Even  from  holy  lips.     I  own  no  love 
But  such  as  guards  my  honour,  since  it  ^ards 
Hers  whom  I  love  !     I  suffer  no  foul  words  , 

To  stain  the  gift  I  lay  before  her  feet ; 
And,  being  hers,  my  honour  is  more  safe. 

Prior. 
Versemakers'  talk  !  fit  for  a.  world  of  rhymjes, 
Where  facts  are  feigned  to  tickle  idle  ears, 
Where  good  and  evil  play  at  tournament 
And  end  in  amity — a  world  of  lies — 
A  carnival  of  words  where  every  year 
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Stale  &lsehoo4k  Kone  fresh  men.    Your  britjour mfe ? 

What  lionour  has  a  inim  with  *lotible  bonds  ? 

Honotir  ifl  ghifting  &»  the  ihijulows  are 

To  aouls  tliat  turn  their  pagflions  into  laws* 

A  Christian  inight  who  wedH  an  infidel  *  ,  »  . 

An  infidel  1 

Prioe- 

May  ona  day  «pTim  the  CrosB, 
And  call  that  honoiu- 1 — one  day  find  Im  a  word 
Stainad  with  hifi  brother^s  blood,  and  call  that  honcrtirl 
Apostates'  honour  ? — ^harlots'  chastity  ! 
Eenegades^  i&uthftilneas  ?— Iscariot's  J 

Boh  Silya. 

Strong  worda  and  burning  ^  l>ut  they  scorch  not  me. 
Fedalma  is  a  daughter  of  the  Church — - 
Hob  been  baptised  and  nnrtnred  in  the  faith. 

I 

PfilOK. 

Ay,  as  a  tbousajid  Jewesses^  who  yet  I    * 

Are  brides  of  Satan  in  a  p^h&  o£  Ilamea. 


Ill 
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Don  Silva. 
Fedalma  is  no  Jewess,  bears  no  marks 
That  teU  of  Hebrew  blood. 

Prior. 

She  bears  the  marks 
Of  races  unbaptised,  that  never  bowed 
Before  the  holy  signs,  were  never  moved 
By  stirrings  of  the  sacramental  gifts. 

Don  Silva  {scornfully). 
Holy  aoctisers  practise  palmistry, 
And,  other  witness  lacking,  read  the  skin 

Prior. 
I  read  a  record  deeper  thian  the  skin. 
What !     Shall  the  trick  of  noBtrils  and  of  lips 
Descend  through  generations,  and  the  soul 
That  moves  within  our  frame  like  God  in  worlds- 
Convulsing,  urging,  melting,  withering — 
Imprint  no  record,  leave  no  documents, 
Of  her  great  history  ?     Shall  men  bequeath 
The  fancies  of  their  palate  to  their  sons, 
And  shall  the  shudder  of  restraining  awe, 
The  slow-wept  tears  of  contrite  memory, 
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Faith  s  prayerlttl  labour,  and  Ui6  f(K«l  divine 
Of  fawts  ec;*=!t«.tic — ahall  these  pass  away 
Xiike  wind  upon  the  waters^  trackleBslj  ? 
Shall  tli«  mere  curl  of  eyelashes  rt^maiii, 
And  god-enaliriaing'  ByrnbolB  leave  mi  trace 
Of  tremors  reverenfc  ? — ^That  maiden**!  blood 
Is  a£  unchriBtian  as  tlie  leopard's. 


ft) 


Don  Silvjl 


8ay, 


Uncliristian  aa  the  Bleraeil  Virgiirw  bIcxHl 
Before  the  angel  spoke  the  word,  **  AH  hail  1" 
f  - 

Prior  (smiling  Utterli/)^ 
Said  I  not  tnily?     See,  your  i^asBion  weaves      t 
Already  bkapliemieti ! 

,         -  DUS4  SiLVA.        . 

^Tis  you  provoke-  tlieuj- 


PmoK,  . 

I  fi^rire,  as  ttill  the  Holy  Spirit  etiiveH,  i 

To  roove  the  will  perverse,     Biit^  fiiiliiig  thi«,' 
God  commands  other  meazis  to  save  our  blot>d, 
To  save  Castilian  g-lory — nay,  to  save 
The  name  of  ChriBt  fi-om  Hot  6i  traitarous  6i*mQ^ 


84  THE    SPANISH   «YPST. 

Don  SiLVA. 

Of  traitorous  deeds  !     Age,  kindred,  and  yomr  oo^l, 

Give  an  ignoble  licence  to  your  tongue. 

As  for  your  threats,  fulfil  them  at  your  periL 

Tis  you,  not  I,  will  gibbet  our  great  name 

To  rot  in  infamy.     If  I  am  gjtrong 

In  patience  now,  trust  me,  I  can  be  strong 

Then  in  defiance. 

F&ior; 

MiBerable  man  I     '  •  • 

Your  strength  will  turn  to  anguish,  like  the  strength 
Of  fallen  angeb.     Can  you  chatige  your  blood  ? 
You  are  a  Christian,  irith.  .the  Christiaai  awe 
In  every  vein.     A  Spanish  noble,  bom- 
To  serve  your  people  and  your  people*s  faith. 
Strong,  are  you  ?    Turn  your  back  upon  the  Cross— 
Its  shadow  is  before  you.     Leave  your  place  : 
Quit  the  great  ranks  of  knighthood :  you  will  walk 
For  ever  with  a  tortured  double  self, 
A  self  that  will  be  hungry  while  yon  feast^ 
Will  blush  with  dhame  while  yora  are  glorified)  ' 
Will  feel  the  ache  and  chill  of  deeolation^ 
Even  in  the  very  bosom  of  your  love. 
Mate  yourself  with  iMa  woman,  fit  for  what  ? 
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To  make  tlie  sport  of  M<>oriiib  poliMjef^^ 
A  lewd  Herotjiaa  .  .  ,  , 
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Dm  SitvjL 

Str>p !  nc)  other  intiru 
Priest  thongli  lie  were^  liad  had  Iilh  tliroul;  left  iT<*e 
For  passage  of  those  words*     I  would  have  chitohecl 
Hie  serpenf  8  ne<^k ,  and  flnng-  him  out  to  hell  I 
A  monk  must  needs  defile  the  name  of  love  : 
He  knows  it  but  as  tempting  devils  jntiut  it. 
Yon  think  to  ecare  my  lovo  fmm  its  resolve 
With  arhitraiy  couBeqnencas,  strained        ^       .    . 
By  rancOTonB  effort  from  the  tJiinnest  motes 
Of  possibility  ? — cite  hideone  lists 
Of  sins  irrelevant,  to  fi-ighten  me 
With  bngl^ears'  names,  as  womf^n  fright  a  clrtld  ? 
Poor  pallid  wisdom ^  taught  by  infereiicG 
Frtim  blood-drained  life,  where  phantom  terrors  nile. 
And  all  achievement  is  to  leave  undone !  ^ 

Paint  the  day  dnrk,  make  sunshine  cold  to  me. 
Abolish  the  earth *s  farmesBj  prove  it  all 
A  fiction  of  my  eyefl — then,  after  that.  •  * 

Ptofane  Fedalma*  .  *♦      - 

pRroa.  ^ 
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She  has  profaned  hexself.     Go,  raving  man, 
And  see  her  dancing  now.     Go,  see  youri  bride^ 
Flaunting  her  beauties  grossly  in  the  gaze 
Of  vulgar  idlers — eking  out  the  show 
Made  in  the  Pla9a  by  a. mountebank. 
I  hinder  you  no  farther, 

■   Don  Silv^../  ■  j  . .    . 

.'Ibis  felsal    ..   ..  '     ' 

Prior.:  ■ 

Go,  prove  it  false j 'then. 


[Father  Isidor  ^,  ' 
Driew  on. bis  cowl  a^d  turned  away»     Th^rfece-  ,.' 
That  flashed  anathemas,  in  swift  eclipse  ;,      ,    ,? 
Seemed  Silva's  yanishedrconfidence.     lu  haste  ; 
He  rushed. unsignalled  through  the  corridor 
To  where  the  Duchess  once,  Fedalma  now, 
Had  residence  retired  from  din  of  arms-— 
Knocked,  openepl,  found  all  empty — said         .     / 
With  muffled  voice,  "  Fedalma  !  "7-QaUed.more  loud, 
More  oft  on  Inez,  the  old  trusted  nurse —     - 
Then  searched  the  terrace-garden,  calling  still, 
But  heard  no  answering,  sound,  and  saw  no  face 
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Save  painted  fiices  **tnring  ull  unnioved 
By  agitated  tones.     He  burned  buck, 
Giving  hftlf-cx>n8ciOTjs  orders  as  be  went 
To  page  and  usher,  tbat  thej  straight  ehonld  seet 
Lad^r  Fedalma  ;  tijen  with  Bttixging  Hhaiiin 
Wished  himself  silent ;  reached  again  thfl  room 
Where  stiil  tbf^  Futher^s  menace  seemed  to  hang 
Thickening  the  air  *  snatched  el  oat  and  plumed  hat, 
And  grasped,  not  kno-^nng  why^  his  poniard*a  hilt ; 
Then  checked  himself  and  said  \ — ] 

If  be  spoke  tmth  I 
To  know  were  wound  enoxigh — to  see  the  trntli 
Were  fire  upon  the  wound.     It  must  be  false  ! 
His  hatred  saw  amias^  or  snatched  niiFitake 
In  other  men's  report     I  am  a  fool  I 
But  where  t^n  she  be  gone  ?  ^one  seeretly  ? 
And  in  my  absence  ?     Oh,  she  meant  no  wrong  1 
I  am  a  fool  t^But  where  can  she  be  gone  ? 
With  only  Inez  ?    Ob,  she  meant  no  wrong ! 
I  swear  she  never  raoant  it.     Theresa  no  wrong 
But  she  wonld  makf:^  it  momentiiry  rigtit 
By  innocence  in  doing  it  ,  .  ,  '     ' 

^        And  yet,    ' 
What  IB  onr  certatnty  ?    WJiy,  knowing  all 
That  is  not  secret.     Mighty  confidence  ! 
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One  pulse  of  Time  makes  the  base  hollpw^^sen<te 
The  towering  certainty  we  built  so  high 
Toppling  in  fragments  meaningless.     What  is^ — 
What  will  be — must  be — pooh !  tliey  wait  the  k^ 
Of  that  which  is  not  yet ;  all  pther  keys 
Are  made  of  our  conjectures,  take  their  se^ae  . 
From  humours  fooled  by  hope,  or  by  despair.  . 
Know  what  is  good  ?     0  God,  we  know  not  y^fe 
K  bliss  itself  is  not  young  misery 
With  fangs  swift  growing,  ,.  ,  .. 

But  some  outward  harm 
May  even  now  be  hurting,  grieving  her. 
Oh !  I  must  search — face  shamei — if  shame  be  there. 
Here,  Perez  I  hasten  to  Don  Alvar — -tell  him 
Lady  Fedalma  must  be  sought — is  lost-— 
Has  met,  I  fear,  some  mischance.     He  must  sand 
Towards  divers  points.     I  go  myself  to  seek 
First,  in  the  town.  ,  .  . 


[A»  Perez  oped  the  door,. 
Then  moved  aside  for  passage  of  the  Duke, 
Fedalma  entered,  cast  away  the  cloud 
Of  serge  and  linen,  and  outbeaming  bright, 
Advanced  a  pace  towards  Silva — but  then  ps^used, 
For  he  had  started  and  retreated ;  she, 
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Quick  and  responsive  na  the  subtle  air 

To  change  in  hxBXf  divmed  that  nhe  must  wait 

Until  they  were  ftlcme  :  tbej  stotxl  and  looked* 

Within  the  Duke  waa  etniggling  coiiflotiinje 

Of  feelings  manifold — pride,  anger,  drea<l, 

Meetiog  in  etormy  rush  with  sense  sgcura 

That  she  was  preaent,  with  tlie  n^w-stiUed  tldmt 

Of  gazing  love,  with  trust  inevitable 

Ab  in  beneficent  virtues  of  the  light 

And  all  eartiri*  aweetne&B,  that  Fedalma's  soul 

Was  fr^^e  from  blemisliLng  pttrijo^e.      Yut  proud 

wrath 
Leaped  in  dark  flood  above  the  purer  Btream 
That  strove  to  drown  it :  Anger  seeku  its  prey — 
Something  to  tear  with  eharp^edged  tooth  and  claw. 
likes  not  to  go  ofl"  hungry,  leaving  I.rf>ve 
To  feast  on  milk  and  honeycomb  at  wilh  * 

Silva^B  heart  said,  he  must  be  happy  soon, 
She  being  there  ^  but  to  be  happy-^first 
He  mufit  be  angrjj  having  cause.     Yet  love 
Shot  like  a  stifled  cry  of  teademeas 
All  through  the  harshna^S  he  would  ^iB  have  ^ivea 
To  the  dear  word,]      .  • 

I.     I 
Don  Stlva*    ^     .  * 

Fedahual  >^        .  *  -  <•  I 
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:  FeDALMA. 

0  my  lord  I 
You  are  come  back,  and  I  was  wandering  I 

Don  Silva  {coldly^  hut  with  suppressed  agitaiioti)* 
You  meant  I  should  be  ignorant. 

Fedalma. 

Ob  no, 
I  should  have  told  you  after — not  before, 
Lest  you  should  hinder  me.  ^ 

Don  Silva. 

TheA  my  known  wiah 
Can  make  no  hindrnnoe  ? . 

Fedalma  (arcMy). 

That  depends 
On  what  the  wish  may  be.     iTou  wished  me  once 
Not  to  uncage  the  birds.     I  meant  to  obey: 
But  in  a  moment  something — something  stronger, 
Forced  me  to  let  them  out.     It  did  no  harm. 
They  all  came  back  again — the  silly  birds  I 
I  told  you,  after. 
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Don  SiLvx  {with  haugbiy  eoldnem). 
Will  you  tell  me  now 
What  was  ihe  prompting  stronger  than  my  wish 
That  made  you  wander? 

Fedalma  {advancing  a  step  towards  hiniy  with  a 
sudden  look  of  anxiety). 

Are  you  angry  ? 

DoK  Sn.VA  {smiiing  bitterly). 

Angry  ^ 
A  man  deep-wounded  may  feel  too  much  pain 
To  feel  muoh  anger. 

Fedalma  {ttiU  mott  anxioitsly). 
Yon — deep-wounded  ? 


Don  &LVA. 

Have  I  not  made  your  place  and  dignity 
The  very  heart  of  my  ambition  ?     You — 
No  enemy  conld  do  it — ^yon  alone 
Can  strike  it  mortally. 

Fedalma. 

Nay,  Silva,  nay. 
Has  some  one  told  you  false  ?     I  only  wept 


Yes  I 
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To  see  the  world  with  Ifi^z — se6  the  town, 
The  people,  everything.     It  was  no  harm. 
I  did  not  mean  to  dance :  it  happened  so 
At  last  .   .   . 

Don  Silva. 
0  God,  it's  true  then ! — true  that  yoUj 
A  maiden  nurtured  as  rare  flowers  are, 
The  very  air  of  heaven  sifted  fine 
Lest  any  mote  should  mar  your  purity, 
Have  flung  yourself  out  on  the  dusty  way 
For  common  eyes  to  see  your  beauty  soiled ! 
You  own  it  true — you  danced  upon  the  Pla9a  ? 

F&DAiMA  [proudly). . 
Yes,  it  is  true.     I  was  not  wrong  to  dance. 
The  air  was  filled  with  music,  with  a  song 
That  seemed  the  voice  of  the  sweet  eventide — 
The  glowing  light  entering  through  eye  and  ear — 
That  seemed  our  love — mine,  yours — they  are  but 

one — 
Trembling  through  all  my- limbs,  as  fervent  words 
Tremble  within  my  soul  and  must  be  spoken. 
And  all  the  people  felt  a  common  joy 
And  shouted  for  the  dance.     A  brightness  soft 
As  of  the  angels  moving  down  to  see 
Illumined  the  broad  space.     The  joy,  the  life ' 
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Around,  within  me,  were  one  heaven :  I  longed 
To  blend  them  visibly:  I  longed  to  dance 
Before  the  people — be  as  mounting  flame 
To  all  that  bnmed  within  them  !    Naj,  1  danced ; 
Tliere  was  no  longing :  I  bnt  did  the  deed 
Being  moved  to  do  it. 

{As  Fedalm A  Bpeakty  she  and  Don  Silva  are 
gradually  drawn  nearer  to  each  other.) 
Oh  I  I  seemed  new-waked 
To  life  in  unison  with  a  multitude — 
Feeling  my  soul  upborne  by  all  their  souls, 
Floating  within  th^r  gladness  !     Soon  I  lost 
All  sense  of  separateness  :  Fedalma  died 
As  a  star  dies,  and  melts  into  the  light. 
I  was  not,  but  joy  was,  and  love  and  triumph. 
Nay,  my  dear  lord,  I  never  could  do  aught 
But  I  must  feel  you  p-esent.     And  once  done, 
Why,  you  must  love  it  better  than  your  wish. 
I  pray  you,  say  so — say,  it  was  not  wrong ! 

{While  Fedalma  has  been  making  this  last 
appeal,  they  have  gradually  come  close 
together,  and  at  last  embrace,) 

Don  Silva  {holding  her  haHds). 
Dange^us  nebell  if  the  world  witiiout 
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Were  pure  as  that  within  .  .  .  but  *tis  a  book 
Wherein  you  only  read  the  poesy 
And  miss  all  wicked  meanings.     Hence  the  need 
For  trust — obedience — oaU  it  what  you  will — 
Towards  him  whose  life  will  be  your  guard — ^towards 

me 
Who  now  am  soon  to  be  your  husband. 

Fed  ALMA. 

TesJ 
That  very  thing  that  when  I  am  your  wife 
I  shall  be  something  diflferent, — shall  be 
I  know  not  what,  a  Duchess  with  new  thoughts-r- 
For  nobles  nev^er  think  like  common  men, 
Nor  wives  like  maidens  (Oh,  you  wot  not  yet 
How  much  I  note,  with  all  my  ignorance) — 
That  very  thing  has  made  me  more  resolve 
To  have  my  will  before  I  am  your  wife. 
How  can  the  Duchess  ever  satisfy 
Fedalma's  unwed  eyes  ?  and  so  to-day 
I  scolded  Inez  till  she  cried  and  went 

Don  Silva. 
It  was  a  guilty  weakness  :  she  knows  weU 
That  since  you  pleaded  to  be  left  more  free 
From  tedious  tendance  ^nd  control  of  dames 
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Whose  rank  matched  better  with  your  destiny, 
Her  charge — my  trust — was  weightier. 

Fedalma, 

Nay,  my  lord, 
Yon  must  not  blame  her,  dear  old  nurse.     She  cried. 
Why,  yon  would  have  consented  too,  at  last 
I  said  such  things  !     I  was  resolved  to  go, 
And  see  the  streets,  the  shops,  the  men  at  work, 
The  women,  little  children — everything, 
Just  as  it  is  when  nobody  looks  on. 
And  I  hare  done  it  I     We  were  out  four  hours. 
I  feel  so  wise. 

Don  Silva, 
Had  you  but  seen  the  town. 
You  innocent  naughtiness,  not  shown  yourself — 
Shown  jox&m]£  dancing — you  bewilder  me  I — 
Frustrate  my  judgment  with  strange  negatives 
That  seem  like  poverty,  and  yet  are  wealth 
In  precious  woitianliness,  beyond  the  dower 
Of  other  women  :  wealth  in  virgin  gold, 
Outweighing  all  their  petty*  currency. 
You  daring  modesty  I     You  shrink  no  more     • 
From  gazing  men  than  from  the  gazing  flowers 
That,  dreaming  sunshine,  <^en  as  you  pass^ 
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Fedalma. 
No,  I  should  like  the  world  to  look  at  me 
With  eyes  of  love  that  make  a  second  day. 
I  think  your  eyes  would  keep  the  life  in  me 
,  Though  I  had  nought  to  feed  on,  else.  ^  Their  blue 
Is  better  than  the  heavens' — holds  .more  love 
For  me,  Fedalma — is  a  little  heaven,  :     .. 
For  this  one  little  world  that  looks,  up  now, 

Don  Silva.      .  ,    .    •. 

0  precioiis  little  >vorld  I  you  make  tbi©  hej^veU'     / 
As  the  earth  makes  the  sky.     But,  de«x,'.all  eyea, : 
Though  looking  even  on  you,  have  not  a  glance 
That  cherishes  .  .  .  .    ■ 

Fedalma..  •   .  > 

•Ah  no,  I  meant  to  telii'you — >■  'J 
TeR  how  my  danoing  ended  witLa  pang. 
There  came  a  man,  one  among  many  baore, 
But  he  came  first,  with  iron  on  hi  g- limbs. 
And  when  the  bell  tolled,  and  the  people  'prayfed, ' ' 
And  I  stood  pausing^— then  he'  looked  at  me*        •  ' 
O  Silva,  Buoh  a  man !     I  thought  lie  n)se  '   ' 

From  the  dark  place  of  long-imprisoned  goals,         • 
To  say  that  Christ  had  never.  4>ome  to  them. 
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It  was  a  look  to  shame  a  seraph's  joy. 

And  make  him  sad  in  heaven.     It  found  mo  there — 

Seemed  to  have  travelled  far  to  find  me  there 

And  grasp  me — claim  this  festal  life  of  mine 

As  heritage  of  sorrow,  chill  my  blood 

With  the  cold  iron  of  some  unknown  bonds. 

The  gladness  hurrying  full  within  my  veins 

Was  sudden  frozen,  and  I  danced  no  more. 

But  seeing  you  let  loose  the  stream  of  joy, 

Mingling  the  present  with  the  sweetest  past. 

Yet,  Silva,  still  I  see  him.     Who  is  he  ? 

Who  are  those  prisoners  with  him  ?    Are  tliey  Moors  ? 

Don  Silva. 
No,  they  are  Gypsies,  strong  and  cunning  knaves, 
A  double  gain  to  us  by  the  Moors*  loss ; 
The  man  you  mean — their  chief —is  an  ally 
The  infidel  will  miss.     His  look  might  chase 
A  herd  of  monks,  and  make  them  fiy  more  swift 
Than  fix>m  St  Jerome's  lion.     Such  vague  fear, 
Such  bird-like  tremors  when  that  savage  glance 
Turned  full  upon  you  in  your  height  o^f  joy 
Was  natural,. iwas  not. wortli  emphasis. 
Forget  it,  dear.     This  hour  is  worth  whole  d^ys 
When  we  are  sund^ised.     Danger  urges  us. 
To  quick  resolve.  .   , 
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Fedalma. 


What  danger  ?  what  resolve  ? 
I  never  felt  chill  shadow  in  my  heart 
Until  this  sunset. 

Don  Silva. 

A  dark  enmity 
Plots  how  to  sever  us.     And  our  defence 
Is  speedy  marriage,  secretly  achieved, 
Then  publicly  declared.     Beseech  you,  dear, 
Grant  me  this  confidence  ;  do  my  will  in  this, 
Trusting  the  reasons  why  I  overset 
All  my  own  airy  building  raised  so  high 
Of  bridal  honours,  marking  when  you  step 
From  off  your  maiden  throne  to  come  to  me 
And  bear  the  yoke  of  love.     There  is  great  need. 
I  hastened  home,  carrying  this  prayer  to  you 
Within  my  heart.     The  bishop  is  my  friend, 
Furthers  our  marriage,  holds  in  enmity — 
Some  whom  we  love  not  and  who  love  not  us. 
By  this  night'«  moon  our  priest  Nvill  be  despatched 
From  JaSn.     I  shall  inarch  an  escort  strong 
To  meet  him.     Ere  a  second  toi  from  this ' 
Has  risen — ^you  consenting — we  may  wed. 
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Fedalma. 
None  knowing  that  we  wed  ? 

Don  Silva. 

Beforehand  none 
Save  Inez  and  Don  Alvar.     But  the  vows 
Once  safely  binding  ns,  mj  household  all 
Shall  know  you  as  their  Duchess.     No  man  then 
Can  aim  a  blow  at  you  but  through  my  breast^ 
And  what  stains  you  must  atain  our  ancient  name  ; 
If  any  hate  you  I  wiU  take  his  hate, 
And  wear  it  as  a  glove  upon  my  helm  ; 
Nay,  God  himself  will  never  have  the  power 
To  strike  you  solely  and  leave  me  unhurt, 
He  having  made  us  one.     Now  put  the  seal 
Of  your  dear  lips  on  that. 

FiaOALMA. 

A  solemn  kiss  ? — 
Such  as  I  gare  you  when  you  came  that  day 
From  Cordova,  when  first  we  said  we  loved  ? 
When  you  had  left  the  ladies  of  the  Court 
For  thirst  to  see  me  ;  and  you  told  me  so, 
And  then  I  seemed  to  know  why  I  had  lived. 
I  never  knew  before.     A  kiss  like  that  ? 
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Don  Stlva. 
Yes,  yes,  you  face  divine  !     When  was  bur  kiss 
Like  any  other  ? 

•    Fedalma. 
Nay,  I  oaflriot  tell 
What  other  kisses  are.     But  that  one  kisfe 
Kemains  upon  my  lips.  "  The  angels,'  Spirits, 
Creatures  with  finer  sense,  may  see  it  thei^e. 
And  now  anotheir  kiss  that'  will  hot  die, 
Saying,  To-morrow  I  shall  be  your  'Wife'  I 

[They  kiss,  and  pause  a  moment,  looking  ear- 
nestly in  each  other^s  eyes.  Then  Fedalma, 
breaking  away  from  Don  SitvA,  'stands 
at  a  little  distance  from  him  ivith  a  took  'of 
roguish  delight,)  " '   ' 

Now  I  am  glad  I  saw  the  town  to-day 
Before  I  am  a  Duchess — glad  I  gave 
This  poor  Fedalma  all  her  wish.     For  once, 
Long  years  ago,  I  cried  when  Inez  said, 
"  You  are  no  more  a  little  girl ; "  I  grieved 
To  part  for  ever  from  that  little  girl 
And  all  her  happy  world  so  near  the  ground. 
It  must  be  sad  to  outlive  au^t  we  love. 
So  I  shall  grieve  a  little  for  these  days 
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Of  poor  unwed  Fedalma.     Oh,  they  are  Bweet, 
And  none  will  come  just  like  theui.     PerlmpB  the 

wind 
Wails  so  in  winter  for  the  Buiiimers  dead, 
And  all  sad  sounds  are  nature's  funeral  cries 
For  what  has  been  and  is  not.     Are  they,  Silva  ? 

{She  comes  nearer  to  him  a^ain,  and  lays  her 
hand  on  his  arnij  looking  up  at  him  with 
melancholy,) 

Don  Silva. 
Why,  dearest,  you  began  in  merriment, 
And  end  as  sadly  as  a  widowed  bird. 
Some  touch  Tnysterious  has  new-tuned  your  soiil 
To  melancholy  sequence.     Tou  soared  high 
In  that  wild  fKght  of  rapturfe  when  you 'danced, 
And  now  you  droop.    '^Tis  arbitrary  grief. 
Surfeit  of  happin^s,  that  mourns  for  loss 
Of  unwed  love,  ^hich  does  but  die  like  seed 
For  fuller  harvest  of  our  tenderness. 
We  in  our  wedded  life  shall  know  no  loss. 
We  shall  new-date  our  years.     WhM  w6nt  before 
Will  be  the  time  of  promise,  6'had6Ws,  drains ; 
But  this,  full  revelation  of  great  love. 
For  rivers  blent  take  in  a  broader  heaven, 
And  we  shall  blend  our  souls.     Away,  with  grief  I 
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When  this  dear  head  shall  wear  the  double  crown 
Of  wife  and  Duchess — spiritually  crowned 
With  sworn  espousal  before  God  and  man — 
Visibly  crowned  with  jewels  that  bespeak 
The  chosen  sharer  of  my  heritage — 
My  love  will  gather  perfectness,  as  thoughts 
That  nourish  us  to  magnanimity 
Grow  perfect  with  more  perfect  utterance, 
Gathering  full-shapen  strength.      And  then  these 
gems, 

(Don  Silva  draws  Fedalma  towards  th^  jewel- 
casket  on  the  table,  and  opfins  it,) 

Helping  the.  utterai;ice  of  i^y  soul's  full. choice,. 
Will  be  the  words,  made  nch^r  by  just  we,        .... 
And  have  new  meaning  in  the^i]?  lustrousncHSS. 
You  know  these  jewels ;  they  are  ,precd»ous  signs 
Of  long-transmitted  h,onour,  heightened  still 
By  worthy,  wearing ;  and  I  give  them  you— 
Ask  you  to  take  them — ^plaoe  our  hoiuse's  trust 
In  her  sure  keeping  whom  my  heart  has  found 
Worthiest,  most  fe^apteous,     The^e  rubies— see — 
Were  falsely  placed  if  not  upon  your  brow. 

(Fedalma,  while  Don  Silva  holds  open  the 
casket,  bends  over  it,  looking  at  the  jewels 
with  delight,) 
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Fedalma. 
Ah,  I  Temember  them.     In  childish  days 
I  felt  as  if  they  were  alive  and  breathed. 
I  used  to  »it  with  awe  and  look  at  them. 
And  now  they  will  be  mine  I     Til  put  them  on. 
Help  me,  my  lord,  and  yon  shall  se^  me  noW        * 
Somewhat  as  I  shall  look  at  Court  with  you, 
That  we  may  know  if  I  shall  bear  them  w^ll. 
I  have  a  fear  sometimes  :  I  think  your  love 
Has  never  paused  within*  your  eyes*  to  lt>ok,      ■ 
And  only  passes  through  them  into  miiie. 
But  when  the  Court  is  looking,  and  the  queen. 
Your  eyes  will  follow  theirs.     Oh,  if  you  saw 
That  I  was  other  than  you  wished — 'twere  death  I 

Don  SiiiVA  {taking  up  a  jewel  andplaciv^  it 
against  her  ear). 
Nay,  let  us  try.     Take  out  your  ear-ring,  sweet. 
This  ruby  glowsf  with  longing  for  your  ekr, 

Fedalma  (taking  out  her  ear-rings,  .and  then 
lifting  up  the  other  jewels^  one  by  one). 
Pray,  fasten  in  the  n\bies. 

(PON-  SiLVA  begins  to  put  in  the  ear-ring,) 
I  was  rigb*  I 
These  gems  h^ve  life  i^.tb^tpi :  .their,  pci9^rs,ep«ak, 
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Say  what  words  fail  of.     So  do  many  things — 

The  scent  of  jasmine,  and  the  founibain's  plash,     ' 

The  moving  shadows  on  the  far-off  hills, 

The  slanting  moonlight,  and  our  daspimg  hands. 

0  Silva,  there's  an  ocean  rpnnd  our  words 

That  overflows  and  df owns  them;     Do  you  know 

Sometipie^  when  we  sit  silent,  and  the  air 

Breathes  gently  on  ua  from,  the  oraiige-trees^       ■  • 

It  seems  that  with  the  whispeJ  of  a  word 

Our  souls  must  shrink,  get  poorer,  more  apart 

Is  it  not  true?  . 

Don  Sij^va.  .      , 

Yes,  dearest,  it  is  true. 
Speech  is  but  broken  light  upon  the  depth 
Of  the  unspoken  :  even  your  loved  words 
Float  in  the  larger  meaning  of  your  voice 
As  something  dimmer; 

{He  is  still  trying  im  vain  to  fasten  the  setond 
ear-ring,  while  she  has  stooped  again  over 
the  casket.)' 

Fedalma  {raising  her  head). 

Ah  I  your  lordly  hands 
Will  never  fi"x  that  jeWel.     Let  me  try. 
Women's  small  finger-tips  have  eyes. 
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Don  Silva. 

No,  no ! 
I  like  the  task,  only  you  must  be  still. 

{She  stands  perfectly  stilly  clasping  her  hands 
together  while  he  fastens  the  second  ear-rfng, 
Suddenly  a  clanking  noise  is  heard  without*) 

Fedalma  {starting  with  an  expression  of  pain), 
Wliat  is  that  souud  ?> — ^that  jarring  cruel  sound  ? 
'Tis  there — outride. 

[She  tries  to  start  away  towards  the  window,  hut 
J)oi!k  ^vuyjl  detains  her.)  , 

Don  Silva« 

O  heed  it  not,  it  comes 
From  workmen  in  the  outer  gallery. 

F&IULMA, 

It  is  the  sound  of  fetters ;  sound  of  work 

Is  iiot  ao  dismaJ«  *  Hark,  they  paito  along  I 

I  know  it  is  those  Gypi»y  prisoners. 

I  saw  them,  heard  their  chains.     0  horrible, 

To  be  in  chains  I     Why,  I  with  all  my  bliss 

Have  longed  so^ietimes  to  fly*  and  be  at  large ; 

Have  felt  impriB<»iied  in  my  luxury        ,  '     i 
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With  servants  for  my  gaolers.     0  my  lord, 
Do  you  not  wish  the  world  were  different  ? 

Don  Silva. 
It  will  be  different  when  this  war  has  ceased. 
You,  wedding  me,  will  make  it  different, 
Making  one  life  more  perfect. 

Fedalma.  .  ■ 

That  is  true ! 
And  I  shall  beg  much  kindness  at  your  hands 
For  those  who  are  less  happy  than  ourselves. — 
{Brightening)  Oh  I  shall  rule  you !  ask  for  many  things 
Before  the  world,  which  you  will  not  deny 
For  very  pride,  lest  men  should  say,  "  The  Duke 
Holds  lightly  by  his  Duchess  ;  he  repents 
His  humble  choice," 

{She  breaks  away  from  him  and  returns  to  the 
jewels^  taking  up  a  necklace^  and  clasping 
it  on  her  neck^  while  he  takes  a  circlet  of 
diamonds  qnd  rubies  and  raises  it  towards 
her  head  as  he  specks,)  ■ 

Don  SjlvaI  '     ' 
DoubtlesB,  I  shall' persist 
In  loving  you,  to  disappoint  the  'w^ld  5  .  • 
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Out  of  pure  obstinacy  feel  mvBolf 
Happiest  of  men.     Now,  take  the  coronet. 

(He  places  the  circlet  on  her  head,) 
The  diamonds  want  more  light.  See,  from  this  lamp 
I  can  set  tapers  burning. 

Fbdalma. 

Tell  me,  now, 
When  all  these  cntel  wars  are  at  an  end, 
And  when  we  go  to  Court  at  C6rdova, 
Or  Seville,  or  Toledo— wait  awhile, 
I  must  be  &rther  off  for  you  to  see — 

(She  retreats  to  a  distance  from 
him,  and  then  advances  slowly.) 
Now  think  (I  would  the  tapers  gave  more  light !) 
K  when  yon  show  me  at  the  tournaments 
Among  the  other  ladies,  they  will  say, 
"  Duke  Silva  is  well  matched.    His  bride  was  nought, 
Was  some  poor  foster-child,  no  man  knows  what ; 
Yet  is  her  carriage  noble,  all  her  robes 
Are  worn  with  grace :  she  might  have  been  well  bom." 
Will  they  say  so  ?     Think  now  we  are  at  Court, 
And  all  eyes  bent  on  me. 

Don  Silva. 

Fear  not,  my  Duchess  I 
Some  knight  who  loves  may  say  his  lady-lovo 
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Is  fairer,  being  fairest.     None  can  say 

Don  Silva's  bride  might  better  fit  her  rank. 

You  will  make  rank  seem  natural  as  kind, 

As  eagle's  plumage  or  the  lion's  might. 

A  crown  upon  your  brow  would  seem  God-m&de..    . 

Fed  alma; 
Then  I  am  glad  I     I  shall  try  on  to-night 
The  other  jewels — have  the  tapers  lit, . 
And  see  the  diamonds  sparkle. 

{She  goes  to  the  caskei;  again*) 
Here  is. golds — 
A  necklaee  of  pure  gold-r«^noatv  finely  wrought. 

(^She  takes  out  a  large,  g(M  necklace  and  holds  it 
up  before  her,  th^  turns  io  Don  SiITa.) 
But  this  is  one  that  you  have  worn,  my  Uard?,-  , 

Don  Silva. 
No,  love,  I  never  wore  it.     Lay  it  down. 

[He  puts   the  necklace  gently  out  qf  her  hand, 
then  joins  both  her  hands  and  holds  them 
up  between  his  own,) 
You  must  not  look  at  jewels  any  more, 
But  look  at  me. 

•   Fed  ALMA  (looking  up  at  him,) 
0  you  4ear  heaven  1 
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I  should  see  nought  if  you  weie  gone.      Tis  true 
My  mind  is  too  mucli  given  to  gauds — to  things 
That  fetter  thought  within  this  narrow  space. 
That  comes  of  fear. 

Don  Silva. 
What  fear? 

Fed  ALMA. 

Fear  of  myself. 
For  when  I  walk  upon  the  battlements 
And  see  the  river  travelling  toward  the  plain. 
The  mountains  screening  all  the  world  beyond, 
A  longing  comes  that  haunts  me  in  my  dreams-^- 
Dreams  where  I  seem  to  spring  from  off  th(3  walls, 
And  fly  far,  far  away,  until  at  last 
I  find  myself  alone  among  the  rocks, 
Bemember  then  that  I  have  left  you— try 
To  fly  back  to  you — and  my  wings  are  gone ! 

Don  Silva. 
A  wicked  dream  !     If  ever  I  left  you, 
Even  in  dreams,  it  was  some  demon  dragged  me. 
And  with  fierce  struggles  I  awaked  myself. 

FCDALMA. 

It  is  a  hateful  dream,  and  when  it  comes— ^ 


110  THE    SPANISH    aVPSY. 

I  mean,  when  in  my  waking  hours  there  comes 
"Chat  longing  to  be  free,  I  am  afraid : 
I  run  down  to  my  chamber,  plait  my  hair, 
Weave  colours  in  it,  lay  out  all  my  gauds. 
And  in  my  mind  make  new  ones  prettier. 
■  You  see  I  have  two  minds,  and  both  are  foolish. 
Sometimes  a  torrent  rushing  through  my  soul 
Escapes  in  wild  strange  wishes  ;  presently, 
It  dwindles  to  a  little  babbling  rill 
And  plays  among  the  pebbles  and  the  flowers. 
Inez  will  have  it  I  lack  broidery. 
Says  nought  else  gives  content  to  noble  maids. 
But  I  have  never  broidered — never  will. 
No,  when  1  am  a  Duchess  and  a  wife 
I  shall  ride  forth — may  I  not  ? — by  your  sid^.    . 

Do^    SiLVA. 

Yes,  you  shall  ride  upon  a  palfrey,  black 
To  match  Bavieca.     Nbt  Queen  Isabel 
Will  be  a  sight  more  gladdening  to  men's  eyes 
Than  my  dark  queen  Fedalma. 

Fedalma. 
.  Ah,  but  yov^ 

You  are  my  king,  and  I  shall  tremble  still 
With  some  great  fear  that  throbs  within  my  love. 
Does  your  love  fear  ? 
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Don  Silva. 

Ah,  yes  !  all  precipusuess   • 
To  mortal  hearts  is  guarded  by  a  fear. 
All  love  fears  loss,  and  most  that  loss  supreme, 
Its  own  perfection — seeing,  feeling  change 
From  high  to  lower,  dearer  to  less  dear. 
Can  love  be  careless?     If  we  l6Bt  out  love 
What  should  we  find  ? — with  thw  swieetPa^t  torh  off, 
Our  lives  deep  scarred  just  where  their  beauty  lay  ? 
The  best  we  found  thenceforth  were  still  a  worse : 
The  only  better  is  a  Past  that  lives 
On  through  an  added  Present,  stretching  still 
In  hope  unchecked  by  shaming  mempries 
To  life's  last  breath.     And  so  I  tremble  too 
Before  my  queen  Fedalma. 

Fbdai^ma. 

That  is  jiist. 
'Twere  hard  of  Love  to  make  us  women  fear 
And  leave  you  bold.     Yet  Love  is  not  quite  even. 
For  feeble  creatures,  little  birds  and  fawns, 
Are  shaken  more  by  fear,  while  large  strong  things 
Can  bear  it  stoutly.     So  we  women  still 
Are  not  well  dealt  with.     Yet  I'd  choose  to  be 
Fedalma  loving  Silva.     You,  niy  lord, 
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Hold  the  worse  share,  since  you  must  love  poor  me. 
But  is  it  what  we  love,  or  how  we  love, 
That  makes  true  good  ? 

Don  Silva. 

0  subtlety  I  fpr  me 
'Tis  what  I  love  determines  how  I  love. 
The  goddess  with  pure  rites  reveal^^  herself 
Aiwi:makes.pure  wor$hip. ,  ..      / 

Fedalma! 

Do  you  worship  me  ? 

'  Don  Silva.- •  • 

Ay,  with  that  best'  of  worship  which  adores 
Goodness  adorable. 

Fedalma  (archil/). 

.  Goodness  obedient, 
Doing  your  wijl,  devoutest  worshipper  ? 

Don  Silva. 
Yes — listening  |;o  this  prayer.     This  very  night 
I  shall  go  forth.     And  you  will  rise  with  day 
And  wait  for  me  ? 

Fedalma.  .    . 

■    Yes.     i 
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Don   bli^YAi 

I  shall  sorely  come. 
And  then  we  shall  be  married     Now  I  go 
To  audience  fixed  in  Abderahman's  tower. 
Farewell,  love  I 

{Thfy  embrar^,) 

Some  chill  dread  possesses  me  I 

Don  Silva. 
Oh,  confidence  has  oft  been  evil  augury, 
So  dread  may  hold  a  promise.     Sweet,  farewell  I 
I  shall  send  tendance  as  I  pass,  to  bear 
This  casket  to  your  chamber. — One  more  kiss. 

.     {Exit,} 

Fedalma  (when  Don  Silva  is  gon^^  returning  to  the 
casket,  and  looking  dreamily  at  the  jewels). 
Yes,  now  that  good  seems  less  impossible  I 
Now  it  seems  true  that  I  shall  be  his  wife, 
Be  ever  by  his  side,  and  make  a,, part 

In  all  his  purposes* .    ; 

These  rubies  gre«t  me  Ducheip^,  .  How  they  glpw  l- : 
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Their  prisoned  souls  are  throbbing  like  my  own. 

Perchance  they  loved  once,  were  ambitious,  proud ; 

Or  do.  they  only  dteam  of  wider  life, 

Ache  from  intenseiiess,;  yearn  to  biirst  thiar  wall. 

Compact  of  crystal ,  splendour,  and  to.  flood 

Some  wider  space  with  glory  ?     Poor,  poor  gems  i 

We.must  be.  patient  in  our  prison-house. 

And  find  our  space  in  loving.     Pray  you,  love  me. 

Let  us  be  glad  together.     And  you,  gold — 

[She  takes  up  the  gold  necklace,) 
You  wondrous  necklace — will  you  love  me  too, 
And  be  my  amulet  to  keep  me  safe 
From  eyes  that  hurt  ? 

{She  Spreads  out  the  necklace^  meaning  to  clasp 
it  on  her  neck.  Then  pauses,  startled,  hold- 
ing it  before  her.) 

Why,  it  is  magical ! 
He  says  he  never  wore  it — ^yet  these  lines — 
Nay,  if  he  had,  I  should  remember  well 
Twas  he,  no  other.     And  these  twisted  lines— 
They  seem  to  speak  to  me  as  writing  would. 
To  bring  a  message  from  the  dead,  dead  past 
What  is  their  secret  ?'    Are  they  characters  ?   ' 
I  never  learned  th^m ;  yet  they  stir  some  sense 
That  once  I  dreamed — I  have  forgotten  what. 
Or  tva^  it  life  ?    Perhapfi  I  lived  before 
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In  some  Btrange  world  wfaare  first  my  soul  was  Ahfi|)ed, 
And  all  this  peanonate  love,  and  joj,  and  poio, 
That  come,  I  know  not  whence,  and  sway  my  deeds. 
Are  old  imperious  memories,  hlind  yet  strong, 
That  this  world  atirs  withitt  me ;  as  this  chain 
Stirs  some  stiange  certainty  of  visions  gone. 
And  all  my  mind  is  aa  an  eye  that  stares 
Into  the  darkness  painfully. 

{While  Fedalma  has  been  looking  at  the  necklace^ 
Juan  hms  entered,  and  finding  himself  un- 
observed hy  her,  says  at  Icut,) 
SeSioral 

Fedalma  starts,  and  gathering  the  necklace  together, 

turns  round — 
Oh,  Juan,  it  is  you  I 

Juan. 

I  met  the  Duke- 
Had  waited  long  without,  no  matter  why-^ 
And  when  he  ordered  one  to  wait  on  you . 
And  carry  forth  a  hprthen  you  would  give,  . 
I  prayed  for  leave  to  be  the  servitor. 
Don  Silva  owes  me  tw^l^tg^nted  wishes 
That  I  Mve  nev9r  tend^ed*  lacking  &Vgl^^  • 


116  THE    SPANISH   OYPSY. 

That  I  could  wish  fcyr  €ind  a  Dtike  could  grant ; 
But  this  one  wish  to  serve  you,  weighs' as  much 
As  twenty  other  longingis. 

Fedalm^  [rnniUng), 

ThAt  sounds  well; 
You  turn  your  speeches  prettily  as  songs. 
But  I  will  not  forget  the  Ebany  days 
You  have  neglected  me.     Your  pupil  learns 
But  little  from  you  now.     Hei-  studies  flag. 
The  Duke  says,  '^That  is  idle  Juan's  way: 
Poets  must  rove — are  honey^sucking  birds 
And  know  not  constancy."     Said  he  quite  true? 

•  Juan-.'  -'•  "        ' 

0  lady,  constancy  has  kind  and  rank. 
One  man's  is  lordly,  plump,  and  bravely  clad, 
Holds  its  head  high,  and  tells  the  world  its  name : 
Another  man's  is  beggared,  must  go  bare, 
And  shiver  through  the  world,  the  jest  of  all. 
But  that  it  puts  the  motley  on,  and  plays    '  ' 
Itself  the  jester.     But  I  see  you  liold 
The  Gypsy's  necklace  :  it  is  quaintly  wrought 

The  Gypsy's?    Do  you  knoW  its  history?      '    ' 
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Juan. 

No  farther  back  than  when  I  saw  it  taken 
From  off  its  wearer's  neck — the  Gypsy  chiefs. 

Fedalma  [eagerly). 
What !  he  who  paused,  at  tolling  of  the  bell, 
Before  me  in  the  Pla9a  ? 

Juan. 

Yes,  I  saw 
His  look  fixed  on  you. 

Fedalbca. 

Enow  you  aught  of  him  ? 

Juan. 
Something  and  nothing — as  I  know  the  sky, 
Or  some  great  story  of  the  olden  time 
That  hides  a  secret.     I  haye  oft  talked  with  him. 
He  seems  to  say  iomeh,  yet  is  bat  a  wizard 
Who  draws  doWn  rain  by  sprinkling ;  throws  me  out 
Some  pregnant  text  that  urges  comment ;  casts 
A  sharp-hocAied  question,  ^baited  with  such  skill 
It  needd  must  tetoh  the  answer. 
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FedalmA. 

It  is  Lard 
That  such  a  man  should  be  a  prisoner — 
Be  chained  to  work. 

Juan. 

Oh,  he  is  dangerous  I 
Granada  with  this  Zarca  for  a  king 
Might  still  maim  Christendom.     He  is  of  those 
Who  steal  the  keys  from  snoring  Destiny 
And  make  the  prophets  lie.     A  Gypsy,  too, 
Suckled  by  hunted  beasts,  wliose  mother-milk 
Has  filled  his  veins  with  hate. 

Fbdalma. 

I  thought  his  eyes 
Spoke  not  of  hatred — seemed  to  say  he  bore 
The  pain  of  those  who  never  could  be  saved. 
What  if  the  Gypsies  are  but  saiiage  bea,^ts 
And  must  be  hunted  ? — let  them  be  aet  free, 
Have  benefit  o£  cbase,  or  stand  at  bay 
And  fight  for  life  «md  offspring.     Prisoners  I 
Oh  f  tiiey  have  made  theic  &rm  beside  tjm  streams, 
Their  walls  h^ye  been  the  rq^^  the  pillared  pines. 
Their  roof  the  living  Bky.  thQ(t  brjaathfie  witb  %bt : 


THE    SPANISH   GYPSY.  119 

They  may  well  hate  a  cage,  like  Btrong-winged  birds, 
like  me,  who  have  no  wings,  but  only  wishes. 
I  will  beseech  the  Dnke  to  set  them  free. 

JVAXU 

Pardon  me,  lady,  if  t  seem  to  warn, 
Or  try  to  play  the  sage.     What  if  the  Dnke 
Loved  not  to  hear  of  Gypsies  ?  if  their  name 
Were  poisoned  for  him  once,  being  nsed  amiss? 
I  speak  not  as  of  £ict»    Onr  nimble  sools 
Can  spin  an  insubstantial  tmiverse 
Suiting  oar  mood,  and  call  it  possible, 
Sooner  than  see  one  grain  with  eye  exact 
And  give  strict  record  of  it.     Yet  by  chance 
Onr  fancies  may  be  trath  and  make  us  seers. 
'Tis  a  rare  teeming  world,  so  harvest-full, 
Even  guessing  ignorance  may  pluck  seme  fruit. 
Note  what- 1  say  no  fi3irther  than  will  stead 
The  si^e  you  lay.     I  would  not  seem  to  tell 
Aught  that  the  Duke  may  think  and  yet  withhold : 
It  were  a  trespass  in  me. 

Fedalma. 

Fear  not,  Juan. 
Yonr  words  bring  daylight  with  thetn  when  you  speak. 
I  understand  your  care.     But  I  am  brave — 
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Oh ! ;  aud  so  cunning  ! — always.  I  prevajL 
Now,  honoured  Troubadour,  if  jou  will  be 
Your  pupil's  servant,  bear  this  cad^et  henc6. 
Nay,  not  the  necklace  :  it  is  hard  to  place. 
Pray  go  before  me  ;  Inez  will  be  there. 

{JExit  tluuiN  with  the  caakeL) 

Fedalma  {looking  again  at  the  necklace). 
It  is  his  past  clings  to  you,  not  my,  own,    . 
If  we  have  each  qux  angels,  good  iB^nd  bad^ 
Fates,  separate  from  ourselves,  who  act  fo|r  us 
When  we  are  Wind,  or  sleep,  then  this  man's  fate^ 
Hovering,  about  the  thing  he  used  to  wear,-       t 
Has  laid  its  grasp  on  mine  appealingly^ 
Dangerous,  is  he  ? — well,  a  Spanish  knight 
Would  have  hia  enemy  strongT— defy,  not  bind,  hint 
I  cw  dare,  all  thi^g8  when  jay  poul  is  moved 
By  som^ithing  hidden  :tihat«pQpsesse8  m0. 
If  Silva  said  this  man  must  keep  his. chains . 
I  should  find  ways  to  free  him-^— disobey    ' 
And  free  him  as  I  did  the  birda.     But  no  I 
As  soon  as  we  are  wed,  I'll  put  my  prayer. 
And  he  will  not  deny  me :  he  is  good. 
Oh,  I  shall  have  mueh  power  as  well  as  joy  I 
Duchess  Fedalma  may  do  what  dhe  wSL. 
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A  Street  hy  ike  Ccutle,  Juan  leans  against  a  parapet, 
in  moonlight^  and  touches  his  lute  haJlf.  uneonsd* 
ously.  Pepita  stands  on  tiptoe  watching  him^ 
and  then  advajuxs  tSl  her  shadow  Jails  in  fnmt 
of  him.  He  looks  towardA  her.  A  piece  of  white 
drapery  thrown  over  her  head  catches  the  moon- 

light 

Juan. 

Ha !  my  Pepita  I  see  how  thin  and  long 
Your  shadow  is.     'Tis  so^  jour  ghost  wiU  be. 
When  you  are  dead,     i 

/ 
Pepita  {crossing  herself). 

Dead  I — O  the  blessed  saints  I 
You  would  be  glad^  then,  if  Pepita  died  ? 

JUAK. 

Glad  !  why?    Dead  maidens  are  tiot  merry.   -Ghosts 
Are  doleful  company.     I  like  you  living. 

PfiPirA. 
I  think  you  like  me  not.     I  wifeh  you  did. 
Sometimes  you  siog  to  nie  and  make  me  danee 
Another  time  you  take  no  heed  of  me, 
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Not  stiwmgh  I  kiss  my  iiand  to  ytWi  und  stnile. 
Bnt  Andrte  ^ould  be  glftd  if  I  fctes^d  AfcVw^ 

•^JuXk,  ■'•       •    •••  -  '■ 
tty  J)0(^rPepila,  I'^m  old.  ' 

Pepita. 

No,  no. 
You  have  no  wrinkles. 

Yes,  I  have-^widiin  J 
The  wrinkles  are  within,  my  little  bird. 
Why,  I  have  lived  throtigh  twice  a  thousand  years, 
And  kept  the  bdmpany  of  laaeti  whose  bones 
Crumbled  before  the  bles&ed  Vitgfai  lived.  .  . 

Pepita  [crossing  herself). 
Smyi  (Sod.'defend  iis^rtjiat  U  ^wicked  t0,lk!    : 
You  say  it  but  to  'seom  ujfe.  ;  ( With  a:  sob)  I  Will  g^ 

JUA»." 

Stay,  little  ^igeoEu     ImL  not  unknid^ 

Come,  sit  upon  tbe  wdlL'    Niay,  iM^rer  cry. 

Give  me  your  cfaeek  to  kibs.     There,  cry  no  mofe! 


(Pepita,  sitting  <m  ike  hw  parapet,  puts  up  her 
cheek  to  Juah,  who  kisses  it,  putting  his 
hand  under  her  chin*  She  takes  his  hand 
and  kisses  it) 

Pepita. 
I  like  to  kiss  your  hand.     It  is  so  good — 
So  smooth  and  soft. 

t/UAN. 

Well,  well,  ril  sing  to  you. 

Pbpita. 
A  pretty  song,  loving  and  merry? 


Juan. 


(Juan  sings.) 


Yes. 


Tell  to  me 
Wiai  isf€dr, 
-^-^aif  compote,     . 

In  the  land  of  Tubal  f 

Js  it  Sprinffs 
Lovely  things^ 
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^  Blossoms  whit€y 
Rosy  dight  f 

Then  it  is  Pepitcu 


Summer's  crest 
Red-gold  tressed^ 

Corn-flowers  peeping  under  f — 
Idle  noons, 
Lingering  moons, 
Sudden  cloud, 
Lightning^ s  shroud, 
Sudden  rain, 
Quick  again 

Smiles  where  late  was  thunder  f~ 
Are  all  these 
Made  to  please  ? 

So  too  is  Pepita. 

Autumris  prime, 
Apple-time, 
Smooth  cheek  raund^ 
Heart  all  sound  $ — 
Is  it  this 
You  would  kiss  f 
Then  it  is  Pepita, 
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You  can  bring 
No  sweet  thingj 
But  my  mind 
Still  shall  Jind 
It  is  my  PepUa, 

Memory 
Says  to  me 
It  is  she — 
SJie  is  fair 
Past  compare 

In  the  land  of  Tubal 

Peptta  {seizing  Juak'b  hand  agein\ 
Oh,  then,  you  do  loye  me  ? 

Juan. 

Yes,  in  the  song. 

Pefita  (sadly). 
Not  out.  <rf  it  ? — not  love  xne  out  of  it  ? 

Juan. 
Only  a  little  out  of  it,  my  bird. 
When  I  was  singing  I  was  Andres,  say, 
Or  ene  who  loves  you  better  still  than  he. 
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PpPITA. 
Not  yoursolf  ? 

Juan. 
No! 

Pepita  (throwing  his  hand  down  pettishly). 

Then  take  it  back  again  I 
I  will  not  have  it  1 

Juan, 

Listen,  little  one. 
Juan  is  not  a  living  man  by  himself: 
His  life  is  breathed  in  him  by  other  men, 
And  they  speak  ont  of  him.     He  is  their  voice 
Juan's  own  life  he  gave  once  quite  away. 
Pepita's  lover  sang  that  song — not  Juan. 
We  old,  old  poets,  if  we  kept  our  hearts, 
Should  hardly  know  them  from  another  man's. 
They  shrink  to  make  room  for  the  many  more 
We  keep  within  ub.     There,  now— one  more  kiss, 
And  then  go  home  again. 

I  Pepita  (a  little  frightenedy  afkr  letting  ivAVf 

i  kuts  her). 

You'  are  not  wicked  ? 
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Juan. 
Ask  your  confessor — tell  him  what  I  said. 

(Pepita  goes,  while  Juan  thrums  his  lute  again^ 
and  sings.) 

Came  a  pretty  maid 

By  the  moon* 8  pure  light. 
Loved  me  welly  she  said, 

Eyes  with  tears  all  bright, 
A  pretty  maid  ! 

But  too  late  she  strayed, 
Moonlight  pure  was  there  ; 

She  was  nought  hut  shade 
Hiding  the  more  fair. 
The  heavenly  maid! 
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A  vaulted  room  all  stone.  The  light  shed  from  a  high 
lamp.  Wooden  chairs,  a  desJcy  hooh-shetves.  The 
Prior,  in  white  Jrockj  a  black  rosary ,  with  a 
crucifix  of  ebony  and  ivory  at  his  side,  is  walking 
up  and  down,  holding  a  written  paper  in  his 
hands,  which  are  clasped  behind  him. 

What  if  this  vyitness  lies  ?  he  says  he  heard  her 
Counting  her  blasphemies  on  a  rosary, 
And  in  a  bold  discourse  with  Salomo, 
Say  that  the  Host  was  nought  but  ill-mixed  flour, 
That  it  was  mean  to  pray — she  never  prayed. 
I  know  the  man  who  wrote  this  for  a  cur. 
Who  follows  Don  Diego,  sees  life's  ^ood 
In  scraps  my  nephew  flings  to  him.     What  then  ? 
Particular  Hes  may  speak  a  general  truth. 
I  guess  him  false,  but  know  her  heretic — 
Know  her  for  Satan's  instrument,  bedecked 
With  heathenish  charms,  luring  the  souls  of  men 
To  damning  trust  in  good  unsanctified. 
Let  her  be  prisoned — questioned — she  will  give 
Witness  against  herself,  that  were  this  false  .  .  . 
[He  looks  at  the  paper  again  and  reads,  then 
again  thrusts  it  behind  him.) 
The  matter  and  the  colour  are  not  false : 
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The  form  concems  the  witness  not  the  judge ; 

For  proof  is  gathered  by  the  sifting  mind^ 

Not  given  in  orade  and  formal  circmnstanoe. 

Suspicion  is  a  heayea-sent  lamp,  and  I- 

I,  watcdmian  of  the  Holy  Office,  bear 

That  lamp  in  trust.     I  will  keep  faithful  watch. 

The  Holy  Inquisitioii's  discipline 

Is  mercy,  saving  her,  if  penitmit — 

Grod  grant  it  I — else— root  up  the  poison-fdant, 

Though  'twere  a  lOy  with  a  golden  heart  I 

This  spotless  maiden  with  her  pagan  soul 

Is  the  arch-enemy's  trap :  he  turns  his  back 

On  all  the  prostitutes,  and  watches  her 

To  see  her  poison  men  with  false  belief 

In  rebel  virtues.     8he  has  poisoned  8ilva ; 

His  shifting  mind,  dangerous  in  fitfulneBs, 

Strong  in  the  contradiction  of  itself, 

Carries  his  young  ambitions  wearily, 

As  holy  vows  regretted.     Once  he  seemed 

The  firesh-oped  flower  of  Christian  knighthood,  h6i'n 

For  feat»  of  holy  daring ;  and  I  said  : 

"  That  half  ci  lif^  which  I,  as  monk,  renounce, 

Shall  be  fiilfilled  in  him :  Bilva  will  be 

That  saintly  noble^  that  wise  warrior, 

That  blameless  exceUenoe  in  worldly  gifts 

I  woidd  have  been,  had  I  not  asked  to  hve  ' 
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The  higlier  life  of  man  impersonal: 
Who  reigns  o*er  all  things  by  refusing  alL" 
What  is  his  promise  now?     Apostasy 
From  every  high  intent : — languid,  nay,  gone, 
The  prompt  devoutness  of  a  generous  heart, 
The  strong  c^edience  of  a  reverent  will. 
That  breathes  the  Churoh's  air  and  sees  ker  lighl^ 
He  peers  and  strains  with,  &eble  questioning, 
Or  else  he  jests.     He  thinks  I  know  it  nofc-^. 
I  who  have  read  the  history  of  his  lapse, 
As  clear  as  it  is  writ  in  the  angel's  book* 
He  win  defy  m^— flings  great  words  at  me — 
Me  who  have  governed  all  our  house^B  aota, 
Since  I,  a  stripling,  ruled  his  stripling  fisither^ 
This  maiden  is  the  oaose,  and  if  they  wed, 
The  Holy  War  may  oount  a  captain  lost. 
For  better  he  were  dtod  than  keep  his  place» 
And  fill  it  infamously :  in  God^s  war 
Slackness  is  infamy.     Shall  I  stand  by 
.  And  let  the  tempter  win  ?  deifraud  Christ's  cauae^ 
And  blot  his  banner  ? — ^ali  foar  scruples  weak 
Of  pity  towards  their  young  aiKi  frolicsome  blood  5 
Or  nice  discrimination  of  the  tool 
By  which  my  hand  shall  work  a  sacred  rescue  2 
The  fence,  of  rules  is  for  the  purblind  crovrd ; 
They  walk  by  averaged  precepts :  sovereign  men^ 
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Seeing  bj  God's  l%Iit,  see  the  ^t^enenil 
By  seeing  all  tbe  special — own  na  rale 
But  thenr  fnll  vision  of  tWs  moment's  worth* 
'Tis  so  Qed  govemsy  nsini^  wicked  men-^ 
Naj,  atheasw^  fiends,  to  work  iiis  {^utposes. 
Evil  that  g<eod  may  come?    Measnro  the  ^od 
Before  jnoa  say  what's  eyiL     Perjurr  ? 
I  scorn  the  perpirer,  bxit  I  will  nse  him 
To  serre  'die  holy  tretlL     There  is  ix>'lie 
Save  in.  his  sool,  and  let  his  sooi  be  jadgel 
I  know  liie  truth,  snd  aot  opon  the  truth. 

O  God,  thou  knowest  thai  my  will  is  pure* 
Thy  servant  owns  nonght  for  himself  his  wealili 
Is  bat  obedienoew     .And  I  have  sinned 
In  keefttxtg  small  respects  of  human  love^*^ 
Calling  it  m^t^y.     Meicy  ?     Where  evil  is 
True  meicy  holds  a  sword*     Mercy  woold  save. 
Sitve  wfa<»i  ?    Save  serpents,  locasts,  wolves  ? 
Or  out  of  pity  let  the  idiots  gorge 
Within  a  famished  town  ?    Or  save  the  gains 
Of  men  who  trade  in  poison  lest  diey  starve  ? 
Save  all  things  mean  and  Ibnl  that  clog  the  earth 
Stifling  the  better  ?     Save  the  fools  who  clitig 
For  refuge  round  their  hideous  iiioFfi  l^bs^  • 
So  leave  ihe  idol  grinning  unodnsiflned) 
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And  save  the  fools  to  breed  idolaters  ? 

0  mercy  worthy  of  the  licking  hound 

That  knows  no  future,  but  its  feeding  time  ! 

Mercy  has. eyes  that  pierce  the  ages — sees 

From  heights  divine  of  the  eternal  purpose 

Far-scattered  consequence  in  its  vast  sum ; 

Chooses  to  save,  but  with  illumined  vision 

Sees  that  to  save  is  greatly  to  destroy. 

'Tis  so  the  Holy  Inquisition  sees :  its  wrath 

Is  fed  from  the  strong  heart  of  wisest  lovei 

For  love  must  needs  make  hatred.     He  who  loVei 

God  and  his  law  must  hate  the  foes  of  God. 

And  I  have  sinned  in  being  merciful : 

Being  slack  in  hate,  I  have  been  slack  in  love. 

{He  takes  the  crucifix  and  holds  it  up  before  him,) 
Thou  shuddering,  bleeding,  tliirsting,  dying  God, 
Thou  Man  of  Sorrows,  scourged  and  bruised  and  tohi, 
Suffering  to  save — wilt  thou  not  judge  the  world  ? 
This  arm  which  held  the  children,  this  pale  hand 
That  gently  touched  the  eyelids  of  the  blind, 
And  opened  passive  to  the  cruel  nail, 
Shall  one  day  stretch  to  leftward  of  thy  throne, 
Cliarged  with  the  power  that  makes  the  lightning 

strong, 
And  hurl  thy  foes  to  everlasting  hell. 
And  thou,  Immaculate  Mother,  Virgin  mild. 
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Thon  seyenfold-pieroed,  ihon  pitjing,  pleading  Qneen, 
Shalt  see  aad  Bmile,  while  the  black  filthy  souls 
Sink  with  foul  weight  to  thefa:  eternal  place. 
Purging  Ihe  Holy  Light     Tea,  I  have  sinned 
And  called  it  men^.     But  I  shrink  no  more. 
Tomorrow  mom  this  temptress  shall  be  safe 
Under  the  Holy  Inquisition's  key. 
He  thinks  to  wed  her,  atnd  defy  me  then, 
She  being  shielded  by  our  house's  name. 
But  he  shall  never  wed  her.     I  have  said. 

The  time  is  come.     Hxurge,  Dtrntne^ 
Judica  causam  tuam.    Let  thy  foes 
Be  driven  as  the  smoke  before  the  wind^ 
And  malt  like  wax  upon  4ie  fanmct  Upl 


?84  tiftfc    fePANlSH   tJYPSt. 


A  large  chamber  richly  ^rHished  opening  on  a.terrtxce- 
g^ar^m'j  the  irees  vieible  through  ^e.  window  ik 
faint  moonlighti'.  Flowers,  kemging  ;  aJmU  ike 
winjfpWy  lit  up  hjf  th^  tapetB,  T^easkH  qjT 
jewels  open  on  a  Xable^  The  ^Id  iitcklme  fyiAg 
near.  F^pAJMAy.  ^^nd^ly  <it€^d  ami'  ^fHorn^ 
with  pearU  and.  rubies,  is  walking  «^'  and  'down* 

So  soft  a  night  was  never  made  for  sleep, 

But  for  the  waking  of  the  dStier  feenfie*  ' 

To  every  murmuring  and  gentle  Boniid, 

To  subtlest  (idcmrs,  •  jJulftefe,  Vijrftitigs         '    • 

That  touch  our  Mmi^  Svitfe  Wings  tb6  d^Uofet^ 

To  be  discerned  amid  the  blare  of  day. 

[She  pauses  near  the  window  to  gather  some 
jasmine :  then  walks  again,) 
Surely  these  flowers  keep  happy  watch — their  breath 
Is  their  fond  memory  of  the  loving  light. 
I  often  rue  the  hours  I  lose  in  sleep : 
It  is  a  bliss  too  brief,  only  to  see 
This  glorious  world,  to  hear  the  voice  of  love, 
To  feel  the  touch,  the  breath  of  tenderness, 
And  then  to  rest  as  from  a  spectacle. 
I  need  the  curtained  stillness  of  the  night 
To  live  through  all  my  haj)py  hours  again 


With  more  aelectipo.— -wU  thtfp  quite  awBy 

From  blemisbed  nKMftftOfri^     Tbea  \tx  lMalitu9i» 

Tlie  jGice  that  beut  l)€for^  me  in  th«  daj 

RUes  ia  ita  own  lights  moro  yirid  ii^0m^ 

Painted  upou  the  da^k,  aod  cea0«le«e  glows 

With  sweet  solemnity  of  gazing  lovej 

Till  like  the  he^ify^enly  l^ve  it  seems  to  grow 

Nearer,  (nore  kindred,  and  more  cherishing, 

Mingling  with  aU  my  being,    Th«u  the  woid^, 

The  tender  low-ton^d  woxdji  come  back  agpin^ 

With  repetition  welcome  aa  the  ct^me 

Of  softly  hnnying  brooks—"  My  only  Iqvf^ — 

Mj  love  whUe  life  sh^U  ]a^t — my  owM  FetU4i»a  J  *i 

Oh  it  is  n»oe — ^the  jqy  that  once  haa  been  I 

Poor  eager  hope  is  but  a  stammerer^ 

Must  list^i  dumbly  to  great  memory, 

Who  makes  ov^  ^)liss  the  sweeter  by  her  t(?lling.    • 

{8h^  pauses  a  mormint  musingly,) 
But  that  4;Unxb  hope  is  still  a  sleepix^  guard 
Whose  q^uiet  rhythmic  l^reath  eiavea  n\e  from  dread 
In  this  fair  paradise.     J^or  if  the  earth 
Broke  oS  with  flower-fringed  e4ge,  v^aibly  sheer, 
Leaving  no  footing  for  voy  fojcwajcd  step 
But  empty  bl^kneas  •  ^  . 

}  Nay,  there  is  no  fear — 

They  wiUrQpeiy:^b^W^lvjaf,.d?^y;Wdflajiiny,;    ..  . 
And  all  that  past  which  is  securely  mine, 
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Will  be  the^  hidden  root  thAt  nourishes 
Our  still  unfolding,  ever-ripening  love ! 

[While  she  is  uttering  the  last  words,  a  little  bird 
falls  softly  on  the  floor  behind  her;  she  hears 
the  light  sound  of  its  fall,  and  turns  round) 
Did  something  enter?  .... 

Yes,  this  Ettle  bird  .  . '.  : 

{She  lifts  it) 
Dead  and  y6t  warm  ;  'twas  seeking  sanctuary. 
And  died,  perhaps  of  fright,' at  the  altar  foot. 
Stay,  there  is  something  tied  beneaiii  the  wing  J 
A  strip  of  linen,  streaked  with  blood — ^what  blood  ? 
The  sfereaks  are'  written  words — are  setit  to  me — 

0  God,  are  sent  to  me  !     Dear  cMlcl,  Fedatma, 
Be  brave,  give  no  alarm — r/bur  Father  comes  ! 

{She  lets  the  bird  fall  again,) 
My  F&ther  .  .  .'comes  .  .  .  my  Fatther  ... 

{SJie  turns  in  quit^erihg  expectation  toward  the 
wmddw.  There  is  perfect  stillness  a  few 
moments  until  Zarca  appears  at  the  win- 
dow, '  He  enters  quicTcly  and  noiselessly ; 
'  then  stands  still  at  his  fill  height,  and  at 
a  distance  front  Fed  alma.) 
Fed  ALMA  (in  a  low  distinct  tone  of  terror), 

'  ■   '  It  ifi  he  I 

1  said  his  fate  had  laid  its  hold  on  mine. 
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Zarca  (advancing  a  step  or  two). 
Yon  know,  then,  who  I  am  ? 

Fedalma. 

The  prisoner — 
He  whom  I  saw  in  fetters — and  this  necklace.  ,  .  . 

Zarca. 

Was  played  with  by  yonr  fingers  when  it  hung 
About  my  neck, 'fall  fifteen  years  ago. 

Fedaxica  {looking  at  the  necklace  and  handling 
it,  then  speaking,  as  if  unconsoiously). 
Full  fifteen  years  ago  I 

Zarca. 

The  very  day 
I  lost  you,  when  you  wore  a  tiny  gown 
Of  scarlet  cloth  with  golden  broidery : 
'Twas  clasped  in  fi-ont  by  coins — two  golden  coins. 
The  one  upon  the  left  was  split  in  two 
Across  the  king's  head,  right  from  brow  to  nape, 
A  dent  i'  the  middle  nicking  in  the  cheek. 
You  see  I  know  the  little  gown  by  heart. 

Fedalma  [growing  paler  and  more  trerrmlous). 

Yes.     It  is  true — I  have  the  gbwn — the  clasps —  ' 
The  biaid-^Bore  tamisked  :-f-it  is  long  ago  1 
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Zabcia. 
But  yesterday  to  me  ;  for  till  to-day 
I  saw  you  always  as  that  little  child. 
And  when  they  took  my  necklace  from  me,  still 
Your  fingers  played  about  it  on  my  neck, 
And  still  those  buds  of  fingers  on  your  feet 
Caugjj^t  in  ii;^  meshes  as  you  seemeci  to  climl? 
Up  to  my  shoulder,     you  were  not  s.tolen  a^L 
You  had  a  double  life  fed  from  my  heart.  .  .  . 

(Fed ALMA,  letting  fall  the  necklace^  makes  an 

impulsive  movement  towards  him,  with 

outstretched  hands,) 
The  Gypsy  father  loves  his  children  well. 

Fedalma  [shrinking,  trembling,  and  letting  fall 
her  hands). 
How  came  it  that  you.  sought  me — no — I  mean    ,.. 
How  came  it  that  you  knew  me — that  you  lost  me  ? 

Zarca  [standing  perfectly  still). 
Poor  child  !  I  see — your  father  and  his  rags 
Are  welcome  as  the  piercing  wintry  wind 
Withia  tbi»  silken  chamber.     It  is  well. 
I  would  not  have  a  chilfi  who  stooped  to  feign^     . 
And  aped  a  ftuddoa  love.    Better^  teoe  hate., 
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Fedalma  [raising  her  eyes  towards  himj  with  a  flash 
of  admiration,  and  htoking  at  him  fixedly). 

Father,  how  was  it  tliat  we  lost  each  other  ? 

Zarca. 
I  lost  yon  as  a  himi  may  lose  a  gem 
Wherein  he  has  compressed  bis  total  wealth, 
Or  the  right  hand  whose  cunning  makes  him  great : 
I  lost  you  hy  a  trivial  accident. 
Marauding  Spaniaids,  eh?v^eeping  like  a  storm 
Over  a  spot  within  the  Moorifih  bounds, 
Near  where  our  camp  lay,  doubtless  snatched  you  up. 
When  Zind,  your  nuivey  as  she  confessed,  was  urged 
By  burning  thiiist  to  wander  toward  the  stream, 
And  leave  you  on  the  sand  some  paces  off 
Playing  with  pebbles^  while  she  dogJike  lapped* 
'Twas  so  I  lost  you — nerer  saw  you  more 
Until  to-day  I  saw  you  dancing  I     Saw 
The  daughter  of  the  Zincido  make  sport 
For  those  who  spit  upon  h^  people's  name. 

F£DALMA  [vehemientiy). 
It  was  not  sport    Wliat  if  the  world  looked  twi  7~    ' 
I  danced  for  joy— Jfor  lore  <tf  all  the  world* 
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But  when  you  looked  at  me  my  joy  was  stabbed — 
Stabbed  with  your  pain.     I  wondered  .  .  .  now  I 

know  .  •  . 
It  was  my  father's  pain. 

{She  pauses  a  moment  with  eyes  bent  downward, 
during  which  Zabga  examines  her  face. 
Then  she  says  quickly,) 

How  were  you  sure 
At  once  I  was  your  child  ? 

Zarga. 

I  had  witness  stnDng 
As  any  Cadi  needs,  before  I  saw  you  I 
I  fitted  all  my  memories  with  the  chat 
Of  one  named  Juan-*-one  whose  rapid  talk    . 
Showers  like  the  blossoms  from  a  light>twigged  shrub, 
If  you  but  cough  beside  it.     I  learned  all 
The  story  of  your  Spanish  nurture — all 
The  promise  of  your  fortune.     When  at  last 
I  fronted  you,  my  little  maid  full-grown, 
lielief  was  turned  to  vision :  then  I  saw 
That  she  whom  Spaniards  called  the  bright  Fedahm^— 
The  little  red-fixK^ked  foundling  three  years  old — 
(Jrown  to  Buoh  perfectness  the  Spanish  Duke 
Had  wooed  her  for  his  Doeh^ss — was  the  child, 
bole  odkpiiug  of  my  fledi^  that  Lambra  bare 
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One  hour  before  the  GhiifltiaQ,  hunting  ns. 
Hurried  her  on  to  death     Therefore  I  Bought — 
Therefore  I  come  to  claim  you — claim  my  child, 
Not  from  the  Spaniard,  not  from  him  who  robbed, 
But  &om  hersel£ 

(Fedauca  has  gradually  approached  close  to 
Zarca,  and  with  a  low  sob  sinks  on  her 
knees  before  him.  He  stoops  to  kins  her 
brow,  and  lays  his  hands  on  her  head) 

Zarca  (with  solemn  tenderness). 
Then  my  child  owns  her  father  ? 


Fm>A 

Father  I  yoB. 
I  will  eat  dust  before  I  will  deny 
The  flesh  I  spring  from. 

Zabca. 

There  my  daughter  sj)oke. 
Away  then  with  these  rubies  I 

[He  seizes  the  circlet  of  ntbies  and  flings  it  on 
the  ground.  Fedalma,  starting  from  the 
ground  with  strong  emotion,  shrinks  back- 
U^rd) 

Such  a  crqwn 
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Is  infamy  arotitid  a  Zincala's  brov^. 

It  is  her  people's  blood,  decking  her  shame. 

Fbdalma  {after  a  moment,  slowly  and  distmcfily^ 
as  if  accepting  a  doom). 
Then   »    .    .    I  was  born   .    .   ,   a  Zincala  ? 


Of  a  blood 


Zarca* 
Unmixed  as  virgin  wine-juice. 

FSDALICA. 

Of  a  race 
More  outcast  and  despfsed  than  Moor  or  Jew  ? 

Zabca. 
Yes  :  wanderers  whom  no  Gkwl  took  knowledge  of 
To  give  them  laws,  to  fight  for  them,  or  blight 
Another  race  to  make  them  ampler  room ; 
Who  havB  no  Whence  or  Whither  in  their  souls, 
No  dimmest  lore  of  glorious  ancestors 
To  make  a  common  hearth  for  piety* 

FfiDALHA* 

A  race  that  lives  on  prey  as  foxes  do 
With  stealthy,  petty  rapine  :  so  despised. 


I 
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It  is  not  paoieeated,  only  r^nraed, 
Cnaahed  vmderfoot^  warred  on  by  cbaoce  like  mtSi 
Or  swamuHg  flies,  or  reptOee  of  the  sen 
Dragged  in  the  net  vuioiigiiity  and  flung  fiur  ofi 
To  perish  as  they  may  ? 

You  paint  ns  well. 
So  abject  are  the  men  whose  blood  we  share : 
Untntored,  tlnbefriend^d,  unendowed ; 
No  feyourites  of  heaven  or  (rf  men* 
Therefore  I  Qling  to  them  !     Therefore  no  lure 
Shall  draw  me  to  disown  them,  or  forsake 
The  meagre  wandering  herd  that  lows  for  help, 
And  needs  me  for  its  guide^  to  seek  my  pasture 
Among  the  well-fed  beeves  that  gra^e  at  wijl^ 
Because  our  race  has  no  great  memories, 
I  will  so  live,  it  shall  remember  me 
For  deeds  of  such  divine  beneficence 
As  rivers  have,  that  teach  men  what  is  good 
By  blessing  them.     I  have  been  schooled — ^have 

caught 
Lore  from  the  Hebrew,  deftness  from  the  Moor — 
Know  tlue  rich  heritage,  the  milder  life, 
Of  natioaSi  firthered  by  a  mighty  Past ; 
But  were  our  race  accursed  (as  they  who  x»ake 
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Good  luck  a  gOd  count  all  unlucky  men) 
I  would  espouse  their  crurse  sooner  than  take 
My  gifts  from  brethren  nakfed  of  all  good, 
And  lend  them  to  the  rich  for  usury. 

(Fedalma  again  advances,  and  putting  forth  her 
right  hand  grasps  Zarca*s  left.  He  places 
his  other  hand  on  her  shoulder.  They  stand 
so,  looking  at  each  other,) 

■ '  ■  Zarca. 
And  you,  my  dhild  ?  are  you  of  other  mind, 
Choosing  forge tfiilness,  hating  the  truth 
That  says  you  are  akin  to  needy  men  ?— 
Wishing  your  father  were  some  Christian  Duke, 
Who  could  hang  Gypsies  when  their  task  was  done, 
While  you,  his  daughter,  were  not  bound  to  care  ? 

Fedalma  {in  a  troubled  eager  voice). 
No,  I  should  always  care — I  cared  for  you — 
For  all,  before  I  dreamed  •   .   .   . 

.    Zarca. 

Before  you  dreamed 
That  you  were  bom  a  Zincala — your  flesh 
Stamped  ^ith  your  people's  faith. 
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Fedalma  {bitterly). 

The  Gypsies' feith? 
Men  say  they  have  none. 

Zarca. 

01i|  it  is  a  faith 
Taught  by  no  priest,  but  by  their  beating  hearts : 
Faith  to  each  other :  the  fidelity 
Of  fellow-wanderers  in  a  desert  place 
Who  share  the  same  dire  thirst,  and  therefore  share 
The  scanty  water :  the  fidelity 
Of  men  whose  pulses  leap  with  kindred  fire, 
Who  in  the  flash  of  eyes,  the  clasp  of  hands. 
The  speech  that  even  in  lying  tells  the  truth 
Of  heritage  inevitable  as  birth, 
Nay,  in  the  silent  bodily  presence  feel 
The  mystic  stirring  of  a  common  life 
Which  makes  the  many  one  :  fidelity 
To  the  consecrating  oath  our  sponsor  Pate 
Made  through  our  infant  breath  when  we  were  bom 
The  fellow-heirs  of  that  small  island,  Life, 
Where  we  must  dig  and  sow  and  reap  with  brothers. 
Fear  thou  that  oath,  my  daughter — nay,  not  fear. 
But  love  it ;  for  the  sanctity  of  oaths ' 
Lies  not  in  lightning  that  avenges  them, 
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But  in  the  injury  wrought  by  broken  bonds 
And  in  the  gameted  good  of  human  trust. 
And  you  have  sw<5rn— 'even  with  your  infant  breath 
You  too  were  pledged  .... 

Fedalma  [letting  go  Zarca's  hand^  and  sinking  back- 
ward on  her  knees,  with  bent  head,  as  if  before 
some  impending  cncshtrt^  weight). 

To  what  ?  what  have  I  sworn'? 

Zarca. 
To  take  the  heirship  of  the  Gypsy's  child : 
The  child  of  him  who,  being  chief,  will  be 
The  saviour  of  his  tribe,  or  if  he  fail 
Will  choose  to  fail  rather  than  basely  win 
The  prize  of  renegades.     Nay,  will  not  choose — 
Is  there  a  choice  for  strong  souls  to  be  weak  ? 
For  men  erect  to  crawl  like  hissing  snakes? 
I  choose  not — I  am  Zarca.     Let  him  choose 
Who  halts  and  wavers,  having  appetite 
To  feed  on  garbage.     You,  my  child — are  you 
Halting  and  wavering  ? 

FedalUa  {misvMi  her  -Aecw?). 

Say  what  ig  my  tai^ 
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Zarcju 
To  be  the  angel  of  a  bomelesB  tribe : 
To  help  me  bless  a  race  taught  by  no  prophet 
And  make  their  name,  now  but  a  badge  of  acorn, 
A  glorious  banner  floating  in  their  midst, 
Stirring  the  air  they  breathe  with  impulses 
Of  generous  pride,  exalting  fellowship 
Until  it  soars  to  magnanimity, 
ril  guide  my  brethren  forth  to  their  new  land, 
Where  they  shall  plant  and  sow  and  reap  their  own, 
Serving  each  other's  needs,  and  so  be  spurred 
To  skill  in  all  the  arts  that  sucpour  Ijife ; 
Where  we  may  kindle  our  first  altar-fire 
From  settled  hearths,  and  call  our  Holy  Place 
The  hearth  that  binds  us  in  one  family. 
That  land  awaits  them :  they  await  their  chief^^*- 
Me  who  am  prisoned.     All  depends  on  you. 

Fedalva  {rUing  to  her  full  height,  and  looking 
aolemnl^  at  Zajbga). 

Father,  your  child  is  ready !     She  will  not 
Forsake  her  kindued :  ahe  wiU  braire  all  aconi 
Sooner  thjoi  soom  herself.     Let  Bpazdatxls  aU, 
Ohrurtians,  Jews,  Moors,  shoot  out  the  Up  and  ^y, 
"  Lo,  the  first  hero  in  a  tribe  of  thieres." 
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Is  it  not  written  so  of  them  ?    They,  too, 

Were  slaves,  lost,  wandering,  sunk  beneath  a  curse, 

Till  Moses,  Christ,  and  Mahomet  were  born, 

Till  beings  lonely  in  their  greatness  lived. 

And  lived  to  save  their  people.     Father,  listen. 

The  Duke  to-morrow  weds  me  secretly : 

But  straight  he  will  present  me  as  his  wife 

To  all  his  household,  cavaliers  and  dames 

And  noble  pages.     Then  I  will  declare 

Before  them  all,  "  I  am  his  daughter,  his, 

The  Gypsy's,  owner  of  this  golden  badge." 

Then  I  shall  win  your  freedom  ;  then  the  Duke — 

Why,  he  will  be  your  son  ! — will  send  you  forth 

With,  aid  and  honours.     Then,  before  all  eyes 

ril  clasp  this  badge  on  you,  and  lift  my  brow        ' 

For  you  to  kiss  it,  saying  by  that  sign, 

^'  I  glory  in  my  father."     This,  to-morrow. 

Zarca. 
A  woman's  dream — who  thinks  by  smiling  well 
To  ripen  figs  in  frost.     What !  marry  first, 
And  then  proclaim  your  birth  ?     Enslave  yourself 
To  use  your  freedoin  *?     Share  another's  name. 
Then  treat  it  as  you  will  V     How  will  that  tune 
Ring  hi.  your  bridegroom's  eajs — that  sudden  song 
Of  triumph  in  your  Gypa(y  father? 


THE    SPANISH    GYPSY.  149 

Fedalma  {discouraged). 

Nay, 
I  meant  not  so.     We  many  hastily — 
Yet  there  is  time — ^there  will  be  : — in  less  space 
Than  he  can  take  to  look  at  me,  Fll  speak 
And  tell  him  alL     Oh,  I  am  not  afraid  ! 
His  love  for  me  is  stronger  than  all  hate  ; 
Nay,  stronger  than  my  love,  which  cannot  sway 
Demons  that  haunt  me — tempt  me  to  rebel. 
Were  he  Fedalma  and  I  Silva,  he 
Could  love  confession,  prayers,  and  tonsured  monks 
If  my  soul  craved  them.     He  will  never  hate 
The  race  that  bore  hiiu  what  he  loves  the  most. 
I  shall  but  do  more  strongly  what  I  will. 
Having  his  will  to  help  me.     And  to-morrow, 
Father,  as  surely  as  this  heart  shall  beat. 
You — every  Gypsy  chained,  shall  be  set  free. 

Zarca  {coming  nearer  to  her,  and  laying  his 
hand  on  her  shoulder). 

Too  late,  too  poor  a  e^ervice  that,  my  child  1 
Not  so  the  won^an  who  would  save  her  tribe 
Must  help  its  heroes — not  by  wordy  breath, 
By  easy  prayers  strong  in  a  lover's  ear. 
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By  showering  wreaths  and  sweets  and  wafted  kisses, 

And  then,  when  all  the  smiling  work  is  done. 

Turning  to  rest  upon  her  down  again. 

And  whisper  languid  pity  for  her  race 

Upon  the  bosom  of  her  alien  spouse. 

Not  to  such  petty  mercies  as  can  fall 

'Twixt  stitch  and  stitch  of  silken  broidery, 

Such  miracles  of  mitred  saints  who  pause 

Beneath  their  gilded  canopy  to  heal 

A  man  sun-stricken  :  not  to  such  trim  merit 

As  soils  its  dainty  shoes  for  charity 

And  simpers  meekly  at  the  pious  stain. 

But  never  trod  with  naked  bleeding  feet 

Where  no  man   praised   it,  and  where  no  Church 

blessed : 
Not  to  such  almsdeeds  fit  for  holidays 
Were  you,  my  daughter,  consecrated — bound 
By  laws  that,  breaking,  you  will  dip  your  bread 
In  murdered  brother's  blood  and  call  it  sweet — 
Wlien  you  were  bom  beneath  the  dark  man's  tent. 
And  lifted  up  in  sight  of  all  your  tribe, 
Who  greeted  you  with  shouts  of  loyal  joy. 
Sole  offspring  df  the  chief  in  whom  they  trust 
As  in  the  offc-tried  never-failing  flint 
They  strike  their  fire  from.     Other  work  is  yows. 
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Fedalha. 
What  work  ? — what  is  it  that  you  ask  of  me  ? 

Zarca. 

A  work  as  pregnant  as  the  act  of  men 

Who  set  their  ships  aflame  and  spring  to  land, 

A  £aital  deed  .  .  ,  . 

Fedalma. 

Stay !  never  utter  it  I 
If  it  can  part  my  lot 'from  his  whose  love 
Has  chosen  me.     Talk  not  of  oaths,  of  birth, 
Of  men  as  numerous  as  ihe  dim  white  stars — 
As  cold  and  distant,  too,  for  my  heart's  pulse. 
No  ills  on  earth,  though  you  should  count  them  up 
With  grains  to  make  a  mountain,  can  outweigh 
For  me,  his  ill  wlio  is  my  supreme  love. 
All  sorrows  else  are  "but  imagined  flames. 
Making  me  sliudder  at  an  unfelt  smart ; 
But  his  imagined  sorrow  is  a  fire 
That  scorches  me. 

'  "ZarcL  ■•    ■ 

I  know;  I  fcndw  It  t^ll— 
The  &«t  young  pasfeionaie  Wail  of  spirits  ciall^ 
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To  some  great  destiny.     In  vain,  my  daughter  I 
Lay  the  young  eagle  in  what  nest  you  will, 
The  cry  and  swoop  of  eagles  overhead 
Vibrate  prophetic  in  its  kindred  frame, 
And  make  it  spread  its  wings  and.  poise  itself 
For  the  eagle's  flight.     Hear  what  you  have  to  do. 
(Fedalma  stands  half  averted,  as  if  she 

dreaded  the  effect  of  his  looks  and 

words.) 
My  comrades  even  now  file  off  their  chains 
In  a  low  turret  by  the  battlements, 
Where  we  were  locked  with  slight  and  sleepy  guard — 
We  who  had  files  hid  in  our  shaggy  hair, 
And  possible  ropes  that  waited  but  our  will 
In  half  our  garments.     Oh,  the  Moorish  blood 
Euns  thick  and  warm  to  us,  though  thinned  by  chrism. 
I  found  a  friend  among  our  gaolers — one 
Who  loves  the  Gypsy  as  the  Moor's  ally. 
I  know  the  secrets  of  this  fortress.     Listen. 
Hard  by  yon  terrace  is  a  narrow  stair, 
Cut  in  the  living  rock,  and  at  one  point 
In  its  slow  straggling  course  it  branches  off 
Towards  a  low  wooden  door,  that  art  has  bossed 
To  such  unevennesB,  it  seems  one  piece 
With  the  rough-hewn  rock.    Open  that  door,  it  leads 
Through  a  broad  passage  burrowed  under-ground 
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A  good  hal^mile  out  to  ike  open  plain : 
Made  for  escape,  in  dire  extremity 
From  siege  or  burning,  of  tlie  house's  wealth 
In  womea  or  in  gold.     To  find  that  door 
Needs  one  who  knows  the  nnmber  of  the  steps 
Just  to  the  tomin^point ;  to  open  it. 
Needs  one  who  fcnows  the  secret  of  the  bolt 
You  have  that  secret :  you  will  ope  that  door, 
And  fly  with  us. 

Fedalma  (receding  a  little^  mid  gathering  herself  up 
in  an  attitude  of  resolve  opposite  to  Zarca). 
No,  I  will  never  fly  I 
Never  forsake  that  chief  half  of  my  soul 
Where  lies  my  love.     I  swear  to  set  you  free. 
Ask  kfr  no  more ;  it  is  not  possible. 
Father,  my  soul  is  not  too  base  to  ring 
At  toudh  of  your  great  tdioughts ;  nay,  in  my  blood 
There  stremft  the  sen^e  unspeakable  of  kind, 
As  leopard  feels  at  eaise  with  leopard.    Butr— 
Look  at  these. hands  I    You  say  when  they  were  little 
They  played  abo^t  the  gold  upon  your  neck. 
I  do  believe  it,  few  their  tiny  pulse 
Made  record  of  it  m  the  imnost  coil 
Of  growic^  memory.     But  see  them  now  I 
Oh,  they  have  made  fresh  record ;  twined  themselves 
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With  other  throbbing  hands  whose  pulses  feed 
Not  memories  only  but  a  blended  life — 
Life  that  will  bleed  to  death  if  it  be  severed. 
Have  pity  on  me,  father  !     Wait  the  morning ; 
Say  you  will  wait  the  morning.     I  will  win 
Your  freedom  openly :  you  shall  go  forth 
With  aid  and  honours.     Silva  will  deny 
Nought  to  my  asking  .... 

Zarga  {with  contemptuous  decision). 

Till  you  ask  him  aught 
Wherein  he  is  powerless.     Soldiers  even  now 
Murmur  against  him  that  he  risks  the  town, 
And  forfeits  all  the  prizes  of  a  foray 
To  get  his  bridal  pleasure  with  a  bride 
Too  low  for  him.     They'll  murmur  more  and  louder 
If  captives  of  our  pith  and  sinew,  fit 
For  all  the  work  the  Spaniard  hates,  are  freed — 
Now,  too,  when  Spanish  hands  are  scanty.     What, 
Turn  Gypsies  loose  instead  of  hanging  them  I 
'Tis  flat  against  the  edict.     Nay,  perchance 
Murmurs  aloud  may  turn  to  silent  threats 
Of  some  well-sharpened  dagger ;  for  your  Duke 
Has  to  his  heir  a  pious  cousin,  who  deems 
The  Cross  were  better  served  if  he  were  Duke. 
Such  good  you'll  work  your  lover  by  your  prayers. 
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Fedalma. 
Then,  I  will  free  you  now  I     You  shall  be  safe, 
Nor  he  be  blamed,  save  for  his  love  to  me. 
I  will  declare  what  I  have  done  :  the  deed 
May  put  our  marriage  off  ...  . 

Zarca. 

Ay,  till  the  time 
When  you  shall  be  a  queen  in  Africa, 
And  he  be  prince  enough  to  sue  for  you. 
You  cannot  free  us  and  come  back  to  him. 

Fedalma. 

And  why  ? 

Zarca. 
I  would  compel  you  to  go  forth. 

Fedalma. 
You  tell  me  that  ? 

Zasca. 

Yes,  for  I'd  have  you  choose  ; 
Though,  b^g  of  the'  blood  you  are — my  blood— 
You  have  no  right  to  choose. 
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Fedalma. 
'  I  only  owe 

A  daughter's  dobt ;  I  was  not  born  a  slave. 

Zarca. 
No,  not  a  slave  ;  but  you  were  bom  to  reign. 
'Tis  a  compulsion  of  a  higher  sort, 
Whose  fetters  ai'e  the  net  invisible 
That  hold  all  life  together.     Roydl  deeds 
May  mdke  long  destinies  for  multitudes,  ' 
And  you  are  called  to  do  them.     You  belong 
Net  to  the  petty  round  of  circumstance 
That  makes  a  woman's  lot,  but  to  your  tribe, 
Who  trust  in  me  and  in  my  blood  with  trust 
That  men  call  blind  ;  bat  it  is  only  blind 
As  unyeaned  reason  is,  that  grows  .and  stirs 
Within  the  womb  of  superstition. 

Fedalma. 

No! 
I  belong  to  him  who  lovetf  me — whom  I  love — 
Who  otiose  mer-7-whom  I  ohose — to  whom  I  pledged 
A.womaa's  truth.     And  that  is  saatuUe  too^ 
Issuing  a  fresher  law  tbuutk  l^ws.of  biriilu 
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Zarca. 

Unmake  yourself,  then,  from  a  Zineala — 
Unmake  yourself  from  being  child  of  mine ! 
Take  holy  water,  cross  your  dark  skin  white ; 
EoTind  yonr  pnond  eyes  to  foolish  kitten  looks  ; 
Walk  mincnngly,  and  smirk,  and  twitch  your  robe  : 
Unmake  yourself — doff  all  tlie  eagle  plumes 
And  be  a  parrot,  chained  to  a  ring  that  slips 
Upon  a  Spaniard*?  thumb,  at  will  of  his 
That  you  should  prattle  o*er  his  words  again  I 
€^  a  small  heatt  that  flutters  at  the  smiles 
Of  that  plimip  penitent,  that  greedy  saint 
Who  breaks  all  treaties  in  the  name  of  QoA, 
Saves  0Oiols  by  confiscation,  sends  to  heaven 
The  altat^bmes  of  burning  hereti<is, 
And  ^nffers  with  the  Levite  for  the  gold  • 
Holds  Gypsies  beasts  unfit  for  sacrifice, 
So  sweeps  them  out  like  worms  alive  or  dead. 
Gro,  trail  your  gold  and  velvet  in  her  court  f — 
A  coiisciouis  Zinoala,  smile  at  yt>ur  rare  hick, 
While  half  your  brethren  .... 

I  am  not  so  vile ! 
It  is  not  to  suoli  mockeries^  that  I  .olmg, 
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Not  to  the  flaring  tow  of  gala-lights  ; 
It  is  to  him — my  love — the  face  of  day. 

Zarca. 
What,  will  you  part  him  from  the  air  he  breathes, 
Never  inhale  with  him  although  you  kiss  him  ? 
Will  you  adopt  a  soul  without  its  thoughts,  . 
Or  grasp  a  life  apart  from  flesh  and  blood? 
Till  then  you  cannot  wed  a  Spanish  Duke 
And  not  wed  shame  at  mention  of  your  race, 
And  not  wed  hardness  to  their  miseries- 
Nay,  not  wed  murder.     Would  you  save  my  life 
Yet  stab  my  purpose  ?  maim  my  every  limb, 
Put  out  my  eyes,  and  turn  me  loose  to  feed  ? 
Is  that  salvation  ?  rather  drink  my  blood. 
That  child  of  mine  who  weds  my  enemy — 
Adores  a  God  who  took  no  heed  of  Gypsies — 
Forsakes  her  peoplei,  leaves  their  poverty    . 
To  join  the  luckier  crowd  that  mocks  their  woes — 
That  child  of  mine  is  doubly  murderess, 
Murdering  her  father's  hope,  her  people's  trust. 
Such  draughts  are  mingled  in  your  cup  of  love ! 
And  when  you  have  become  a  thing  so  poor, 
Your  life  is  all  a  fashion  without  law 
Save  fr?iil  conjecture  of  a  changing  wish, 
Your  worshipped  sun,  yptp:  smiling  face  of  day, 
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Will  turn  to  cloudiness,  and  you  will  shiver 
In  your  thin  finery  of  vain  desire. 
Men  call  his  passion  madness ;  and  he,  too, 
May  learn  to  think  it  madness  :  *tis  a  thought 
Of  ducal  sanity. 

FfiDALMA. 

No,  he  is  true ! 
And  if  I  part  from  him  I  part  from  joy. 
Oh,  it  was  morning  with  us — I  seemed  young. 
But  now  I  know  I  am  an  aged  soirow — 
My  people's  sorrow.     Father,  since  I  am  yours — 
Since  I  must  walk  an  unslain  sacrifice, 
Canying  the  knife  within  me,  quivering — 
Put  cords  upon  me,  drag  me  to  the  doom 
My  birth  has  laid  upon  me.     See,  I  kneel : 
I  cannot  will  to  go. 

Zabca. 
Will  then  to  stay  I 
Say  you  will  take  your  better,  painted  such 
By  blind  desire,  and  choose  the  hideous  worse 
For  thousands  who  were  happier  but  for  you. 
My  thirty  followers  are  assembled  now 
Without  this  terrace  :  I  your  father  wait 
Tliat  you  may  lead  us  forth  to  liberty — 
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Kestore  me  to  my  tribe — five  hiindred  meii     ' 
Whom  I  alone  can.  save,  alone  oitn  rule, 
And  plant  them  as  a  mighty  nation's  seed. 
Why,  vagabonds  who  clustered  round  one  mtoi, 
Their  voice  of  God,  their  prophet  and  their  king, 
Twice  grew  to  empire  on  the  teeming  shores 
Of  Africa,  and  sent  new  royalties 
To  feed  afresh  the  Arab  sway  in  Spain. 
My  vagabonds  are  a  seed  more  genei»iifiL, 
Quick  as  the  serpent,  loving  as  the  hound, . 
And  beautiful  as  disinherited  gods. 
They  have  a  promised  land  beyond  the  sea :  . 
There  I  may  lead  them,  raise  my  standard,  call 
The  wandering  Zincali  to  that  new  hoBcuey 
And  make  a  nation — bring  lights  order,  law, 
Instead  of  ohaoe.     You,  my  only  heir^ 
Are  called  to  reign  for  me  when  I  am  gone*    . 
Now  choose  your  deed  :  to  save  or  to  destroy. 
You,  a  born  Zincala,  you,  fortunate 
Above  your  feUows — you  who  hold  a  curse 
Or  blessing  in  the  hollow  of  your  hand — 
Say  you  will  loose  that  band  from  fellowship, 
Let  go  the  rescuing  rope,  hurl  aU  the  tribes, 
Children  and  cotUitlBsa  beings  yet  to  come, 
Down  from  the  upward  path  of  light  and  joy^ 
Back  to  the,  dftrk  and  marshjy  wilderness^. 
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Wh^e  life  is  nought  but  blind  tenacity 

Of  that  which  is.     Say  you  will  curse  your  race  I 


Fedalma  {rising  and  stretching  out  her  arms 
in  deprecation). 

No,  no — I  wiU  not  say  it — I  will  go  I 
Father,  i  ohooee  1     I  will  not  tate  a  heaven 
Haunted  by  shrikes  of  iar-off  misery. 
This  deed  and  I  have  ripened  with  the  hours: 
It  is  a  part  of  me^*-^  wakened  thought 
That,  rising- like  a  giant,  masters  me. 
And  grows  into  ar  doom.     0  mother. life, 
That  seemed  to  nourish  me  so  tenderly, 
Even  in  the  womb  you  vowed  me  to  the  flre, 
Hung  on  my  soul  the  burden  of  men's  hopes, 
And  pledged  me  to  redeem  ! — Fll  pay  the  debt. 
You  gave  me  strength  that  I  should  pour  it  all 
Into  this  anguisfa.     I  can  never  shrink 
Back  into  bliss — ^my  heart  has  growtt  too  big 
With  things  that  might  be.     Father,  I  will  go. 
I  will  strip  off  these  gems.     Some  happier  bride 
Shall  wear  them,  since  Fedalma  woiald  be  dowered 
With  nought  but  curses,  dowered  with  misery 
Of  men-*-of  w6men,  who  have  liearts  to  bleed 
As  hers  is  bleeding. 
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{She  sinks  on  a  seat,  and  begins  to  take  off  Tier 
jewels.) 

Now,  good  gems,  we  part. 
Speak  of  me  always  tenderly  to  Silva. 

[She  pauses,  turning  to  Zaeca.) 
0  father,  will  the  women  of  our  tribe 
Suffer  as  I  do,  in  the  years  to  come 
When  you  have  made  them  great  in  Africa  ? 
Kedeemed  from  ignorant  iUa  only  to  feel 
A  conscious  woe  ?     Then — is  it  worth  the  paind? 
Were  it  not  better  when  we  reach  that  shore 
To  raise  a  fiineral-pile  and  perish  aU, 
So  closing  up  a  myriad  avenues    . 
To  misery  yet  un wrought  ?     My  soul  is  faint — 
Will  these  sharp  pangs  buy  any  certain  good?. 

^^ Zarca. 

Nay,  never  falter :  no  great  deed  is  done 
By  falterers  who  ask  for  certainty. 
No  good  is  certain,  but  the  steadfast  mind^ 
The  undivided  will  to  seek  the  good  : 
*Ti8  that  com;pels  the  elements,  and  wrings 
A  human  music  from  the  indifferent  air. 
The  greatest  gift  the  hero  leaves  his  race 
Is  to  have  been  a  hero.     Say  we  fail !-— 
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We  feed  the  high  tradition  of  the  world, 
And  leave  our  Hpirit  in  our  children's  breasts. 

Fjsdalma  {unclcLsping  her  jewelled  belt^  and 
«    throwing  it  dawn). 
Yes,  say  that  we  shall  &il  I     I  will  not  cotint 
On  anght  but  being  &ithfuL     I  will  take      ] 
This  yearning  self  of  mine  and  strangle  it. 
I  will  not  beihalf4iearted  :  never  yet 
Fedalma  did  aught  with  a  wavering  soul. 
Die,  my.  young  joy — die,  all  my  hungry  hopes— 
The  milk  you  ciy  for  from  the  breast  of  life 
Is  thick  with  curses.     Oh,  all  &tness  here 
Snatches  its  meat  from  leanness — feeds  on  graves. 
I  will  seek  nothing  bnt  to  shmi  base  joy. 
The  saints  were  cowards  who  stbod  by  to  see 
Christ  crucified:  they  should  have  iiung  themselves 
Upon  the  Roman  spears,  and  died  in  vain — 
The  grandest  death,  to  die  in  vain — for  love 
Greater  than  sways  the  forces  of  the  world  I 
That  death  shall  be  my  bridegroom.     I  will  wed 
The  curse  that  blights  my  people.     Father,  (X)iiie  I 

^ARCA. 

No  curse  has  &Uen  on  us  till  we  cease 
To  help  eaoh  other.     You,  if  you  are  false 


164  THE   SPA;NISH   GYPSY. 

To  that  first  fellowship^  lay  on  the  curse. 
But  write  now  to  the  Spaniard :  briefly  say 
That  I,  your  father,  came ;  that  you  obeyed 
The  fete  which  ma,de  you  Zincala,  as  his  fate 
Made  him  a  Spanish  duke  and  Christian  knight. 
He  must  not  think  ..... 

Yes,  I,  will  write,  but  he^^' 
Oh,  he  would  know  it — ^he  would  nevbr  think 
The  chain  that  dragged  me  from  him  could  be  aught 
But  scorching  iron  entering  in  my  aouL 

•  ■    '    {ShewriMs.) 
Silva^  sole  l&ve — he  came— my  father  ccme. 
I  am  the  daughter  of  the  Gypsy  cMef  •    ! 

Who  means  to  be  the  Saviour  of  our  tribet 
He  calls  on  me  to  live  for  his  great  end.  ' 

To  live  f  nay  J  die  for  it.     Fedabna  dies 
In  leaving  Siiva  :  all  that  lives  henceforth 
Is  t?ie  poor  Zincala.  (She  rise^.) 

Father,  now.  I  go 
To  wed  my  people's  lot. 

Zarga. 

To  wed  a  crown. 
Our  people's  lowly  lot  we  will  make  royal— 
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Give  it  a  country,  homes,  and  monuments 

Held  sacred  through  the  lofty  memories 

That  we  shall  leave  behind  us.    Come,  my  Queen  ! 

Fedalma. 
Stay,  my  betrothal  rinej  I — one  kiss — farewell  I 
0  love,  you  were  my  crown.     No  other  crown 
Is  aught  but  thorns  on  my  poor  woman's  brow. 
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BOOK    II. 


BOOK    II. 


StLYA  waB  marehkig  homeward  ivhiie  the  msioa 
Still  8h«d  mild  brightndSB  like  ilie  fkr-off  bope 
Of  those  pale  virgin  live«  tliat  wait  aiid  pray. 
The  stars  thin^oattered  made  the  heaiens  llurg^ 
fiending'  in  slow  prooeBaioii ;  in  the  e«w9t 
Eme^eatirom  the  dark  waves  of  the  hilk. 
Seeming  a  little  siflter  of  the  moon. 
Glowed  VenQB  all  nnquenched.     Silva,  in  haete, 
Exultant  and  yet  anxious^  urged  his  troop 
To  quick  and  quicker  march  c  he  had  delight 
In  forward  i^tretching  shadowB^  in  the  gleams 
That  travelled  on  the  armour  of  the  van^ 
And  in  the  many-hoofed  sound :  in  all  that  told 
Of  hurrying  movement  to  olertake  his  thought 
Already  in  Bedmar/dose  to  Fedalma,  .  : 
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Leading  her  forth  a  wedded  bride,  fast  vowed, 
Defying  Father  Isidor.     His  glance 
Took  in  with  much  content  the  priest  who  rode 
Firm  in  his  saddle,  stalwart  and  broad-backed, 
Crisp-curled,  and  comfortably  secular, 
Eight  in  the  front  of  him.     But  by  degrees 
Stealthily  faint,  disturbing  with  slow  loss 
That  showed  not  yet  full  promise  of  a  gain, 
The  light  was  changing,  and  the  watch  intense 
Of  moon  and  stars  seemed  weary,  shivering : 
The  sharp  white  brightness  passed  from  off  the  rocks 
Carryitig  the  shadows  :  beauteous  Night  lay  dead 
Under  the  pall  of  twilight,  and  the  love»star 
Sickened  and  shrank.     The  troop  was  wiiading  now 
Upward  to  where  a  pass  between  the  peaks 
Seemed  like  an  opened  gate — to  Silva  seemed        i 
An  outer-gate  of  heaven,  for  through  that  pass 
They  entered  his  own  valley,  near  Bedmar. 
Sudden  within  the  pass  a  horseman  rose, 
One  instant  dark  upon  the  banner  pale 
Of  rock-cut  sky,  the  next  in  motion  swift 
With  hat  and  plume  high  shaken — ominoua. 
Silva  had  dreamed  his  future,  and  the  dream 
Held  not  this  messenger.     A  minute  more — 
It  was  hifi  friend  Don  Alvar  whom  he  saw 
Reining  his  horse  up,  faoe  to  face  with  him, 
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Sad  as  the  twilight,  all  his  clothes  ill-girt — 

As  if  he  had  been  roused  to  see  one  die, 

And  brought  the  news  to  him  whom  death  had  robbed. 

Silva  believed  he  saw  the  worst — the  town 

Stormed  by  the  infidel — or,  oould  it  be 

Fedalma  dragged  ? — no,  there  was  not  yet  time. 

But  with  a  marble  fece,  he  only  said, 

«  What  eril,  Alvar  ?  " 

'^  What  this  paper  speaks.'! 
It  was  Fedalma's  letter  folded  close 
And  mute  as  yet  for  Silva.     But  his  friend 
Keeping  it  still  sharp-pinched  against  his  breast, . 
**  It  will  smite  hard,  my  lord  :  a  private  grie£ 
I  would  not  have  you  pause  to  read  it  here. 
Let  us  ride  on — we  use  the  moments  best, 
Reaching  the  town  with  speed.     The  smaller  ill 
Is  that  our  Gypsy  prisoners  have  escaped." 
**  No  more.     Give  me  the  paper — nay,  I  know- — . 
'Twill  mak«  no  difference.    Bid  them  march  on  faster." 
Silva  pushed  forward — held  the  paper  crushed  , 
Close  in  his  right.     "  They  have  imprisoned  hear," 
He  said  to  Alvar  in  low,  hard-cut  tones, 
like  a  dream-speech  of  slumbering  revenge. 
"  No — ^when  they  came  to  fetch  her  she  was  gone." 
Swift  as  the  right  touch  on  a  spring,  that  word     . 
Made  Silva  read  the  letter.     She  was  gone  I 
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But  not  into  locked  darkness — only  gone        . .  ,   ;  - 

Into  free  air — where  he  might  find  her  yet.    ,-'•' 

The  bitter  loss  had  triumph  in  it — what  I 

They  would  have  seized  her  with  their  holy  claws 

The  Prior's  sweet  morsel  of  despotic  hate  ; 

Was  snatched  from  oiFhis  lips*     Thia  misery   .  . 

Had  yet  a  taste  of  joy.  . 

But  she  was  gone ! 
The  sun  had  risen,  and  in  the  castle  walls 
The  light  grew  strong  and  stronger.    Silva  waiked. 
Through  the  long  corridor  where  dimness  yet 
Cherished  a  lingering,  flickering^  dying  hope  : 
Fedalma  still  was  there— he  could  not  see 
The  vacant  place  that  once  her  presence  filled*        I 
Can  we  believe  that  the  dear  dead  are  gotie  ?  . 
Love  in  sad  weeds  forgets  the  funeral  day, 
Opens  the  chamber  door  and  almost  smiles—  ' 

Then  i^ees  the  sunbeams  pierce  athwart  the  bed 
Where  the  pale  face  is  not     So  Slilva'0  joy. 
Like  the  sweet  habit  of  caressing  hands 
Thftt  seek  the  memory  of  another  hand^    ■ 
Still  lived  on  fitfully  in  spite  of 'worde, 
And,  numbing  thought  with  vague  illufiion,  dulled.. 
Th^  slow  and  steadfiist  beat  of  certainty. 
But  in  the  rooms  inexorable  light 
Streamed  through  the  open  window  where  she  fled^ 
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Streamed  on  the  belt  and  coronet  thrown  down— 
Mute  witnesses — sought  out  the  typic  ring 
That  sparkled  on  the  orimson,  solitary^ 
Wounding  him  like  a  word.     0  hateful  light ! 
It  filled  the  chambers  with  her  absence,  glared 
On  all  the  motionless  things  her  hand  had  touched) 
Motionless  all — ^save  where  old  Inez  lay 
Sunk  on  the  fio<Mr  holding  her  xosary, 
Making  its  shadow  tremble  with  her  fear. 
And  Silva  passed  her  by  because  she  grieved : 
It  was  the  lute,  the  gemsy  the  pictured  heads, 
He  longed  to  cmsh,  because  they  made  no  sign 
But  of  insistance  that  she  was  not  there, 
She  who  had  filled  his  sight  and  hidden  them. 
He  went  forth  on  ihe  terrace  toward  the  stairs, 
Saw  the  ruined  petals  of  the  cistus  flowers 
Crushed  by  large  feet ;  but  on  one  shady  spot 
Wta  down  the  eteps^  where  datapness  made  a  home, 
He  saw  a  footprint  dclioate-slippered,  small, 
So  dear  to  him,  he  seatehed  for  sister-prints,^ 
Searched  in  the  rock*hewn  passage  with  a  If^mp 
For  other  trace  of  her,  and  foimd  a  glove  ; 
But  not  Fedalma's.     It  was  Juan's  glove, 
Tasselled;  perfumed,  embroidered  with  his  name, 
A  gift  of  d^uoies.     Then  Juan,  too,  was  gone? 
Full-moa<ihed  conjecture,  hurrying  through  the  town, 
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Had  spread  the  tale  already :  it  was  he 

That  helped  the  Gypsies'  flight.    He  talked  and  saiig 

Of  nothing  but  the  Gypsies  and  Fedalma. 

He  drew  the  threads  together,  wove  the  plan ; 

Had  lingered  out  by  moonlight,  had  been  seen  ■ 

Spoiling,  as  was  his  wont,  within  the  walls, 

Humming  his  ditties.     So  Don  Alvar  told. 

Conveying  outside  rumour.     But  the  Duke, 

Making  of  haughtiness  a  visor  closed, 

Would  show-  no  agitated  front  in  quest 

Of  small  disclosures.     What  her  writing  bore 

Had  been  enough.     He  knew  that  she  was  gone. 

Knew  why. 

"  The  Duke,"  some  said,  "  will  send  a  force, 
Betake  the  prisoners,  and  bring  back  his  bride." 
But  others,  winking,  "  Nay,  her  wedding  dress 
Would  be  the  san-benito,     'Tis  a  fight 
Between  the  Duke  and  Prior.    Wise  bets  will  choose 
The  churchman :  he's  the  iron,  and  the  Duke  .  .  .  *" 
"  Is  a  ^ne  piece  of  pottery,"  said  mine  host. 
Softening  the  sarcasm  with  a  bland  regret. 

There  was  the  thread  that  in  the  new-made  knot 
Of  obstinate  circumstance  seemed  hardest  drawn, 
Vexed  most  ithe  sense  of  Silva,  in  these  hours 
Of  fresh  and  angry  pain— there,  in  that  %ht 
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Against  a  foe  whose  sword  was  magical, 

His  shield  invisible  terrors — ^against  a  foe 

Who  stood  as  if  upon  the  smokijig  mount 

Ordaining  plagues.     All  else,  Fedalma's  flighti 

The  father's  claim,  her  Gjpsy  birth  disclosed, 

Were  momentary  crosses,  hindrances 

A  Spanish  noble  might  despise.     This  Chief 

Might  still  be  treated  with,  would  not  refuse 

A  proffered  ransom,  which  would  better  serve 

Gypsy  prosperity,  give  him  more  power 

Over  his  tribe,  than  any  fatherhood ; 

Nay,  all  the  father  in  him  musit  plead  loud 

For  marriage  of  his  daughter  where  she  loved — 

Her  love  being  placed  so  high  and  lustrously. 

The  Gypsy  chieftadn  had  foreseen  a  price 

That  would  be  paid  him  for  his  daughter's  dower — , 

Might  soon  give  signs.     Oh,  ail  his  purpose  lay 

Face  upward.     Silva  here  felt  strong,  and  smiled. 

What  could  a  Spanish  noble  not  command  ? 

He  only  helped  the  Queen,  because  he  chose ; 

Could  war  on  Spaniards,  and  could  spare  the  Moor ; 

Buy  justice,  or  drfeat  it — if  he  would  : 

Was  loyal,  not  from  weakness  but  froon  strength 

Of  high  resolve  to  use  liis  birthright  well.. 

For  nobles  too  are  gods,  like  Emperor^, 

Accept  perforcj3  their  own  diviijity. 
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Aiid  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  their  touch, 

Till  obstinate  resistance  shakes  their  creed, 

Shattering  that  self  whose  wholeness  is  not  rounded 

Save  in  tiie  plastic  souls  of  other  men. 

Don  Silva  had  been  suckled  in  that  creed 

(A  high-taught  speculative  noble  else), 

Held  it  absurd  as  foolish  argument 

If  any  failed  in  deference,  was  too  proud 

Not  to  be  courteous  to  so  poor  a  knave 

As  one  who  knew  not  necessary  trutibs  ^ 

Of  birth  and  dues  of  rank  ;  but  cross  his  will, 

The  miracle-working  will,  his  rage  leaped  out ' 

As  by  a  right  divine  to  rage  more  fatal 

Than  a  mere  mortal  man's.     And  now  that  will 

Had  met  a  stronger  adversary-^strong  •       ' 

As  awful  ghosts  are  whom  we  cannot  touch,         .      •* 

While  they  clutch  ws,  subtly  as  poisoned  air, 

In  deep-laid  fibres  of  inherited  fear 

That  he  below  all  courage. 

S^lva  said, 
"  She  IS  not  lost  to  me,  might  still  be  mine 
But  for  the  Inquisition^— the  dire  hand 
That  waits  to  chitch  her  with  a  hideous  grasp 
Not  passionate,  human,  living,  but  a  grasp 
As  in  the  death-throe  when  the  human  soul 
Departs  and  leaves  foi^ce  unrelenting,  looked, 
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Not  to  be  loosened  save  by  slow  decay 

That  frets  the  universe.     Father  Isidor 

Has  willed  it  so :  his  phial  dropped  the  oil 

To  catch  the  air*bome  motes  o^  idle,  slander ; 

He  fed  the  fiiflcmated  gaze  that  clung 

Bound  all  her  jDovements,  frank  as  growths  of  spring. 

With  the  new  hateful  interest  of  suspicion. 

What  bairier  is  thia  Gypsy  ?  a  mere  gate 

m  find  the  key  £ar.     The  one  barrier. 

The  tightening  ooni  that  winds  about  my  limbs, 

Is  this  kind  uncle,  this  imperious  saint, 

He  who  will  save  me,  guard  me  from  mys^. 

And  he  can  work  his  will :  I  have  no  help 

Sa^«  r^tiie  seerecy,  and  no  revenge 

Saye  thf^  I  mil  do  what  he  schemes  to  hinder. 

Ay,  secrecy,  and  disobedience — -these 

No  tyranny  can  master.     Disobey  1 

You  may  divide  the  universe  with  God, 

Eeepiz^  your  will  unbent,  and  hold  a  v/atlA 

Where  He  is  not  supreme.    The  Prior  shall  know  it ! 

His  will  shall  breed  resistance :  he  shall  do 

The  thing  he  would  not,  ftirther  what  he  hates 

By  hatdening  my  resolve." 

But  *neath  this  speech— 
Defiant,  hectoring,  the  more  passionate  voice 
Of  many-blended  consciousness — th^e  breathed 
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Murmurs  of  doubt,  the  weakness  of  a  self 
That  is  not  one  ;  denies  and  yet  believes  ; 
Protests  with  passion,  "  This  is  natural " — 
Yet  owns  the  other  still  were  truer,  better, 
Could  nature  follow  it :  a  self  disturbed 
By  budding  growths  of  reason  premature 
That  breed  disease.     With  all  his  outflung  rago 
Silva  half  shrank  before  the  steadfast  man 
Whose  life  was  one  compacted  whole,  a  realm. 
Where  the  rule  changed  not,  and  the  law  was  strong 
Then  that  reluctant  homage  stirred  new  hate,  . 
And  gave  rebellion  an  intenser  will. 

But  soon  this  inward  strife  the  slow-paced  hours 

Slackened  ;  and  the  soul  sank  with  hunger-pangs, 

Hunger  of  love.     Debate  was  swept  right  down  ■ 

By  certainty  of  loss  intolerable. 

A  little  loss  !  only  a  dark-tressed  maid 

Who  had  no  heritage  save  her  beauteous  being  I 

But  in  the  og-ndour  of  her  virgin  eyeg  .   , 

Saying,  I. love  ;  and  in  the  mystic  charm 

Of  her  dear  presence,  Silva  found  a  heaven 

Where  faith  and  hope  were  drowned  as  stars  ia.day, 

Fedalma  there,  each  momentary  Now 

Seemed  a  whole  blest  existence,  a  full  cup 

Tliat,  flowing  over,  asked  no  pouring  hand 
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From  past  to  futnre.     All  the  world  was  hers, 

Splendour  was  but  the  herald  trumpet-note 

Of  her  imperial  coming :  penury 

Vanished  before  her  as  bef<we  a  gem, 

The  pledge  of  treasuries.     Fedalma  there, 

He  thought  all  loveliness  was  lovelier, 

She  crowning  it :  all  goodness  credible, 

Because  of  that  great  trust  her  goodness  bred. 

For  the  strong  current  of  the  passionate  love 

Which  urged  his  life  tow'rd  hers,  like  urgent  floods 

That  hurry  through  the  various-mingled  earth, 

Carried  within  its  stream  all  qualities 

Of  what  it  penetrated,  and  made  love 

Only  another  name,  as  Silva  was, 

For  the  whole  man  that  breathed  within  his  frame 

And  she  was  gone.     Well,  goddesses  will  go ;  . 

But  for  a  noble  there  were  mortals  left 

Shaped  just  like  goddesses^ — lO  hateful  sweet  I 

O  impudent  pleasure  that  should  dare  to  front 

With  vulgar  visage  memories  divine.  I 

The  noWe's  birthright  of  mii!aouXaus  will . 

Turning  /  toould  to  mti^t  be,  spuming  aU 

Offered  as  substitute  for  what  it  c^ose, 

Tightened  and  fixed  in  strain  irrevocable 

The  passionate  selection  of  that  kve 

Which  came  not  first  but  as  all-ooiiqu€iring:Jast. 
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Great  Love  has  many  attributes,  and  shrineB         ' 
For  varied  worship,  but  his  force  divine 
Shows  most  its  many-'named  fulness  in  the  man 
Whose  nature-  multitudinously  mixed — 
Each  ardent  impulse  grappling  with  a  thought—* 
Resists  all  easy  gladness,  all  content  '. 

Save  mystic  rapture,  where  the  questioning  soul: 
Flooded  with  consciousness  of  good  that  is 
Finds  life  one  bounteous  answer.     So  it  was 
In  Silva's  nature,  LoVe  had  mastery  there, 
Not  as  a  holiday  ruler,  but  as  one 
Who  quells  a  tumult  in  ^  day  of  dread,  ' 

A  welcomed  despot.        '  -     ' 

0  all  comforters, 
All  soothing  things  that  bring  mild  ecstasy. 
Came  with  her  coming,  in  her  presenee  lived. 
Spring  afternoons,  when  delicate  shadows  fall 
Pencilled  upon  the  grass  ;  high  summer  moro^ 
When  white  light  rains  upon  the  quiet  sea   -^ 
And  com-fiel'ds  flush  with  ripeness  ;  odouts  soft-^ 
Dumb  vagrant  bliss  that  seems  to  seek  a  home  ■ 
And  find  it  deep  within,  'mid  stirrings  vague        « 
Of  far-off  moments  when  our  life  was  fresh  \ 
All  sweetly-tempered  music,  gentle  change    ' 
Of  sound,  form,  colour,  as  on  wide  lagoons 
At  sunset  wh^n  from  bladk  faivfloatizLg  piowa    . 
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CoTiMs  a  olear  wafted  song ;  all  exquisite  joy 

Of  a  subdued  desire,  Uke  some  strong  stream 

Made  placid  in  tlie  folness  of  a  lake — 

All  came  with  her  sweet  presence,  for  she  brought 

The  love  supreme  which  gathers  to  its  realm 

All  powers  of  loving.     Subtle  nature's  hand 

Waked  with  a  toueh  the  far4inked  harmonies 

In  her  own  manifold  work.     Fedalma  there, 

Fastidiousness  became  the  prelude  fine 

For  ftiU  contentment ;  and  young  melancholy, 

Lost  for  its  origin,  seemed  but  the  pain 

Of  waiting  for  lliat  perf^t  happiness. 

The  happiness  wa9  gooe ! 

He  sate  alone, 
HatiAg  oompoBionship'thsBt  was  not  h^rs  } 
Felt  bruised  with  hopelesa* longing;  drank,  as  wine, 
Ulusionst  of  what  had  been,  would  have  been  ; 
Weary  with  anger  and  a  strained  resolve, 
Sought  passive  happiness  in  waking  dreams. 
It  has  been  so  with  rulem,  emperors. 
Nay,  <dage«  who  h^ld  secrets  of  greaft  Time, 
Sharing  his  hoc^y  and  beneficent  life—*-  » 

Men  who  sate  throned  among  the  multitudes — 
They  have  sore  sickened  at  the  loss  of  one. 
Silva  sat  lotiely  in  h«r  chamber,  leaned 
Where*  she  had  leaned^  to  fed  the  evening  breath 
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Shed  from  the  orange  trees  ;  when  suddenly 
His  grief  was  echoed  in  a  sad  young  voice 
Far  and  yet. near,  brought  by  aerial  wings. 

The  world  is  great :  the  birds  all  Jly  from  me, 
The  stars  are  golden  fruit  upon  a  tree 
All  out  of  reach :  my  little  sister  went. 
And  I  am  lonely. 

The  world  is  great :  I  tried  to  mount  ike  Mil 
Above  the  pines,  where  the  light  lies  so  stills 
But  it  rose  higher :  little  Lisa  went, 
And  I  am  lonely* 

The  world  is  great:  ihe  wind  comes  rushing  by, 
I  wonder  where  it  cdmesfrom  ;  sea-birds  cry 
And  hurt  my  heart :  my  little  sister  went, 
And  I  am  lonely. 

The  world  is  great ;  the  people  laugh  and  talk^ 
And  make  hud  holiday:  how  fast  they  waikl 
rm  lame,  they  push  me:  little  Lisa  wjdmt, 
■  And  I  am  lonely, 

'Twas  Pablo,  like  the  wounded  spirit  of  song 
Pouring  melodious  pain  to  cheat  the  hour 
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For  idle  soldiers  in  the  castle  court. 

Dreamily  Silva  heard  and  hardly  felt 

The  song  was  outward,  rather  felt  it  paui; 

Of  his  own  aching,  like  the  lingering  day, 

Or  slow  and  mournful  cadence  of  the  bell. 

But  when  the  voice  had  ceased  he  longed  for  it, 

And  fretted  at  the  pause,  as  memory  frets 

When  words  that  made  its  body  fall  away 

And  leave  it  yearning  dumbly.     Silva  then 

Bethought  him  whence  the  voice  came,  framed  perforce 

Some  outward  image  of  a  life  not  his 

That  made  a  sorrowfril  centre  to  the  world  : 

A  boy  lame,  melancholy-eyed,  who  bore 

A  viol — ^yes,  that  very  child  he  saw 

This  morning  eating  roots  by  the  gateway — saw 

As  one  fresh-mined  sees  and  spells  a  name 

And  knows  not  what  he  does,  yet  finds  it  writ 

Full  in  the  inner  record.     Hark,  again  I 

The  voice  and  vioL     Silva  called  his  thought 

To  guide  his  ear  and  track  the  travelling  sound. 

O  bird  that  used  to  press 
Thy  head  agaimt  my  cheek 
With  touch  that  seemed  to  speak 

And  aek  a  tender  "  yes  " — 

Ay  de  mij  my  bird/ 
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0  tender  downy  breast 

And  warmly  heating  heart, 

That  heating  seemed  a  part 
Of  me  who  gave  it  rest— 

Ay  de  mi,  my  hirdi 

The  western  court  I     The  singer  might  be  seen 
From  the  upper  gallery  :  quick  the  Duke  was  there 
Looking  upon  the  court  as  on  a  stage. 
Men  eased  of  armour,  stretched  upon  the  ground, 
(rambling  by  snatches  ;  shepherds  from  the  hills 
Wlio  brought  their  bleating  friends  for  slaoghter; 

grooms 
Shouldering  loose  harness  ;  leather-aproned  smiths, ' 
Traders  with  wares,  green-suited  serving-men, 
Made  a  round  audience ;  and  in  their  midBt 
Stood  little  Pablo,  pouring  forth  his  song. 
Just  as  the  Duke  had  pictured.     But  the  song 
Was  strangely  companied  by  Roldan's  play 
With  the  swift  gleaming  balls,  and  now  was  crushed 
By  peals  of  laughter  at  grave  Annibal, 
Who  carrying  stick  and  purse  overturned  the  pence, 
Making  mistake  by  rule.     Silva  had  thought 
To  melt  hard  bitter  grief  by  fellowship 
With  the  world-sorrow  trembling  in  his  ear 
In  Pablo's  voice  ^  had  meant  to  give  command 
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For  the  boy'B  preBence  ;  but  this  company, 

This  mountebank  and  monkey^  mnat  be — stay  I 

Not  be  excepted — must  be  ordered  too 

Into  his  private  presence  ;  they  bad  brought 

Suggestion  of  a  ready  shapen  1?ool 

To  cut  a  path  between  his  helpless  wish        .   , 

And  what  it  imaged.     A  ready  ahapen  tool !'  . 

A  spy,  an  envoy  whom  he  might  despatch  , 

In  unsuspected  ^^orecy,  to  find. 

Tlie  Gypsiefi*.  refiige  sO;  that  none  besidet    . 

Might  learn  it  .  And  this  juggleii  Qould  be  bribed,  , 

Would  have  no  f^ar  pf  Moors — foE  who  would  kill    . 

Dancers  ajid  monkey e  ^-r-coiuld  pretend  a  journey 

Back  to  his  home,  living  hi^  boy  the  while   . 

To  please  the  D  uke  with  song.  Without  such  chamo^— ' ' 

An  envoy  cheap  and  secret  as  a  mole ,  .    : .  • 

Who  could  go  aoathelfiss,  oome  back  for  his  pay 

And  vanish  straight,  tied  by  np  neighbourbo<;M)r-r      j 

Without  such  chance  as  this  poor  juggler  bfoiiight,    5 

Finding  Fedali^aa  was  betraying  her.  . 

Short  interval  betwixt  the  thought  and  deei.  .  :.i  '. 
Roldan  wa«  oaUed  to  private  audience  ,  .  •  .  i 
With  Annibal  and  Pablo.    .Ali.  the  world.  ,1   ■.  i 

(By  whidi  I  mean  the-  scdr^  ot  two  who  lieairi)  -  -; 
Shrugged  high  their  shoulders^and  supposed  the  Diikk 
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Would  fain  beguile  the  evening  and  replace 

His  lacking  happiness,  as  was  the  right 

Of  nobles,  who  could  pay  for  any  cure. 

And  wore  nought  broken,  save  a  broken  limb. 

In  truth,  at  first,  the"  Diike  bade  Pablo  sing. 

But,  while  he  sang,  called  Roldan  wide  apart, 

And  told  hiiti  of  a  mission  secret,  brief — 

A  quest  which  well  performed  might  earn  much  goldy 

But,  if  betrayed,  another  sort  of  pay. 

Roldan  was  ready;  " wished  aboviB  all  for  gold 

And  never  wished  to  speak ;  had  worked  enough 

At  wagging  his  old  tongue  and  chiming  jokes ; 

Thotght  it  was  others*  turn  to  play  the  fool. 

Give  him  but  pence  enough,  no  rabbit,  sirs, 

Would  eat  and  stare  and  be  more  dumb  than  he. 

Give  him  his  orders." 

They  were  given  straight ; 
Gold  for  the  journey,  and  to  buy  a  mule 
Outside  the  gates  through  which  he  was  to  pass 
Afoot  and  carelessly.     The  boy  would  stay 
Within  the  castle,  at  the  Duke's  command. 
And  must  have  nought  btit  ignorance  to  betray 
For  threats  or  coaxing/     Once  the  quest  performed. 
The  news  delivered  with  some  pledge  of  truth 
Safe  to' the  Duke,  thd  juggler  should  go  fortfa^ 
A  .fortune  in  his  girdle,  take  his  boy 
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And  settle  firm  as  any  planted  tree 

In  fair  Valencia^  never  more  to  roam. 

"  Good  I  good  1  most  worthy,  of  a  greait  hidalgo ! 

And  Roldan  wa^  the  man  I    But  Annlbal — 

A  monkey  like  no  other,  though  morose 

In  private  character,  yet  fall  of  tricks — 

'Twere  hard  to  carry  him,  yet  harder  still 

To  leave  the  boy  and  him  in  company 

And  free  to  slip  away.  .  The  boy  was  wild. 

And  shy  as  mountain  kid ;  once  hid  himself 

And  tried  to  run  away  ;  and  Annibal, 

Who  always  took  the  lad's  side  (he  was  small. 

And  they  were  nearer  of  a  size,  and,  sirs. 

Your  monkey  has  a  spite  against  us  men 

For  being  bigger) — Annibal  went  too. 

Would  hardly  know  himself,  were  he  to  lose 

Both  boy  and  monkey — ^and  'twas  property, 

The  trouble  he  had  put  in  Annibal. 

He  didn't  choose  another  man  should  beat 

His  boy  and  monkey.     If  they  ran  away 

Some  man  would  snap  them  up,  and  square  himself 

And  say  they  were  his  goods — he'd  taught  them — no  I 

He  Boldan  had  no  mind  another  man 

Should  fatten  by  his  monkey,  and  the  boy 

Should  not  be  kicked  by  any  pair  of  sticks 

Calling  himself  a  juggler."  .  •  • 
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But  the  Buke, 
Tired  of  that  hammering,  sigifted  thAt  it  shotild  oeaee^ 
Bade  Koldan  quit  all  fears^the  boy  and  ap^ 
Should  be  safe  lodged  in  A-bderalitnan*s  W^'er,  ' 
In  keeping  of  the  gteat  physician  there, '  '  • 

The  Duke's  most  specifeil  confidant  and  iHend,     '  .     ' 
One  skilled  in  taming  brutes,  and  always  kind. 
The  Duke  himself  this  eve  Would  see  them  lo?dge4 
Roldan  mu6t  go^-i^end  no  bior^J  WOrdfe^^but  ^o. '    ' 
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The  Astrologer's  Study. 

A  room  high  up  in  Abderahman's  tower, 

A  window  open  to  the  still  warm  eve, 

And  the  bright  disc  of  royal  Jupiter. 

Lamps  burning  low  make  little  atmospheres 

Of  light  amid  the  dimness  ;  here  and  there 

Show  box)ks  and  phials,  stones  and  instruments. 

In  carved  dark-oaken  chair,  unpillowed,  sleeps  '       '" 

Right  in  the  rays  of  Jupiter  a  small  man, 

In  skull-cap  bordered*  close  with  crisp  grey  curls, 

And  loose  black  gown  showing  a  neck  and  breast 

Protected  by  a  diin-green  amiilet ; 

I*ale-feded,  with  finest  nostril  wont  to  breathe 

Ethereal  passioti  in  a  world  of  thought ; 

Eyebrows*  jet-black  atid  flrin,  yet  delicate  ;  '' 

Beard  scant  and  grizzled ;  mouth  shut  firm,  with  curves 

So  subtly  turned  to  meanings  exquisite. 

You  seem  to  read  them  as  you  read  a  woi'd '  ' '     "     ' 

Full-vowelled,  long-descended,  pregnant — rich 

With  legacies  from  long,  laborious  lives. 

Close  by  him,  like  a  genius  of  sleep. 

Purrs  the  grey  cat,  fcridlin^,  With  snowy  breast. '' 

A  loud  knock,    * "  Mrwatd  1  '*•  in  dear  vocal  rihg.  '  ^' 
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Enter  the  Duke,  Pablo,  and  Annibal 
Exit  the  cat,  retreating  toward  the  dark 

Don  Silva. 
You  slept,  Sephardo.     I  am  come  too  soon. 

Sephardo. 

Nay,  my  lord,  it  was  I  who  slept  too  lon^. 
I  go  to  court  among  the  stars  to-night, 
So  bathed  my  soul  beforehand  in  deep  sleep. 
But  who  are  these  ? 

Don  Silva. 
Small  guests,  for  whom  I  ask 
Your  hospitality.     Their  owner  comes 
Some  short  time  hence  to  claim  them.     I  am  pledged 
To  keep  them  safely ;  so  I  bring  them  you, 
Trusting  your,  friendship  for  small  animals. 

Sephardo. 
Yea,  am  not  I  too  a  small  animal? 

Don  Silva. 
I  shall  be  much  beholden  to  your  love 
If  you  will  be  their  guardian.     I  can  trust 
No  other  man  so  well  as  you.     The.  boy 
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Will  please  you  with  his  singing,  touches  too 
The  viol  wondrously. 

Sephardo« 

They  aare  welcome  both, 


Their  names  are- 


DON    SlLYA. 

Pablo,  this — this  Annibal, 
And  yet,  I  hope,  no  warrior. 

Sephardo. 

We'll  make  peace. 
Come,  Pablo,  let  us  loosen  our  friend's  chain. 
Deign  you,  my  lord,  to  sit.     Here  Pablo,  thou — 
Close  to  my  chair.     Now  Annibal  shall  choose. 

[The  cautious  monkey,  in  a  Moorish  dress, 
A  tunic  white,  turban  and  scimitar, 
Wears  these  stage  garments,  nay,  his  very  flesh 
With  silent  protest ;  keeps  a  neutral  air 
As  aiming  at  a  metaphysic  state 
'Twixt  "  is  "  and  "  is  not;"  lets  his  chain  be  loosed 
:  By  sage  Sephardo'et  hands,  sits  still  at  fu^t, 
Then  trembles  out  of  his  neutrality, 
Looks  up  and  leaps  into  Sephardo's  lap. 
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And  chatters  forth  his  agitated  soul, 
Turning  to  peep  at  Pablo  oi:^  the  flpo^,].  ; 
\ 

SEPHARDtr. 

See*,  lie  d'eok-i'>ies  we  ar^  at  amity  1 


Don  Silva. 
No  brother  sage  had  read  your  nature  faster. 


Sephardo. 

Why,  so  he  is  a  broj^her,  sageii     Man  thinks 
Brutes  ^lave  no  wisdom,  since  they  know  not  his  s 
Can  we  divine  their  world  ?— the  Jaidde^  life 
That  mirprs  us  £^^  hideous  ahapeless  power,    ^ , 
Cruel  supremacy,  of  sharp-edged  dieath, 
Or  fate  that  leaves  a  bleeding  mother  robbed  ? 
Oh,  they  hav^  long- tradition, and  swift  speech,. 
Can  tell  with  touches  and  sharp  .darting  cries    . 
Whole,. Mptqries  of  timid  rap^^s  ta^^ight     ;  ,, 

To  breathe  in  terror. by  red-banded  man. ;     • .   ,  - 

.PoN'SiLVAi    ..::   '•  /      , ;    :' 
Ah,  jjOvl  denoiince  my  sport  with  hawk-nndhcrqiid. 
I  would  not  have  lihe  angel  Oabriel  i' 

As  hard  as  yoii  in=  noting  down  my  sins,.  .  i 
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SSPHARDO. 

Nay,  they  are  virtues  for  you  waniors — 
Hawking  and  hunting  I     You  are  merciftil 
When  you  leave  killing  men  to  kill  the  brutes. 
But,  for  the  point  of  wisdom,  I  would  choose 
To  know  the  mind  that  stirs  betwcH'U  the  wings 
Of  bees  and  building  Wasps,  or  fills  the  woods 
With  myriad  murmurs  of  responsive  sense 
And  tme-aiined  impulse,  rather  than  to  know 
The  thoughts  of  warriors. 

Don  Silva. 

Yet  they  are  warriors  toQ— 
Your  animals.     Your  judgment  limps,  Sepbardo  ; 
Death  is  the  king  of  this  world  ;  'tis  his  park 
Where  he  breeds  life  to  feed  him.     Caries  of  pain 
Are  music  for  his  banquet ;  and  the  masque — 
The  la^t  grand  masque  for.  his  diversion,  is 
The  Holy  Inquisition,     .     .    ^    . 

.        •  Sephabdo. 

Ay,  anon 
I  may  chime  in  with  you.     But  not  the  less 
My-judgment  h&s  firm  feet.    Though  death  were  king, 
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And  cruelty  his  right-hand  minister, 

Pity  insurgent  in  some  human  breasts 

Makes  spiritual  empire,  reigns  supreme 

As  persecuted  faith  in  faithful  hearts. 

Your  small  physician,  weighing  ninety  pounds, 

A  petty  morsel  for  a  healthy  shark, 

Will  worship  mercy  throned,  within  his  soul 

Though  all  the  luminous  angels  of  the  stars 

Burst  into  cruel  chorus  on  his  ear. 

Singing,  "  We  know  no  mercy."     He  would  cry 

"  I  know  it "  still,  and  soothe  the  frightened  bird 

And  feed  the  child  a-hungered,  walk  abreast 

Of  persecuted  men,  and  keep  most  hate 

For  rational  torturers.     There  I  stand  firm. 

But  you  are  bitter,  and  my  speech  rolls  on 

Out  of  your  note. 

Don  Silva. 

No,  no,  I  follow  you. 
I  too  have  that  within  which  I  will  worship 
In  spite  of  .  .  .  Yes,  Sephardo,  I  am  bitter. 
I  need  your  counsel,  foresight,  all  your  aid. 
Lay  these  small  guests  to  bed,  then  we  will  talk. 

Sephardo. 
See,  they  are  sleeping  now.     The  boy  has  made 
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My  leg  his  pillow.     For  my  brother  sage, 
He'll  never  heed  us  ;  he  knit  long  ago 
A  sound  ape-system,  wherein  men  are  brutes 
Emitting  doubtful  noises.     Pray,  my  lord, 
Unlade  what  burthens  you  :  my  ear  and  hand 
Are  servants  of  a  heart  much  bound  to  you. 

Don  Bilva. 
Yes,  yours  is  love  that  roots  in  gifts  bestowed 
By  you  on  others,  and  will  thrive  the  more 
The  more  it  gives.     I  hate  a  double  want : 
First  a  confessor— not  a  Catholic  ; 
A  heart  without  a  livery — naked  manhood. 

Sbphardo. 
My  lord,  I  will  be  frank  ;  there's  no  such  thing 
As  naked  manhood.     If  the  stars  look  down 
On  any  mortal  of  our  shape,  whose  strength 
Is  to  judge  all  things  without  preference, 
He  is  a  monster,  not  a  faithful  man. 
While  my  heart  beats,  it  shall  wear  liveiy — 
My  people's  livery,  whose  yellow  badge 
Marks  them  for  Christian  scorn.     I  will  not  say 
Man  is  first  man  to  me,  then  Jew  or  Gentile : 
That  suits  the  rich  marranos  ;  but  to  me 
My  father  is  first  father  and  then  man. 
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So  much  for  frankneBs'  sake.  "  But  let  that  pass.' 
'Tis  true  at  least,  I  am  no  Catholic     • 
But  Salomo  Sephardo,  a  bom  Jew,  ; 

Willing  to  serve  Don  Silva.  • 

Don  Silva* 

Oft  you  sing 
Another  strain,  and  melt  distinctions  down 
As  no  more  real  than  the  wall  of  dark 
Seen  by  small  fishes'  eyes,  that  pierce  a  spaa 
In  the  wide  ocean.     Now  joru  league  yourself   • 
To  hem  me,  liold  n^e  prisoner  in  bonds 
Made,  say  you^— how? — by  God  or.DemiuBge,  t  / 
By  spirit  or  flesh — I  care  not !      Love  was  made 
Stronger  than  bonds,  and  where  they  press  must 

break  them.  ..:  ;.      .    I  .  .:  -  ' 

I  camo  to  you  that  I  miglit.  breathe  at  larg^.. 
And  now  ypu  stifle  me  with  talk  of  hirihj .  • 

Of  race  and  livery.     Yet  you  knet?  Fedalma. 
She  was  your  friend,  Sephardo.  .  And  you  know . « 
She  is  gone,  from  me*— know  the- hounds  are  looB6d 
To  dog  me  if  I  se.ek  her. 

SEP^ARDp.  .  ... 

Yob,  I  know. 
Forgive  me  tliat  I  used  untimely  speech, 
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Pveesmg  a  broise.     I  loved  her  well^  my  lord  s 
A  woman  mixed  of  guch  fine  elements 
That  were  all  virtue  and  religion  dead 
She'd  make  them  newly,  being  what  she  warn. 

Don  Silva. 
Was  f  say  not  was^  Sephardo  !     She  still  Jives — , 
Ib,  and  is  mine ;  and  I  will  not  renounce 
What  heaven,  nay,  what  she  gave  me.     I  will  sin, 
If  sin  I  must,  to  win  my  life  again. 
The  fault  lie  with  those  powers  who  have  embroiled 
The  world  in  hopeless  conflict,  where  all  truth 
Fights  manacled  with  falsehood,  and  all  good 
Makes  but  one  palpitating  life  with  .ill. 

(Don  Silva  pauses,     Sephardo  is  silepf,) 
Sephardo,  speak !  am  I  not  justified  ? 
You  taught  my  mind  to  use  the  wing  that  soars 
Above  the  petty  fences  of  the  herd  : 
Now,  when  I  need  your  doctrine,  you  are  dumb. 

Sephak"do. 
Patience  !     Hidalgos  want  interpreters 
Of  untold  dreams  and  riddles  ;  they  insist 
On  dateless  horoscopes,  on  formulas 
To  raise  a  ppsJ^iWe  spirit,  nowhere  named. 
Science  must  bje  their  wifll^ing-eap .}  'the  9taJ*s 
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Speak  plainer  for  high  largesse.     No,  my  lord ! 
I  cannot  counsel  yon  to  unknown  deeds. 
This  much  I  can  divine  :  you  wish  to  find 
Her  whom  you  love — to  make  a  secret  search, 

Don  Silva. 

That  is  begun  already  :  a  messenger 
Unknown  to  all  has  been  despatched  this  night. 
But  forecast  must  be  used,  a  plan  devised, 
Keady  for  service  when  my  scout  returns, 
Bringing  the  invisible  thread  to  guide  my  steps 
Toward  that  lost  self  my  life  is  aching  with. 
Sephardo,  I  will  go  :  and  I  must  go 
Unseen  by  all  save  you ;  though,  at  our  need, 
We  may  trust  Alvar. 

Sephardo. 

A  grave  task,  my  lord. 
Have  you  a  shapen  purpose,  or  mere  will 
That  sees  the  end  alone  and  not  the  means  ? 
Resolve  will  melt  no  rocks. 

Don  Silva, 

But  it  can  scale  them. 
This  fortress  has  two  private  issues  :  one, 
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Which  served  the  Gypsies'  flight,  to  me  is  closed : 

Our  bands  must  watch  the  otitlet,  now  betrayed 

To  cuiming  enemies.     Remains  one  other. 

Known  to  no  man  save  me :  a  secret  left 

As  heirloom  in  our  house :  a  secret  safe 

Even  from  him — fix)m  Father  Isidor. 

'Tis  he  who  forcQS  me  to  use  it — he : 

All's  virtcie  thatdieata  bloodhounds.  Hear,  Sephardo. 

Giren,  my  scout  retmrad  and  brings  me  news 

I  can  straight  act  on,  I  shall  want  your  aid.     ..        ; 

The  issue  lies  below  this  tower,  your  fastness,   . 

Where,  by  my  charter,  you. rule  absolute.   - 

I  shall  feign  ilhiess  ;  you  with  mystio  air 

Must  speak  of  treatment  asking  r  vigilance  . 

(Nay  I  am  iUr— my  life  has  half  ebbed  out). 

I  shall  be  whimsical,-  devolve  command 

On  Don  Diego,  speak  of  poisoning. 

Insist  on  being  lodged  within  this  tower, 

And  rid  myself  of  tendance  save  from  you   . 

And  perhaps  from  Alvar.     So  I  shall  escape 

Unseen  by  spies,  shall  win  the  days  I  need 

To  ransom  her  and  have  her  safe  enshrined. 

No  matter,  were  my  flight  disclosed  at  last : 

I  shall  come  back  as  from  a  duel  fought .  -  •     • 

Which  no  man  can  undo.     Now  you  know  all. 

Say, .can  I  count  on  you? 
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.•  SbpHARDO*     ..'-.•.:,       •:..■• 

For  faithfolueBS 
In  aught  that  I  may  promise,  yes,  my  lord; 
But — for  a  pledge  of  faithfulnfeSB-^thi&  warning. 
I  will  betray  nougtt  for  your  personal  harm : 
I  love  you.     But  Aote  tiriB — I  ain  a  Jew ;  • 

•And  while  the  Christian*  pereeoutefi  my  race, 
ril  turn  at  need  ^ven  the  ChwstianV  trust  ■         '    ' 
Into  a  weapon  and  a  shield  for  JewB. 
Shall  Cruelty  crowned — wielding  the  savage  force 
Of  multitudes,  and  calling  eavageness  God  ' 
Who  gives  it  vi6tory-^upbraid  deceit        - 
And  ask  for  faithfulness?'    I  love  y^U'welL   .       '  • 
You  are  my  frlendi     Bmt  yel  you  are  ai  Christian,  '• 
Whose  birth  has  bound  ybu  t6  the  Cathiohc  kihgri.^ 
There  aiay  come  ttiidments  when  tx)  shewe'iiiy  jbj^  " 
Would  make  you  traitor,  when  to  share  your  grief  - 
Would  make  me  other  than  a  Jew  • .  .  .  .  ■ 

DOK   SiLVA. 

What  need 
To  urge  that  now,  Sephardo?    I  am  one 
Of  many  Spanish  nobles  who  detest 
The  roaring  bigotry  of  the  herd,  would  fain 
Dash  from  the  lips  of  king  and  queen  the  cup 
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Filled  with  besotting  venom,  half  infuser! 
By  avarice  and  half  by  priests.     And  now — 
Now  when  the  cruelty  yoti  flout  me  with 
Pierces  me  too  in  the  apple  of  my  eye, 
Now  when  my  kinship  scorches  me  like  hate 
Flashed  from  a  mother's  eye,  you  choose  this  time 
To  talk  of  birth  as  of  inherited  rage  • 
Deep-down,  volcanic,' fatal,  bursting  forth' 
From  under  hard-iaught  reason  ?    Wdndrous  friend! 
My  uncle  Isidores  echo,  mocking  me,  '•' 

From  the  opposing  quainter  of  the  heavens; 
With  iteration  of  the  thing  I  know,  • ' ' 

That  Fm  a  Christian  knight  and  Spanish  duke  ! 
The  consequence  ?    Why,  that  I  know.     It  lies 
In  my  own  hands  alid  'not  oh  raven  tongues. 
The  knight  and  noWe  shall  not  wear  tlie  chain 
Of  fiilse-lmked  tiiouglits  ift-  brains  of  otli^r  men". 
What  question  was  there  'twixt  us  two,  of  iaught  ' ' 
That  mak^s  division?    When  I  come  to  ycju  '! 

I  come  for  other  dootriiie  than  the  Prior^s.- 

• :  .      Sephardo,  '    '    '. 

My  lord,  you  are  o-erwrought  by  pain.     My  wotds, 
That  carried  innocent  ineaning,  do  but  float 
Like  little  emptied  cups  upon  the  flo"od     : 
Your  mind  brings  with  it.     I  but  answered  yoii 
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With  regular  proviso,  such  as  stands 

In  testaments  and  charters,  to  forefend 

A  possible  case  which  none  deem  likelihood ; 

Just  turned  my  sleeve,  and  pointed  to  the  brand 

Of  brotherhood  that  limits  every  pledge. 

Superfluous  nicety — the  student^s  trick, 

Who  will  not  drink  until  he  can  define 

What  water  is  and  is  not.     But  enough. 

My  will  tp  serve  you  now  knows  no  division 

Save  the  alternate  beat  of  love  and  fear. 

There's  danger  in  this  quest — name,  honour,  life — 

My  lord,  the  stake  is  great^  and  are  you  sure  .  .  .  .' 

Don  Silva. 
No,  I  am  sure  of  nought  but  this,  Sqphardo, 
That  I  will  go.     Prudence  is  but  cpnceit 
Hoodwinked  by  ignorance*     There's  nought  exists 
That  is  not  dangerous  and  holds  not  death 
For  souls  or  bodies.     Prudence  turns  its  helm 
To  flee  the  storm  and  lands  'mid  pestilence* 
Wisdom  would  end  by  throwing  dice  with  folly 
But  for  dire  passion  which  alone  makes  choice. 
And  I  liave  chosen  as  the  lion  robbed 
Chooses  to  turn  upon  the  ravisher. 
If  love  were  slack,  the  Prior's  imperious  will 
Would  move  it  to  outmatch  him.     But,  Sephardo, 
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Were  all  else  mute,  all  passive  as  sea-calms, 
My  soul  is  one  great  hunger — I  must  see  her. 
Now  you  are  smiling.     Oh,  you  merciful  men 
Pick  up  coarse  griefs  and  fling  them  in  the  face 
Of  us  whom  life  with  long  descent  has  trained 
To  subtler  pains,  mocking  your  ready  balms. 
You  smile  at  my  souVs  hunger. 

Sephaiido. 

Science  smiles 
And  sways  our  lips  in  spite  of  us,  my  lord. 
When. thought  weds  fact — when  maiden  prophecy 
Waiting,  believing,  sees  the  bridal  torch. 
I  use  not  vulgar  measures  for  your  griff. 
My  pity  keeps  no  cruel  feasts  ;  but  thought 
Has  joys  apart,  even  in  blackest  woe. 
And  seizing  some  fine  thread  of  verity 
Knows  momentary  godhead. 

Don  Silta. 

And  your  thought? 

Sephardo. 
Seized  on  the  close  agreement  of  your  words 
With  what  is  written  in  your  horoscope. 

Don  Silva. 
Beach  it  me  now. 
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Sephardo.  .  r.' 

By  your  leaye,  Annibal. 
(He  places  Annibal  on  Pablo's  lap  anc(  rises. 
The  lay  moves  without  waking^  an€,  hit) 
head  falls  on  the. opposite  side.  Sephardo 
fetches  a  cushion  and  lay^  Pablo's  head 
gently  down  upon  it,  then  goes  to  reach  the 
parchment  from  a  cabinet,  Annibal,  hav- 
ing waked  up  in  alarm,  shuts  his  eyes 
quickly  again  and  pretends  to  sleep,) 

'•'    Don  SiLVA.   '      '    * 
I  wish,  by  new  appliiance  of  yout  skill, 
Beading  afresh  the  records  of  the  sky. 
You  could'  detect  more  special  augury. 
Such  chance  oft  happens,  for  all  characters 
Must  shrink  or  widen,  as  our  wine-skins  do, 
For  more  or  less  that  we  can  pour  in  them ; 
•And  added'  years  give  ever  a  new  key 
To  fixed  prediction. 

Sephartx)  [returning  with  the  parchment  and 
reseating  himself). 

True  ;  our  growing  thought 
Makes  growing  r en- elation.     But  demand  not 
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Speoifio  augury,  as  of  aure  success 

In  meditated  projects,  or  of  eni» 

To  be  for^knpwn  by  peepuxg  in  God's  poroll. 

I  say — nay,  Ptolemy  sa^d  jit,, but  >vise  book^. 

For  half  tbei  truths  they  hold  are  hoj^ourc^d  tombs-^ 

Prediction  is  -contiugent,  of  efifects. 

Where  causes  and  coacQDnitemtii  are  jxiix^d 

To  seeming  wealth  of  possibilities  .     . 

Beyond  our  reckoning.     Who  will  pretend 

To  tell  the  adventures  of.  e^ch  single  fish         .  :   < 

Within  the  Syrian  Sea?     Show  me  a. fish, 

I'll  weigh  him,  tell  his  kind,  what  he^  devoured,,  . 

\yi^t  wojijld  have  devoi^red  him — but.^r  one  BJiflU? 

Who  netted  him  iinstead ;  .na|y,  could  J  teU 

That  had  Blaa  missed  him,  Jib  would  not  have  ijiied 

Of  poisonous  mud,  and  so  made  cairrjqn, 

Swept  oS'  at  last  by  some  sea-scavenger  ?   . 

Don  SiLVA. 
Ay,  now  you  talk  of  fishes,  you  get  hard. 
I  note  you  merciful  men :  you  can  endure 

Torture  of  fishes  and  hidalgos.     Follows  V 

■    ••  •     •  '  •"  'i    '• 

Sephardo.      •  '  "    . 

By  how  much,  then,  the  fortunes  of  a  man 
Are  made  of  elements  refined  and  mixed 
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Beyond  a  tunny's,  what  our  science  tells 

Of  the  star's  influence  hath  contingency 

In  special  issues.     Thus,  the  loadstone  draws, 

Acts  like  a  will  to  make  the  iron  submiss ; 

But  garlick  rubbing  it,  that  chief  effect 

Lies  in  suspense  ;  the  iron  keeps  at  large, 

And  garlick  is  controller  of  the  stone. 

And  so,  my  lord,  your  horoscope  declares 

Not  absolutely  of  your  sequent  lot. 

But,  by  our  lore's  authentic  rules,  sets  forth 

What  gifts,  what  dispositions,  likelihoods 

The  aspects  of  the  heavens  conspired  to  fuse 

With  your  incorporate  soul.    Aught  more  than  this 

Is  vulgar  doctrine.     For  the  ambient. 

Though  a  cause  regnant,  is  not  absolute, 

But  suffers  a  determining  restraint 

From  action  of  the  subject  qualities 

In  proximate  motion. 

Don  SiLVA. 

Yet  you  smiled  just  now 
At  some  close  fitting  of  my  hproscope 
With  present  fact — with  this  resolve  of  mine 
To  quit  the  fortress  ? 

Sephardo. 

Nay,  not  so  ;  I  smiled, 


THE    SPANISH    GYPSY.  207 

Observing  how  the  temper  of  your  soul 

Sealed  long  tradition  of  the  influence  shed 

By  the  heavenly  spheres.    Here  is  your  horoscope : 

The  aspects  of  the  Moon  with  Mars  conjunct, 

Of  Venus  and  the  Sun  with  Saturn,  lord 

Of  the  ascendant,  make  symbolic  speech 

Whereto  your  words  gave  running  paraphrase. 

Don  Silva  {impatiently). 
What  did  I  say? 

Sephardo. 

You  spoke  as  oft  you  did 
When  I  was  schooling  you  at  Cordova, 
And  lessons  on  the  noun  and  verb  were  drowned 
With  sudden  stream  of  general  debate 
On  things  and  actions.     Always  in  that  stream 
I  saw  the  play  of  babbling  currents,  saw 
A  nature  o'er-endowed  with  opposites 
Making  a  self  alternate,  where  each  hour 
Was  critic  of  the  last,  each  mood  too  strong 
For  tolerance  of  its  fellow  in  close  yoke. 
The  ardent  planets  stationed  as  supreme, 
Potent  in  action,  suffer  light  malign 
From  luminaries  large  and  coldly  bright 
Inspiring  meditative  doubt,  whigh  straight 
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Doubts  oir  itself,  by  interposing  iact      -  '  •  • 

Of  Jupiter  iii  the  fofurth  house  fortified       •      " 
-     With  power  ancestral.     So,  my  lord,  I  read'  ■ 
The  changeless  in  the  changing;  'so  I  read    •  • 
The  constant  action  of  celestial  ^wwers  • '  • 

Mixed  into  waywardness  of  mortal  men,       ■  •     - 
Whereof  nd  sage's  eye  cain  trace '  tlte  course 
And  see  the  close. 

Don  Silva.      \    •;  •  ...  ;/ 

Fruitftd  result,  0  sage ! 
Certain  uncertainty. 

Sbphakdo. 

Yea,  a  result     ' 
Fruitfiil  as  seeded  earth,  where  certainty 
Would  be  as  barren  6,s  a  globe  of  gold. 
I  love  yoir-  aiid  would  serve  you  well,  my  lowL- 
Your  rashniess  vindicates  itself  too  much;     '     i^ 
Puts  harnefes  on  of  c(Vbweb  theory  ■  i      • 

While  nishihg  like  &,  bataract.  Be  warned.  ' 
Eesolvo-  with  you  is  a  fire-breathing  steedj 
But  it  sees  Tdsront^,  and  may  feel  thb  ^ir:  >  i 
Impassable  with  thoughts  that  come  too  late^  ' 
Eising  from  out  the  grave  of  mutdered  honour. 
Look  "at  your  imagfe  in  your  horoscope  :         '     • 
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.   [Inlying  the  horoscope . before  Don  Su.va«) 
You  are  ao  mixed,  my  lard,  tliat  eq.ch  torday    . 
May  ■s^em  a  maniac  to  ifs  morrow,  i 

DoN.SiLV^  (p^hifif^  ai^'cit/  tjie  hijrosdopt,  risitig ..   ! 
and  turning  to  look  out  at  ^Ike  apen  witidtKio).  .  .    - 
:  '.    ;         •    •      .  .    NqJ.     ■       ^• 
No  morrow  e'er  wiU  say  that; I. am  Wjad.t 
Not  to  renounce  her.     Bi$ks  1  I  knoyf  th/^sn  all-  . 
I've  dogged  each  lurking,  ambuehed  xions^qwetao. 
I've  handled  every  chance  to  know  its  shape 
As  blind  men  handle,  bolta.     Oh,  I'm  too  sane  1 
I  see  the  Prior's  ^^te^     He  (^oes  my  deed  ; 
For  he  has  na»rrow;ed  .all  n^y-iUfei  to  this— 
That  I  must  find  her  l^  eom^  hidden  laeanfl* '.    • ' 

\{Jffe  turns, and  standi  clom  ii^  froM  of  BEvnlMOo.) 
One  word,  gephardo— leavei  that  hwoeoope,  i 

Which  is  but  iteration  of  my seL^     .  . 
And  give  me  promise.     Shall  I  count  on  you 
To  act  upon  my  signal? •   Kiiitgs  of  Spain 
Like  me  have  fonnd  their  refuge  in  a  Jew, 
And  trusted  iii{  hi^  coitoBeJi     You  wiU  help  me?  -' 

^  •     _        SKPlIAIiPO^   .  .  •  .      .    '  •?: 

Yean„.fl[iy,lprd,  I  will  help  you.     iamel 
Is  tQ  tbe  nations  a3  the  body's  heart  s 
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Thus  writes  our  poet  Jehuda.     I  will  act 
So  that  no  man  may  ever  say  through  me 
"Your  Israel  is  nought/'  and  make  my  deeds 
The  mud  they  fling  upon  my  brethren. 
I  will  not  fail  you,  save — you  know  the  terms : 
I  am  a  Jew,  and  not  that  infamous  life 
That  takefif  on  bastardy,  will  know  no  father, 
So  shrouds  itself  in  the  pale  abstract,  Man. 
You  should  be  sacrificed  to  Israel 
If  Israel  needed  it. 

Don  Silva, 
I  fear  not  that. 
I  am  no  friiend  of  fines  and  banishment. 
Or  flames  that,  fed  on  heretics,  still  gape. 
And  must  have  heretics  made  to  feed  them  still 
I  take  your  terms,  and  for  the  rest,  your  love 
Will  not  forsake  me. 

Sephardo. 

Tis  hard  Roman  love. 
That  looks  away  and  stretches  forth  the  sword 
Bared  for  its  master's  breast  to  run  upon. 
But  you  will  have  it  so.     Love  shall  obey. 

(Don  Silva  turns  to  the  window  again,  and  is 
silent  for  a  few  moments,  looking  at  the  sky,) 
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Don  Silva. 
See  now,  Sephaxdo,  you  would  keep  no  faith 
To  smooth  the  path  of  cruelty.     Confese, 
The  deed  I  would  not  do,  save  for  the  strait 
Another  brings  me  to  (quit  my  command, 
Eesign  it  for  brief  space,  I  mean  no  more) — 
Were  that  deed  branded,  then  the  brand  should  fix 
On  him  who  urged  me. 

Sbfhardo. 

Will  it,  though,  my  lord  ? 

Don  Silva. 
I  speak  not  of  the  £Etct  but  of  the  right. 

Sephardo. 
My  lord,  you  said  but  now  you  were  resolved. 
Question  not  if  the  world  will  be  unjust 
Branding  your  deed.     If  conscience  has  two  courts 
With  differing  verdicts,  where  shall  lie  the  appeal  ? 
Our  law  must  be  without  us  or  within. 
The  Highest  speaks  through  all  our  people's  voice, 
Custom,  tradition,  and  old  sanctities ; 
Or  he  reveals  himself  by  new  de(irees 
Of  inward  certitude. 
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Don  Silva. 
'  '     I      ■  'My  love  foi^  her     <-  .  •    • 

Makes  highest  law,  miist  be  thei  voice  of  Godw -•     ^ 

...  .    SePHARDO.         :.  .  :/. 

I  thought,  but  now,  :yoji  seemed  to  make  excuse/.! 
And  plead  as.  in  some,  court  where  Spanish. knigibts 
Are  tried  by  other  laws  than  those  of  lote.  .     :  .    • 

Dow   SlQiVfA. 

'Twas'  moiiientarj.     I  shall  dare  it  alL 
How  the  great  planet  glows,  and  looks  at  me, 
And  seems  to  pierce  me  with  his  effluence  I 
Were  he  a  living  Gbd,the€le  rays.thstt  sti*  •.    ••      I 
In  me  the  pulse  of  wonder  were  in  him 
Fulness  of  knowledge.     Are  you  certified, 
Sepharddy  that  the  astral  Bcieiicei  shrinks 
To  such  pale,  ashes^-  dead  symbolic  fermg 
For  tliat  congenital  mdxture  of  eflfectB  ••  ' 
Which  life  declarer  withotit  the  aid  of  lore?-     ' '    ' ' 
If  there  are  tinies  propitious  or  malign     •    •   ' 
To  our  first  framing,  then  must  all  events 
Have  favouring  periods  :  yon  cull  your  plants 
By  signal  of  the  heavens,  then  why  not-  trace 
As  others  would  by  astrologic  rule  ' 
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Times  of  good  augury  for  momentous  acts, — 
As  secret  journeys  ? 

Sephardo. 

Oh,  my  lord,  the  stais 
Act  not  as  witchcraft  or  as  muttered  spells. 
I  said  before  they  are  not  absolute, 
And  tell  no  fortunes.     I  adhere  alone 
To  such  tradition  of  their  .s^gencieti 
As  reasoju  fortifies. 

Don  Silva, 

A  barren  science  I  ; 

Some  argijie  now 'tis  folly.     'T  were  as  well        ,, 
Be  of  their  miu^    Jf  tUose  bright  stt^rs  hifd  w^U— - 
But  they  are  fatal  fires,  and  know  no  love. 
Of  old,  I  think,  the  world  was  happier 
With  many  gods,  who  Iield  a  struggling  life 
As  mortals' do^' and  helped  men  in  the  straits 
Of  forced  misdoing.     I  doubt  that  horoflco})e.  '    " 
(Don  ^LX\tui''n3from  the  wimhw  and  reseats 
himself  02)j)osite  SEPirARDO.)  ■     '     ' 
I  am  most  self-contained,  and  strong  to  bear. 
No  Bdan  save  you  has  seen  my  trembling  lip 
Utter  her  name,  since  she  was  lost'  to  mfe; 
ril  face  the  progeny  of  all  my  deedfi. 
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SePHARDOc 


May  they  be  fair !     No  horoscope  makes  slaves. 
'Tis  but  a  mirror,  shows  one  image  fort.h, 
And  leaves  the  future  dark  with  endless  "ifs." 

Don  Silva. 

I  marvel,  my  Sephardo,  you  can  pinch 

With  confident  selection  these'  few  grains. 

And  call  them  verity,  from  out  the  dust 

Of  crumbling  error.     Surely  such  thought  creeps, 

With  insect  exploration  of  the  world. 

Were  I  a  Hebrew,  now,  I  would  be  bold. 

Why  should  you  fear,  not  being  Catholic? 

Sephardo. 

Lo  I  you  yourself,  my  lord,  mix  subtleties 
With  gross  belief;  by  momentary  lapse 
Conceive,  with  all  the  vulgar,  that  we  Jews 
Must  hold  ourselves  God's  outlaws,  and  defy 
All  good  with  blasphemy,  because  we  hold 
Your  good  is  evil ;  think  we  must  turn  x^ale 
To  see  our  portraits  painted  in  your  hell, 
And  sin  the. more  for  knowing  we.  are  lost. 
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Don  .  SiLVA. 
Bead  not  my  vrords  with  malice.     I  but  meant, 
My  temper  hates  an  over-catitiotifl  march. 

Sei^hardo. 
The  Unnameable  made  not  the  search  for  truth 
To  suit  hidalgos*  temper.     I  abide  1 

By  that  wise  spirit  of  listening  reverence  ■ 

Which  marks  the  boldest  doctors  of  our  race. 
For  Truth,  to  us,  is  like  a  living  child 
Bom  of  two  parents :  if  the  parents  part 
And  wiU  divide  the  child,  how  shall  it  live  ? 
Or,  I  will  rather  say :  Two  angels  guide 
The  path  of  man,  both  aged  and  yet  young, 
As  angels  are,  ripening  through  endless  years. 
On  one  he  leans  :  some  call  her  Memory, 
And  some.  Tradition ;  and  her  voice  is  sweet, 
With  deep  mysterious  accords  :  the  other, 
Floating  above,  holds  down  a  lamp  which  streams 
A  light  divine  and  searching  on  the  earth, 
Compelling  eyes  and  footsteps.     Memory  yields, 
Yet  clings  with  loving  check,  and  shines  anew 
Beflecting  all  the  rays  of  that  bright  lamp 
Our  angel  Beason  holds.     We  had  not  walked 
But  for  Tradition ;  we  walk  evermore 
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To  higher  paths,  by  brightening  Eeason's  lamp. 

Still  we  are  purblind^  tottering.     I  hold  less 

Tt\9,n  AbenrEzra,. of  that' aged  lor^  '     ;■ 

Brought -by  long.  ceiiDitijries  fxovci  Qhaldaean  plaitts ; 

The  Jew-taught  Florentine  rejects  it  all. 

For  still  the  light  is  mejasured  by  the  eye, 

A^i4  the  w^e^k  org^^n  fails...  I  jn^^y.Siee  ill ; ;     .  ' 

But  over  all  belief  is  faitlifulness, . 

Which  fulfils  vision  "with  obedience. 

So,  I  mu^t  grasp  my  mor^lfl.:  truth  is  oft 

Scattered  in  fragmfents  rou^id  a.  stately  pile 

Built  half  of  error ;  and  tjie  eye's  defect   .        . ' 

May  breed  too  much  d^ial.     But,. nay  lord, 

I  weary. your  sick  soul.   :Qo.now  with  ma   •       ' 

Into  the  turret.     We  wiU  watch  the  spheres,  / 

And.  see  .the  qonsteUations  bend  and  plunge 

Into  a  deptb  of  being  where  our  eyes     ' 

Hold  them  no  more.    .  We'll  q'uit  ourselves  tod  be 

The  red  Aldebaran  or  bright  Sinus, 

Aiid  sail  as  in  a  solemn  voyage,  bound 

On  some  •gr.eat  quest  w:e  know  not.  '•  ' 

Don  Silya. 

Let  US  go. 
She  may;  be  wat^^iiirig  too,  and  thought  of  her 
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Sways  me,  as  if  slie  knew,  to  every  act 
Of  pure  allegiance. 

Sephardo. 

That  is  love's  perfection — 
Tuning  the  soul  to  all  her  harmonies 
So  that  no  chord  can  jar.     Now  we  will  mount. 
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A  large  hall  in  the  Castle,  of  Moorish  architecture. 
On  the  side  where  the  windows  are,  an  outer 
gallery.  Pages  and  other  young  gentlemen  at- 
tached to  PoN  Silya's  JtQusehold,  gatliered  chiefly 
.  at  one  end  of  the  halt  Some  are  moving  abotf,t ; 
others  are  lounging  on  the  carved  benches  ;  others, 
half  stretched  on  pieces  of  matting  and  carpet,  are 
gambling.  Arias,  a  stripling  of  fifteen,  sings  by 
snatches  in  a  boyish  treble,  as  he  walks  up  and 
down,  and  tosses  bach  the  nuts  which  another 
youth  flings  towards  him.  In  the  middle  Don 
Amador,  a  gaunt,  grey-haired  soldier,  in  a  hand- 
some uniform,  sits  in  a  marble  red-cushioned  chair, 
with  a  large  book  spread  out  on  his  knees,  from 
which  he  is  reading  aloud,  while  his  voice  is  half 
drowned  by  the  talk  that  is  going  on  around  him, 
first  one  voice  and  then  another  surging  above  the 
hum. 

Arias  [singing). 

There  was  a  holy  hermit 
Who  counted  all  things  loss 

For  Christ  his  Master's  glory : 
He  made  an  ivory  cross. 
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And  as  he  knelt  before  it 

And  wept  his  murdered  Lord, 

The  ivory  turned  to  iron, 
The  cross  became  a  sword, 

J0S16  [from  the  floor). 
I   say,  twenty  cruzados  I    thy   Galician  wit  can 
never  count. 

Hernando  {also  from  the  floor). 
And  thy  Sevillian  wit  always  counts  double. 

Arias  (singing). 
The  tears  that  fell  upon  it, 

They  turned  to  red,  red  rust, 
The  tears  that  fell  from  off  it 

Made  writing  in  the  dust 
The  holy  hermit,  gazing. 

Saw  words  upon  the  ground : 
"  The  sword  be  red  for  ever 

With  the  blood  of  false  Mahound."" 

Don  Amador  [looking  up  from  his  book,  and 
raising  his  voice). 
What,  gentlemen  !   Our  Glorious  Lady  defend  us  I 
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Enriquez  {from  the  benches). 
Serves  the  infidels  right !  They  have  sold  Christians 
enough  to  people  half  the  towns  in  Paradise.  If  the 
Queen,  now,  had  divided  the  pretty  damsels  of  Malaga 
among  the  Castilians  who  have  been  helping  in  the 
holy  war,  and  not  sent  half  of  them  to  Naples  .  .  . 

Arias  {singing  again). 
At  the  battle  of  Glavijo 
In  the  days  of  King  Bamiro, 
Help  us  J  Allah  !  cried  the  Moslem^ 
Cried  the  Spaniard,  Heaven^ s  chosen, 

God  and  Santiago  I 

Fabian. 
Oh,  the  very  tail  of  our  chance  has  vanished.    The 
royal  army  is  breaking  up — going  home  for  the  winter. 
The  Grrand  Master  sticks  to  his  own  border. 

Arias  {singing). 
Straight  out-flushing  like  the  rainbow. 
See  him  come,  celestial  Baron, 
Mounted  knight,  with  red-crossed  banner, 
Plunging  earthward  to  the  battle, 

Glorious  Santiago  ! 
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HURTADO. 

Yes,  yes,  through  the  pass  of  By-and-by,  you  go 
to  the  valley  of  Never.  We  might  have  done  a 
great  feat,  if  the  Marquis  of  Cadiz  .  .  . 

Arias  (sings). 
As  theflayne  before  the  swift  wind, 
See,  he  fires  us,  we  bum  with  him  ! 
Flash  our  swordsj  dash  Pagans  backward-— 
Victory  he  I  pale  fear  is  Allah  ! 

God  with  Santiago  I 

Don  Amador  {raising  his  voice  to  a  cry). 
Sangre  de  Dies,  gentlemen  ! 

[He  shuts  the  book,  and  lets  it  fall  with  a  bang 
on  the  floor.  There  is  instant  silence,) 
To  what  good  end  is  it  that  I,  who  studied  at  Sala- 
manca, and  can  write  verses  agreeable  to  the  Glorious 
Lady  with  the  point  of  a  sword  which  hath  done 
harder  service,  am  reading  aloud  in  a  clerkly  manner 
from  a  book  which  hath  been  culled  from  the  flowers 
of  all  books,  to  instruct  you  in  the  knowledge  befit- 
ting those  who  would  be  knights  and  worthy  hidal- 
gos? I  had  as  lief  be  reading  in  a  belfry.  And 
gambling  too  1    As  if  it  were  a  time  when  we  needed 
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not  the  help  of  God  and  the  saints  !  Surely  for  the 
space  of  one  hour  ye  might  subdue  your  tongues  to 
your  ears,  that  so  your  tongues  might  learn  some- 
what of  civility  and  modesty.  Wherefore  am  I 
master  of  the  Duke's  retinue,  if  my  voice  is  to  run 
along  like  a  gutter  in  a  storm? 

HuRTADO  [lifting  up  the  hook,  and  respectfully 
presenting  it  to  Don  Amador). 
Pardon,  Don  Amador!     The  air  is  so  commoved 
by  your  voice,  that  it  stirs  our  tongues  in  spite  of  us. 

Don  Amador  [reopening  the  hook). 
Confess,  now,  it  is  a  goose-headed  trick,  that  when 
rational  sounds  are  made  for  your  edification,  you  find 
nought  in  it  but  an  occasion  for  purposeless  gabble. 
I  will  report  it  to  the  Duke,  and  the  reading-time 
shall  be  doubled,  and  my  office  of  reader  shall  be 
handed  over  to  Fray  Domingo. 

[While  Don  Amador  has  heen  speaking ,  Don 
SiLVA,  with  Don  Alvar,  has  appeared 
walking  in  the  outer  gallery  on  which  the 
windows  cere  opened,) 

All  [m  concert). 
No,  no,  no. 
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Don  Amador. 
Are  ye  ready,  then,  to  listen,  if  I  finish  the  whole- 
some extract  from  the  Seven  Parts,  wherein  the  wise 
King  Alfonso  hath  set  down  the  reason  why  knights 
should  be  of  gentle  birth  ?    Will  ye  now  be  silent  ? 

All. 
Yes,  silent. 

Don  Amador. 

Bnt  when  I  pause,  and  look  up,  I  give  any  leave 
to  speak,  if  he  hath  aught  pertinent  to  say. 
'{Reads.) 

"  And  this  nobility  cometh  in  three  ways :  first,  by 
lineage,  secondly,  by  science,  and  thirdly,  by  valour 
and  WOTthy  behaviour.  Now,  although  they  who 
gain  nobility  through  science  or  good  deeds  are 
rightfully  called  noble  and  gentle ;  nevertheless, 
they  are  with  the  highest  fitness  so  called  who  are 
noble  by  ancient  lineage,  and  lead  a  worthy  life  as 
by  inheritance  from  a&r ;  and  hence  are  more  bound 
and  constrained  to  act  well,  and  guard  themselves 
from  error  and  wrong-doing ;  for  in  their  case  it  is 
more  true  that  by  evil-doing  they  bring  injury  and 
shame  not  only  on  themselves,  but  also  on  those 
from  whom  they  are  derived." 
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Don  Amador  [placing  his  forefinger  fiyr  a  mark 
on  tJie  page,  and  looking  up,  while  he  keeps 
his  voice  raised,  as  wishing  Don  Silva  to 
overhear  him  in  the  judicious  discharge  of 
his  function). 

Hear  ye  that,  young  gentlemen  ?  See  ye  not  that 
if  ye  have  but  bad  manners  even,  they  disgrace  you 
more  than  gross  misdoings  disgrace  the  low-born? 
Think  you.  Arias,  it  becomes  the  son  of  your  house 
irreverently  to  sing  and  fling  nuts,  to  the  interrup- 
tion of  your  elders  ? 

Arias  [sitting  on  the  floor j  and  leaning  backward 
on  his  elbows). 

Nay,  Don  Amador ;  King  Alfonso,  they  say,  was 
a  heretic,  and  I  think  that  is  not  true  writing.  For 
noble  birth  gives  us  more  leave  to  do  ill  if  we  like. 

Don  Amador  [lifting  his  brows). 
What  bold  and  blasphemous  talk  is  this  ? 

Arias. 
Why,  nobles  are  only  punished  now  and  then,  in 
a  grand  way,  and  have  their  heads  cut  off,  like  the 
Grand  Constable.     I  shouldn't  mind  that. 
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Josi:. 
Nonsense,  Arias  I  nobles  have  their  heads  cut  off 
because  their  crimes  are  noble.    If  they  did  what  was 
unknightly,  they  would  come  to  shame.     Is  not  that 
true,  Don  Amador? 

Don  Amador. 
Arias  is  a  contumacious  puppy,  ^vho    will  bring 
dishonour  on  his  parentage.      Pray,  sirrah,    whom 
did  you  ever  hear  speak  as  you  have  spoken  V 

Arias. 
Nay,  I  speak  out  of  my  own  head.     I  shall  go  and 
ask  the  Duke. 

HURTADO. 

Now,  now !  you  are  too  bold,  Arias. 

Arias. 
Oh,  he  is  never  angry  with  me, — [Dropping  his 
voice)  because  the  Lady  Fedalma  liked   me.     She 
said  I  was  a  good  boy,  and  pretty,  and  that  is  what 
you  are  not,  Hurtado. 
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HURTADO. 

Grirl-tace  I     See,  now,  if  you  dare  ask  the  Duke. 

(Don  Silva  is  just  entering  the  hall  from  the 
gallery^  with  Don  Alvar  behind  him,  in- 
tending  to  pass  out  at  the  other  end.  All 
rise  with  homage.  Don  Silva  bows  coldly 
and  abstractedly.  Arias  advances  from 
the  group ^  and  goes  up  to  Don  Silva.) 

Arias. 

My  lord,  is  it  true  that  a  noble  is  more  dishonoured 
than  otlier  men  if  he  does  aught  dishonourable  ? 

Don  Silva  {first  blushing  deeply,  and  grasping 
his  sword,  then  raising  his  hand  and  giv- 
ing Arias  a  blow  on  the  ear). 
Varlet ! 

Arias. 

My  lord,  I  am  a  gentleman. 
{Don  Silva  pushes  him  away^  and  passes  on 
hurriedly,) 
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Don  Alvar  [following  and  turning  to  speak). 

Go,  go  I  you  should  not  speak  to  the  Duke  when 
you  are  not  called  upon.  He  is  ill  and  much  distem- 
pered. 

(Arias  retires,  flushed,  with  tears  in  his  eyes. 
His  companions  look  too  much  surprised 
to  triumph,  Don  Amador  remains  silent 
and  confused.) 
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The  Plaqa  Santiago  during  busy  market-time.  Mules 
and  asses  laden  with  fruits  and  vegetables.  Stalls 
and  booths  Jilted  with  wares  of  all  sorts.  A  crowd 
of  buyers  and  sellers.  A  stalwart  woman,  with 
keen  eyes,  leaning  over  the  panniers  of  a  mule 
laden  with  apples,  watches  Lorenzo,  who  is 
lounging  through  the  market.  As  he  approaches 
her,  he  is  met  by  Blasco. 

Lorenzo. 
Well  met,  friend. 

Blasco. 

Ay,  for  we  are  soon  to  part, 
And  I  would  see  you  at  the  hostelry, 
To  take  my  reckoning.     I  go  forth  to-day. 

Lorenzo. 
'Tis  grievous  parting  with  good  company. 
I  w6uld  I  had  the  gold  to  pay  such  guests 
For  all  my  pleasure  in  tlieir  talk. 

Blasco. 

Why,  yes ; 
A  solid-headed  man  of  Ara&on 
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Has  matter  in  him  that  jou.  Southerners  lack. 

You  like  my  company — 'tis  natural. 

But,  look  you,  I  have  done  my  business  well, 

Have  sold  and  ta'en  commissions.     I  come  straight 

From — you  know  who — I  like  not  naming  him. 

I'm  a  thick  man :  you  reach  not  my  backbone 

With  any  tooth-pick ;  but  I  tell  you  this  : 

He  reached  it  with  his  eye,  right  to  the  marrow. 

It  gave  me  heart  that  I  had  plate  to  sell, 

For,  saint  or  no  saint,  a  good  silversmith 

Is  wanted  for  God's  service ;  and  my  plate — 

He  judged  it  well — bought  nobly. 


LOKENZO. 

And  holy  I 


A  great  man, 


Blasco. 
Yes,  Fm  glad  I  leave  to-day. 
For  there  are  stories  give  a  sort  of  smell — 
One's  nose  has  fancies.     A  good  trader,  sir, 
Likes  not  this  plague  of  lapsing  in  the  air, 
Most  caught  by  men  with  funds.     And  they  do  say 
There's  a  great  terror  here  in  Moors  and  Jews, 
I  would  say.  Christians  of  unhappy  blood. 
'Tis  monstrous,  sure,  that  men  of  substance  lapse, 
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And  ri&k  their  property.     I  know  Tm  sound. 
No  heresy  was  ever  bait  to  me.     Whatever 
Is  the  right  faith,  that  I  believe — nought  else. 

LOKENZO. 

Ay,  truly,  for  tlm  flavour  of  true  faith 
Once  known  must  sure  be  sweetest  to  the  taste. 
But  an  uneasy  mood  is  now  abroad 
Within  the  town ;  partly,  for  that  the  Duke 
Being  sorely  sick,  ha,&  yielded  the  oomraaud 
To  Don  Diego,  a  most  valioat  man. 
More  Catholic  than  the  JHoly  Fatb/er's  self, 
Half  chiding  God  that  He  will  tolerate 
A  Jew  or  Arab  ;  though  'tis  plain  they're  made 
Fqp  profit  of  good  Christians.     And  weak  heads- 
Panic  will  knit  all  disconnected  facts — 
Draw  hence  belief  in  evil  auguries, 
Eumours  of  accusation  and  arrest, 
All  air-begotten.     Sir,  you  need  not  go. 
But  if  it  must  be  so,  I'll  follow  you 
In  fifteen  minutes — fini/ih  marketing, 
Then  be  at  hon^e  to  speed  you  on  your  way. 

Blasco. 
Do  so.     rU  back  to  Saragossa  straight. 
The  court  and  nobles  are  retiring  nov/ 
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And  wending  northward.     There'll  be  fresh  demand 
For  bells  and  images  against  the  Spring, 
When  doubtless  our  great  Catholic  sovereigns 
Will  move  to  conquest  of  these  eastern  part^    . 
And  cleanse  Granada  from  the  infidel. 
Stay,  sir,  with  God,  imtil  we  meet  again  1 

Lorenzo. 
Go,  sir,  with  God,  until  I  follow  you  I 

{Exit  Blasco.  Lorenzo  piloses  on  towards  the 
market'Womany  whoj  as  he  approaches, 
raises  herself  from  her  leaning  attitude.) 

Lorenzo. 
Grood  day,  my  mistress.     How's  your  merchandise  ? 
Fit  for  a  host  to  buy  ?     Your  apples  now, 
They  have  fair  cheeks ;  how  are  they  at  the  core  ? 

Market- Woman. 
Good,  good,  sir !     Taste  and  try.     See,  here  is  one 
Weighs  a  man's  head.    The  best  are  bound  with  tow : 
They're  worth  the  pains,  to  keep  the  peel  from  splits. 
(She  takes  out  an  apple  bound  with  tow,  and,  as 
she  puts  it  into  Lorenzo's  hand,  speaks  in 
a  lower  tone,) 
'Tis  called  the  Miracle.     You  open  it. 
And  find  it  full  of  speech. 
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Lorenzo. 

Ay,  give  it  me, 
ril  take  it  to  the  Doctor  in  the  tower. 
He  feeds  on  finiit,  and  if  he  likes  the  sort 
I'll  buy  them  for  him.     Meanwhile,  drive  your  ass 
Round  to  my  hostelry.     I'll  straight  be  there. 
You'll  not  refuse  some  barter  ? 


Market-Woman. 
Feathers  and  skins. 


No,  not  L 


Lorenzo. 

Good,  till  we  meet  again. 
(Lorenzo,  after  smelling  at  the  apple,  puts  it 
into  a  pouch-like  basket  which  hangs  before 
him,  and  walks  away.     The  woman  drives 
off' the  mute,) 
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A  Letter. 
"  Zarca,  the  chieftain  of  the  Gypsies,  greets 
"  The  King  El  Zagal.     Let  the  force  be  sent 
"  With  utmost  swiftness  to  the  Pass  of  Luz. 
"  A  good  five  hundred  added  to  my  bands 
"  Will  master  all  the  garrison  :  the  town 
"  Is  half  with  us,  and  will  not  lift  an  arm 
"  Save  on  our  side.     My  scouts  have  found  a  way 
"  Where  once  we  thought  the  fortress  most  secure : 
"  Spying  a  man  upon  the  height,  they  traced, 
"  By  keen  conjecture  piecing  broken  sight, 
"  His  downward  path,  and  found  its  issue.     There 
"  A  file  of  us  can  mount,  surprise  the  fort 
"  And  give  the  signal  to  our  friends  within 
"  To  ope  the  gates  for  our  confederate  bands, 
"  Who  will  lie  eastward  ambushed  by  the  rocks, 
"  Waiting  the  night.     Enough  ;  give  me  command. 
"  Bedmar  is  yours.     Chief  Zarca  will  redeem 
"  His  pledge  of  highest  service  to  the  Moor : 
"  Let  the  Moor  too  be  faithful  and  repay 
"  The  Gypsy  with  the  furtherance  he  needs 
"  To  lead  his  people  over  Bahr  el  Scham 
"  And  plant  them  on  the  shore  of  Africa. 
"  So  may  the  King  El  Zagal  live  as  one 
"  Who,  trusting  Allah  wdll  be  true  to  him. 
"  Maketh  himself  as  Allah  true  to  friends." 
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BOOK     TTI. 


BOOK     III. 


Quit  now  the  town,  and  with  a  journeying  dream 
Swift  as  the  wings  of  sound  yet  seeming  slow 
Through  multitudinous  pulsing  of  stored  sense 
And  spiritual  space,  see  walls  and  towers 
Lie  in  the  silent  whiteness  of  a  trance, 
Giving  no  sign  of  that  warm  life  within 
That  moves  and  murmurs  through  their  hidden  heart. 
Pass  o'er  the  mountain,  wind  in  sombre  shade, 
Then  wind  into  the  light  and  see  the  town 
Shrunk  to  white  crust  upon  the  darker  rock. 
Turn  east  and  south,  descend,  then  rise  anew 
'Mid  smaller  mountain  h  ebbing  towards  the  plain : 
Scent  the  fresh  breath  of  the  height-loving  herbs 
That,  trodden  by  the  pretty  parted  hoofs 
Of  nimble  goats,  sigh  at  the  innocent  bruise. 
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And  with  a  mingled  difference  exquisite 
Pour  a  sweet  burthen  on  the  buoyant  air. 
Pause  now  and  be  all  ear.     Far  from  the  south, 
Seeking  the  listening  silence  of  the  heights, 
Comes  a  slow -dying  sound — the  Moslems*  call 
To  prayer  in  afternoon.     Bright  in  the  sun 
Like  tall  white  sails  on  a  green  shadowy  sea 
Stand  Moorish  watch-towers  :  'neath  that  eastern  sky 
Couches  unseen  the  strength  of  Moorish  Baza  ; 
Where  the  meridian  bends  lies  Guadix,  hold 
Of  brave  El  Zagal.     This  is  Moorish  land. 
Where  Allah  lives  unconquered  in  dark  breasts 
And  blesses  still  the  many-nourishing  earth 
With  dark-armed  industry.     See  from  the  steep 
The  scattered  olives  hurry  in  grey  throngs 
Down  towards  the  valley,  where  the  little  stream 
Parts  a  green  hollow  'twixt  the  gentler  slopes ; 
And  in  that  hollow,  dwellings  :  not  white  hom.es 
Of  building  Moors,  but  little  swaxthy  tents 
Such  as  of  old  perhaps  on  Asian  plains, 
Or  wending  westward  past  the  Caucasus, 
Our  fathers  raised  to  rest  in.     Close  they  swarm 
About  two  taller  tents,  and  viewed  afar 
Might  seem  a  dark-robed  crowd  in  penitence 
That  silent  kneel ;  but  come  now  in  their  midst 
And  watch  a  busy,  bright-eyed,  sportive  life  I 
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Tall  maidens  bend  to  feed  the  tethered  goat. 

The  ragged  kirtle  fringing  at  the  knee 

Above  the  living  curves,  the  shoulder's  smoothness 

Parting  the  torrent  strong  of  ebon  hair. 

Women  with  babos,  the  wild  and  neutral  glance 

Swayed  now  to  sweet  desire  of  mothers'  eyes, 

Book   their   strong    cradling   arms   and   chant  low 

strains 
Taught  by  monotonous  and  soothing  winds 
That  &11  at  night-time  on  the  dozing  ear. 
The  crones  plait  reeds,  or  shred  the  vivid  herbs 
Into  the  caldron :  tiny  urchins  crawl 
Or  sit  and  gurgle  forth  their  infant  joy. 
Lads  lying  epbynx-like  with  uplifted  breast 
Propped  on  their  elbows,  their  black  manes  tossed 

back, 
Fling  np  the  coin  and  watch  its  fatal  fall, 
Dispute  and  scramble,  run  and  wrestle  fierce, 
Tlien  fedl  to  play  and  fellowship  again ; 
Or  in  a  thieving  swarm  they  run  to  plague 
The  grandsires,  who  return  with  rabbits  slung, 
And  with  the  mules  fruit-laden  from  the  fields. 
Some  striplings  choose  the  smooth  stones  from  the 

brook 
To  serve  the  slingers,  cut  the  twigs  for  snares. 
Or  trim  the  hazel-wands,  or  at  the  bark 


240  THE    SPANISH    GYPSY. 

Of  some  exploring  dog  they  dart  away 
With  swift  precision  towards  a  moving  speck. 
These  are  the  brood  of  Zarca's  Gypsy  tribe  ; 
Most  like  an  earth-born  race  bred  by  the  Sun 
On  some  rich  tropic  soil,  the  father's  light 
Flashing  in  coal-black  eyes,  the  mother's  blood 
With  bounteous  elements  feeding  their  young  limbs. 
The  stalwart  men  and  youths  are  at  the  wars 
Following  their  chief,  all  save  a  trusty  band 
Who  keep  strict  watch  along  the  northern  heights. 

But  see,  upon  a  pleasant  spot  removed 

From  the  camp's  hubbub,  where  the  thicket  strong 

Of  huge-eared  cactus  makes  a  bordering  curve 

And  casts  a  shadow,  lies  a  sleeping  man 

With  Spanish  hat  screening  his  upturned  face. 

His  doublet  loose,  his  right  arm  backward  flung, 

His  left  caressing  close  the  long-necked  lute 

That  seems  to  sleep  too,  leaning  tow'rds  its  lord. 

He  draws  deep  breath  secure  but  not  un watched. 

Moving  a-tiptoe,  silent  as  the  elves. 

As  mischievous  too,  trip  three  bare-footed  girls 

Not  opened  yet  to  womanhood — dark  flowers 

In  slim  long  buds  :  some  paces  farther  off* 

Gathers  a  little  white-teethed  shaggy  group, 

A  grinning  chorus  to  the  merry  play. 
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The  tripping  girls  have  robbed  the  sleeping  man 
Of  all  his  ornaments.     Hita  is  decked 
With  an  embroidered  scarf  across  her  rags  ; 
Tralla,  with  thorns  for  pins,  sticks  two  rosettes 
Upon  her  tlireadbare  woollen  ;  Hinda  now, 
Prettiest  and  boldest,  tucks  her  kirtle  up 
As  wallet  for  the  stolen  buttons — ^then 
Bends  with  her  knife  to  cut  from  off  the  hat 
The  aigrette  and  long  feather ;  deftly  cuts, 
Yet  wakes  the  sleeper,  who  with  sudden  start 
Shakes  off  the  masking  hat  and  shows  the  face 
Of  Juan :  Hinda  swift  as  thought  leaps  back, 
But  carries  off  the  spoil  triumphantly, 
And  leads  the  chorus  of  a  happy  laugh, 
Bunning  with  all  the  naked-footed  imps, 
Till  with  safe  survey  all  can  face  about 
And  watch  for  signs  of  stimulating  chase. 
While  Hinda  ties  long  grass  around  lier  brow 
To  stick  the  feather  in  with  majesty. 
Juan  still  sits  contemplative,  with  looks 
Alternate  at  the  spoilers  and  their  work. 

Juan. 
Ah,  you  marauding  kite — my  feather  gone  ! 
My  belt,  my  scarf,  my  buttons  and  rosettes  1 
Tills  is  to  be  a  brother  of  your  tribe  I 
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The  fiery-blooded  children  of  the  Sun—. 
So  says  chief  Zarca — children  of  the  Sun  ! 
Ay,  ay,  the  black  and  stinging  flies  he  breeds 
To  plague  the  decent  body  of  mankind. 
"  Orpheus,  professor  of  the  gai  saber, 
Made  all  the  brutes  polite  by  dint  of  song." 
Pregnant— but  as  a  guide  in  daily  life 
Delusive.     For  if  song  and  music  cure 
The  barbarous  trick  of  thieving,  'tis  a  cure 
That  works  as  slowly  as  old  Doctor  Time 
In  curing  folly.     Why,  the  minxes  there 
Have  rhythm  in  their  toes,  and  music  rings 
As  readily  from  them  as  from  little  bells 
Swung  by  the  breeze.    Well,  I  will  try  the  physic. 

{He  touches  his  lute.) 
Hem  !  taken  rightly,  any  single  thing. 
The  Rabbis  say,  implies  all  other  things. 
A  knotty  task,  though,  the  unravelling 
Meum  and  Tumn  from  a  saraband : 
It  needs  a  subtle  logic,  nay,  perhaps 
A  good  large  property,  to  see  the  thread. 

{He  touches  the  lute  again,) 
There's  more  of  odd  than  even  in  this  w^orld. 
Else  pretty  sinners  would  not  be  let  off 
Sooner  than  ugly ;  for  if  honeycombs 
Are  to  be  got  by  stealing,  they  should  go 
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Where  life  is  bitterest  on  the  tongue.     And  yet— 
Because  this  minx  has  pretty  ways  I  wink 
At  all  her  tricks,  though  if  a  flat-faced  lass, 
With  eyes  askew,  were  half  as  bold  as  she, 
I  should  chastise  her  with  a  liazel  switch. 
Fm  a  plucked  peacock — even  my  voice  and  wit 
Without  a  tail ! — why,  any  fool  detects 
The  absence  of  your  tail,  but  twenty  fools 
May  not  detect  the  presence  of  your  wit 

{He  touches  his  lute  again,) 
Well,  I  must  coax  my  tail  back  cunningly, 
For  to  run  after  these  brown  lizards — ah  ! 
I  think  the  lizards  lift  their  ears  at  this. 

[As  he  thrums  his  lute  the  lads  and  girls  grad- 
ually approach :  he  touches  it  more  briskly^ 
and  Hind  A,  advancing j  begins  to  move  arms 
and  legs  with  an  initiatory  dancing  move- 
ment, smiling  coaxingly  at  Juan.  He  sud- 
denly stops,  lays  down  his  lute  and  folds  his 
arms,) 

Juan, 

What,  you  expect  a  tune  to  dance  to,  eh  ? 

Hinda,  Hita,  Tralla,  and  the  best 
(clapping  their  hands). 
Yes,  yes,  a  tune^  a  tune  I 
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Juan. 
But  that  is  what  you  cannot  have,  my  sweet 
brothers  and  sisters.  The  tunes  are  all  dead — dead 
as  the  tunes  of  the  lark  when  you  have  plucked  his 
wings  off;  dead  as  the  song  of  the  grasshopper  when 
the  ass  has  swallowed  him.  I  can  play  and  sing  no 
more.     Hinda  has  killed  my  tunes. 

(^AU  cry  out  in  consternation.     Hinda  gives  a 
wail  and  tries  to  examine  the  lute,) 

Juan  {waving  her  off). 

Understand,  Senora  Hinda,  that  the  tunes  are  in 
me ;  they  are  not  in  the  lute  till  I  put  them  there. 
And  if  you  cross  my  humour,  I  shall  be  as  tuneless 
as  a  bag  of  wool.  K  the  tunes  are  to  be  brought  to 
life  again,  I  must  have  my  feather  back. 

(Hinda  kisses  his  hands  and  feet  coaxingly,) 
No,  no !  not  a  note  will  come  for  coaxing.     The 
feather,  I  say,  the  feather  I 

(Hinda  sorrowfully  takes  off  the  feather,  and 
gives  it  to  Juan.) 
Ah,  now  let  us  see.     Perhaps  a  tnne  will  come. 
[He  plays  a  measure,  and  the  three  girls  begin 
to  dance  ;  then  he  suddenly  stops,) 
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Juan. 
No,  the  tune  will  not  come  :  it  wants  the  aigrette 
{jpointing  to  it  on  HinMs  neck), 

(HiNDA,  loith  rather  less  hesitation^  but  again 
sorrowfully,  takes  off  the  aigrette,  and  gives 
it  to  him.) 

Juan. 
Ha !  {He  plays  again,  but,  qfter  rather  a  longer  time, 
again  stops.)  No,  no ;  'tis  the  buttons  are  wanting, 
Hinda,  the  buttons.  This  tune  feeds  chiefly  on  but- 
tons— a  greedy  tune.  It  wants  one,  two,  three,  four, 
five,  six.     Good ! 

{After  Hinda  has  given  up  the  buttons^  and 
Juan  has  laid  them  down  one  by  one,  he 
begins  to  play  again,  going  on  longer  than 
before,  so  that  the  dancers  become  excited 
by  the  movement.     Then  he  stops,) 

Juan. 
Ah,  Hita,  it  is  the  belt,  and,  Tralla,  the  rosettes — 
both  are  wanting.     I  see  the  tune  will  not  go  on 
without  them. 

(Hita  and  Tralla  take  off  the  belt  and  rosettes, 
and  lay  them  down  Quickly,  being  fred  by  the 
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dancing^  and  eager  for  the  music.     All  the 
articles  lie  hy  Juan's  side  on  the  ground,) 

Juan. 
Gk)od,  good,  my  docile  wild-oats !  Now  I  think 
the  tunes  are  all  alive  again.  Now  you  may  dance 
and  sing  too.  Hinda,  my  little  screamer,  lead  off 
with  the  song  I  taught  you,  and  let  us  see  if  the 
tune  will  go  right  on  from  beginning  to  end. 

[He  plays.  The  dance  begins  again,  Hinda 
singing.  All  the  other  hoys  and  girls  join 
in  the  choi*us,  and  all  at  last  dance  wildfy,) 

SONG. 

•  All  things  journey :  sun  andmooUj 
Morning,  noon,  and  afternoony 

Night  and  all  her  stars : 
^Twixt  the  east  and  western  bars 
Mound  they  journey , 
Come  and  go  ! 
We  go  with  them  1 

*  For  to  roam  and  ever  roam 
Is  the  ZinealCs  loved  home* 

Earth  is  good,  the  hillside  breaks 
By  the  asken  roots  cmd  makes 
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Hungry  nostrils  glad: 
Then  we  run  till  we  are  mad, 

Like  the  horaeSy 
And  we  crt/, 

None  shall  catch  tis  I 
Swift  winds  wing  us — we  are  free — 
Drink  the  air — we  Zincali  ! 

Falls  the  snow :  the  pine-branch  splits 
Call  the  fire  out,  see  it  flit, 

Through  the  dry  leaves  run, 
Spread  and  glow,  and  make  a  sun 

In  the  dark  tent : 

0  warm  dark  ! 

Warm  as  conies  ! 
Strong  fire  loves  us,  we  are  warm! 
Who  the  Zincali  shall  harm  ? 

Onward  jou7*ney :  fires  are  spent ; 
Sumcard,  sunward!  lift  the  tent, 

Run  before  the  rain, 
Through  the  pass,  along  the  plain. 

Hurry,  hurry, 

Lift  us,  wind! 

Like  the  horses. 
For  to  roam  and  ever  roam 
Is  the  ZincaUs  loved  home. 
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{When  the  dance  is  at  its  height,  Hinda  breaks 
away  from  the  rest,  and  dances  round  Juan, 
who  is  now  standing.  As  he  turns  a  little 
to  watch  her  movement,  some  of  the  boys  skip 
towards  the  feather,  aigrette,  ^c,  snatch 
them  up,  and  run  away,  swiftly  followed 
by  HiTA,  Tralla,  and  the  rest.  Hinda, 
as  she  turns  again,  sees  them,  screams,  and 
falls  in  her  whirling ;  but  immediately  gets 
up,  and  rushes  after  them,  still  screaming 
with  rage,) 

Juan. 
Santiago  !  tliese  imps  get  bolder.  Haha  !  Senora 
Hinda,  this  finishes  your  lesson  in  ethics.  You  have 
seen  the  advantage  of  giving  up  stolen  goods.  Now 
you  see  the  ugliness  of  thieving  when  practised  by 
others.  That  fable  of  mine  about  the  tunes  was 
excellently  devised.  I  feel  like  an  ancient  sage  in- 
structing our  lisping  ancestors.  My  memory  will 
descend  as  the  Orpheus  of  Gypsies.  But  I  must 
prepare  a  rod  for  those  rascals.  Til  bastinado  them 
with  prickly  pears.  It  seems  to  me  these  needles 
will  have  a  sound  moral  teaching  in  them. 

{While  Juan  takes  a  knife  from  his  belt,  and 
surveys  a  bush  of  the  prickly  pear^  Hinda 
returns,) 
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Juan. 
Pmy,  Se&ora,  why  do  you  fame  ?     Did  yoti  want 
to  steal  my  ornaments  again  yourself? 

HiNDA  (sobbing). 
No;   I  thought  you  would  give  Ihem  me  back 
again. 

Juan. 
What,  did  you  want  the  tunes  to  die  again  ?    Do 
you  like  finery  better  than  dancing  ? 

HiNDA. 

Oh,  that  was  a  tale  I  I  shall  tell  tales  too,  when 
I  want  to  get  anything  I  can't  steal.  And  I  know 
what  I  will  do.  I  shall  teU  the  boys  V\e  found  some 
little  foxes,  and  I  will  never  say  where  they  are  till 
they  give  me  back  the  feather ! 

(She  runs  off* again,) 

Juan. 

Hem  I  the  disciple  seems  to  seize  the  mode  sooner 

than  the  matter.     Teaching  virtue  with  this  prickly 

pear  may  only  teach  the  youngsters  to  use  a  new 

weapon;  as  your  teaching  orthodoxy  with  faggots 

I 


250  THE    SPANISH    GYPSY. 

may  only  bring  up  a  fashion  of  roasting.  Dios  !  my 
remarks  grow  too  pregnant — my  wits  get  a  plethora 
by  solitary  feeding  on  the  produce  of  my  own 
wisdom. 

{As  he  puts  up  his  knife  again^  Hinda  comes 
running  back,  and  crying,  "  Our  Queen  I 
our  Queen  I "  Juan  adjusts  his  garments 
and  his  lute,  while  Hinda  turns  to  meet 
Fedalma,  who  wears  a  Moorish  dress, 
her  black  hair  hanging  round  her  in 
.plaits,  a  white  turban  on  her  head,  a 
dagger  by  her  side.  She  carries  a  scarf 
on  her  left  arm,  which  she  holds  up  as 
a  shade.) 

Fed  ALMA  [patting  Hinda's  head). 

How  now,  wild  one  ?     You  are  hot  and  panting. 
Go  to  my  tent,  and  help  Nouna  to  plait  reeds. 

(Hinda  kisses  Fedalma's  hand,  and  runs  off, 
Fedalma  advances  towards  Juan,  who 
kneeU  to  take  up  the  edge  of  her  cymar, 
and  kisses  it,) 

Juan. 
How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ?     You  look  sacL 
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Fed^ilma. 


Oh,  I  am  sick  at  heart     The  eye  of  day, 

The  insistent  summer  sun,  seems  pitiless, 

Shining  in  all  the  barren  crevices 

Of  weary  life,  leaving  no  shade,  no  dark. 

Where  I  may  dream  that  hidden  waters  lie ; 

As  pitiless  as  to  some  shipwrecked  man, 

Who  gazing  from  his  narrow  shoal  of  sand 

On  the  wide  unspecked  round  of  blue  and  blue 

Sees  that  full  light  is  errorless  despair. 

The  insects'  hum  that  slurs  the  silent  dark 

Startles  and  seems  to  cheat  me,  as  the  tread 

Of  coming  footsteps  olieats  the  midnight  watcher 

Who  holds  her  heart  and  waits  to  hear  them  pause, 

And  hears  them  never  pause,  but  pass  and  die. 

Music  sweeps  by  me  as  a  messenger 

Carrying  a  message  that  is  not  for  ine* 

The  very  sameness  of  the  hills  and  sky 

Is  obduracy,  and  the  lingering  hours 

Wait  round  me  dumbly,  like  superfluous  slaves, 

Of  whom  I  want  nought  but  the  secret  news 

They  are  forbid  to  tell.     And,  Juan,  you — 

You,  too,  are  cruel — -would  be  over-wise 

In  judging  your  friend's  needs,  and  choose  to  hide 

Something  I  crave  to  know. 
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Juan. 

I,  lady? 

Fedalma. 

You. 

Juan. 
I  never  had  the  virtue  to  liide  aught, 
Save  what  a  man  is  whipped  for  publishing. 
Tm  no  more  retic^it  than  the  voluble  air — 
Dote  on  disclosure — never  could  contain 
The  latter  balf  of  all  my  sentences, 
But  for  the  need  to  utter  the  beginning. 
My  lust  to  tell  is  so  importunate 
That  it  abridges  every  other  vice, 
And  makes  me  temperate  for  want  of  time. 
I  dull  sensation  in  the  haste  to  say 
'Tis  this  or  that,  and  choke  report  with  surmise. 
Judge,  then,  dear  lady,  if  I  could  be  mute 
When  but  a  glance  of  yours  had  bid  me  speak. 

Fedalma. 
Nay,  sing  such  falsities  ! — you  mock  me  woyse 
By  speech  that  gravely  seems  to  ask  beliet 
You  are  but  babbling  in  a  part  you  play 
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To  please  my  &ther.    Ob,  'tis  well  meant,  say  you — 
Pity  for  woman's  weakaesis.     Take  my  thanks. 

Juan. 
Thanks  angrily  bestowed  are  red-hot  coin 
Burning  yom-  servant's  palm. 

Fedalma. 

Deny  it  not, 
You  know  how  many  leagues  this  camp  of  ours 
Lies  fix)m  Bedmar — what  mountains  lie  between — 
Could  tell  me  if  you  would  about  the  Duke— 
That  be  is  comforted,  sees  how  he  gains 
Losing  the  Zincala,  finds  now  how  slight 
The  thread  Fedalma  made  in  that  rich  web, 
A  Spanish  noble's  life.     No,  that  is  false ! 
He  never  would  think  lightly  of  our  love. 
Some  evil  has  befallen  him — he's  slain — 
Has  sought  for  danger  and  has  beckoned  death 
Because  I  made  all  life  seem  treachery. 
Tell  me  the  worst — be  meroifdl— no  worst, 
Against  the  hideous  painting  of  my  fear, 
Would  not  show  like  a  better. 

Juan. 

If  I.  speak, 
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.  -Will  you  believe  your  slave  ?    For  truth  is  scant ; 
And  where  the  appetite  is  still  to  hear 
And  not  believe,  falsehood  would  stint  it  less. 
How  say  you  ?    Does  your  hunger's  fancy  choose 
The  meagre  foot? 

Fed  ALMA  {seating  herself  on  the  ground). 

Yes,  yes,  the  truth,  dear  Juan. 
Sit  now,  and  tell  me  all. 

Juan. 

That  all  is  nought. 
I  can  unleash  my  fancy  if  you  wish 
And  hunt  for  phantoms  :  shoot  an  airy  guess 
And  bring  down  airy  likelihood — some  lie 
Masked  cunningly  to  look  like  royal  truth 
And  cheat  the  shooter,  while  King  Fact  goes  free  5 
Or  else  some  image  of  reality 
That  doubt  will  handle  and  reject  as  false. 
As  for  conjecture — I  can  thread  the  sky 
Like  any  swallow,  but,  if  you  insist 
On  knowledge  that  would  guide  a  pair  of  feet 
Eight  to  Bedmar,  across  the  Moorish  bounds, 
A  mule  that  dreams  of  stumbling  over  stones 
Is  better  stored. 
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Fedalma. 
And  you  have  gathered  nought 
About  the  border  wars  ?    No  news,  no  hint 
Of  any  rumours  that  concern  the  Duke — 
Kumours  kept  from  me  by  my  father  ? 

Juan, 

None. 

Your  father  trusts  no  secret  to  the  echoes. 

Of  late  his  movements  have  been  hid  from  all 

Save  those  few  hundred  chosen  Gypsy  breasts 

He  carries  with  him.     Think  you  he's  a  man 

To  let  his  projects  slip  from  out  his  belt, 

Then  whisper  him  who  haps  to  find  them  strayed 

To  be  so  kind  as  keep  his  counsel  well  ? 

Why,  if  he  found  me  knowing  aught  too  mucli, 

He  would  straight  gag  or  strangle  me,  and  say, 

"  Poor  hound  I  it  was  a  pity  that  his  bark 

Could    chance    to   mar   my   plans :    he    loved    my 

daughter — 

The  idle  hound  had  nought  to  do  but  lovo, 

So  followed  to  the  battle  and  got  crushed." 

Fedalma  [holding  out  her  handy  which  Juan  kisses). 
Good  Juan,  I  could  have  no  nobler  friend. 
You'd  ope  your  veins  and  let  your  life-blood  out 
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To  save  another's  pain,  -yet  hide  the  deed 
With  jesting — say,  'twas  merest  accident, 
A  sportive  scratch  that  went  by  chance  too  deep — 
And  die  content  with  men's  slight  thoughts  of  you. 
Finding  yonr  glory  in  another's  joy. 


Juan. 

Dub  not  my.  likings  virtues,  lest  they  get 
A  drug-like  taste,  and  breed  a  nausea. 
Honey's  not  sweet,  commended  as  cathartic. 
Such  names  are  parchment  labels  upon  gems 
Hiding  their  colour.     What  is  lovely  seen 
Priced  in  a  tarif  ? — lapis  lazuli, 
Such  bulk,  so  many  drachmas :  amethysts 
Quoted  at  so  much ;  sapphires  higher  stilL 
The  stono  like  solid  heaven  in  its  blueness 
Is  what  I  care  for,  not  its  name  or  price. 
So,  if  I  live  or  die  to  serve  my  friend, 
'Tis  for  my  love — 'tis  for  my  friend  alone, 
And  not  for  any  rate  that  friendship  bears 
In  heaven  or  on  earth.     Nay,  I  romance — 
I  talk  of  Koland  and  the  ancient  peers. 
In  me  'tis  hardly  friendship,  only  lack 
Of  a  substantial  self  that  holds  a  weight ; 
So  I  kiss  larger  things  and  roll  with  them. 
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Fedalma. 
Oh,  you  will  never  hide  your  soul  from  me ; 
I've  seen  the  jeweUs  flash,  and  know  'tia  there, 
Muffle  it  as  you  will.     That  foam-like  talk 
Will  not  wash  out  a  fear  which  blots  the  good 
Tour  presence  brings  me.    Oft  I'm  pierced  afresh 
Through  all  the  pressure  of  my  selfish  griefs 
By  thought  of  you.     It  was  a  rash  resolve 
Made  you  disclose  yourself  when  you  kept  watch 
About  the  terrace  wall  :-^your  pity  leaped, 
Seeing  alone  my  iHs  and  not  your  loss, 
Self-doomed  to  exile.    Juan,  you  must  repent. 
'Tis  not  in  nature  that  resolve,  which  feeds 
On  strenuous  actions,  should  not  pine  arid  die 
In  these  long  days  of  empty  listlessness. 

Juan. 

Repent  ?    Not  I.     Repentance  is  the  weight 

Of  indigested  meals  ta'en  yesterday. 

'Tis  for  large  animals  that  gorge  on  prey, 

Not  for  a  honey-sipping  butterfly. 

I  am  a  thing  of  rhythm  and  redondillas— 

The  momentary  rainbow  on  the  spray 

Made  by  the  thundering  torrent  of  men's  lives  : 

No  matter  whether  I  am  here  or  there ; 

I  still  catch  sunbeams.     And  in  Afi4c&, 
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Where  melons  and  all  fruits,  they  say,  grow  large 
Fables  are  real,  and  the  apes  polite, 
A  poet,  too,  may  prosper  past  belief: 
I  shall  grow  epic,  like  the  Florentine, 
And  sing  the  founding  of  our  infant  state, 
Sing  the  new  Gypsy  Carthage. 

Fedalma. 

Africa 

Would  we  were  there !     Under  another  heaven, 

In  lands  where  neither  love  nor  memory 

Can  plant  a  selfish  hope — in  lands  so  far 

I  should  not  seem  to  see  the  outstretched  arms 

That  seek  me,  or  to  hear  the  voice  that  calls. 

I  should  feel  distance  only^  and  despair  ; 

So  rest  for  ever  from  the  thought  of  bliss, 

And  wear  my  weight  of  life's  great  chain  unstruggling. 

Juan,  if  I  could  know  he  would  forget — 

Nay,  not  forget^  forgive  me — be  content 

That  I  forsook  him  for  no  joy,  but  sorrow. 

For  sorrow  chosen  rather  than  a  joy 

That  destiny  made  base  I     Then  he  would  taste 

No  bitterness  in  sweet,  sad  memory, 

And  I  should  live  unblemished  in  his  thought. 

Hallowed  like  her  who  dies  an  unwed  bride. 

Our  words  have  wings,  but  fly  not  where  we  would. 

Could  mine  but  reach  him,  Juan  1 
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Juan. 

Speak  the  wish-  - 
My  feet  have  wings — 1*11  be  your  Mercury. 
I  fear  no  shadowed  perils  by  the  way. 
No  man  will  wear  the  sharpness  of  his  sword 
On  me.     Nay,  I'm  a  herald  of  the  Muse, 
Sacred  ibr  Moors  and  Spaniards.     I  will  go — 
Will  fetch  you  tidings  for  an  amulet. 
But  stretch  not  hope  too  strongly  towards  that  mark 
As  issue  of  my  wandering.     Given,  I  cross 
Safely  the  Moorish  border,  reach  Bedmar : 
Fresh  counsels  may  prevail  there,  and  the  Duke 
Being  absent  in  the  field,  I  may  be  trapped. 
Men  who  are  sour  at  missing  larger  game 
May  wing  a  chattering  sparrow  for  revenge. 
It  is  a  chance  no  further  worth  the  note 
Than  as  a  warning,  lest  you  feared  worse  ill 
If  my  return  were  stayed.     I  might  be  caged  ; 
They  would  not  harm  me  else.     Untimely  death. 
The  red  auxiliary  of  the  skeleton. 
Has  too  much  work  on  hand  to  think  of  me ; 
Or,  if  he  cares  to  slay  me,  I  shall  fall 
Choked  with  a  grape-stone  for  economy. 
The  likelier  chance  is  that  I  go  and  come, 
Bringing  you  comfort  back. 
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Fed  ALMA  {starts  from  her  seat  and  walks  to  a  little 
distance,  standing  a  few  moments  with  her  hack 
towards  Juan,  then  she  turns  round  quickly,  and 
goes  towards  him). 

No,  Juan,  no ! 
Those  yearning  words  came  froxa  a  bouI  infirm, 
Crying  and  struggling  at  the  pain  of  bonds 
Which  yet  it  would  not  loosen.     He  knows  all — 
All  that  he  needs  to  know :  I  said  farewell : 
I  stepped  across  the  cracking  earth  and  knew 
'Twould  yawn  behind  me.     I  must  walk  right  on 
No,  I  will  not  win  aught  by  risking  you : 
That  risk  would  poison  my  poor  hope.     Besides, 
'Twere  treachery  in  me  :  my  fether  wills 
That  we — all  here — should  rest  within  this  camp. 
K I  can  never  live,  like  him,  on  faith 
In  glorious  morrows,  I  am  resolute. 
While  he  treads  painfully  with  stillest  step 
And  beady  brow,  pressed  'neath  the  weight  of  arms. 
Shall  I,  to  ease  my  fevered  restlessness, 
Eaise  peevish  moans,  shattering  that  fragile  silence  ? 
No  I     On  the  close-thronged  spaces  of  the  earth 
A  battle  rages  :  Fate  has  carried  me 
'Mid  the  thick  arrows  :  I  will  keep  my  stand — - 
Not  shrink  and  let  the  shaft  pass  by  my  breast 
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To  pierce  another.     Oh,  *tis  written  large 
The  thing  I  have  to  do.     But  you,  dear  Juan, 
Renounce,  endure,  are  brave,  unurged  by  aught 
Save  the  sweet  overflow  of  your  good  will. 

{She  seats  herself  again,) 

Juan. 
Nay,  I  endure  nought  worse  than  napping  sheep 
When  nimble  birds  uproot  a  fleecy  lock 
To  line  their  nest  with.      Seel   your  bondsman, 

Queen, 
The  minstrel  of  your  court,  is  fbatherless ; 
Deforms  your  presence  by  a  moulting  garb  5 
Shows  like  a  roadside  bush  culled  of  its  buds. 
Yet,  if  your  graciousness  will  not  disdain 
A  poor  plucked  songster — shall  he  sing  to  you  ? 
Some  lay  of  afternoons — some  ballad  strain 
Of  those  who  ached  once  but  are  sleeping  now 
Under  thesun^warmed  flowers  ?  ^Twill  cheat  the  time. 

Fedalma. 
Thanks,  Juan — Plater,  when  this  how  is  passed. 
My  soul  is  clogged  with  self;  it  could  riot  float 
On  with  the  pleasing  sadness  of  your  song.' 
Leave  me  in  this  green  spot,  but  come  again,- — 
Come  with -the  lengthening  shadows. 
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Juan. 

Then  your  slave 
Will  go  to  chase  the  robbers.     Queen,  farewell  I 

Fedalma. 
Best  friend,  my  well-spring  in  the  wilderness  ! 

[While  Juan  sped  along  the  stream,  there  came 
From  the  dark  tents  a  ringing  joyous  shout 
That  thrilled  Fedalma  with  a  summons  grave 
Yet  welcome,  too.     Straightway  she  rose  and  stood, 
All  languor  banished,  with  a  soul  suspense, 
Like  one  who  waits  high  presence,  listening. 
Was  it  a  message,  or  her  father's  self 
That  made  th^  camp  so  glad  ? 

It  was  himself! 
She  saw  him  now  advancing,  girt  with  arms 
That  seemed  like  idle  trophies  hung  for  show 
Beside  the  weight  and  fire  of  living  strength 
That  made  his  frame.     He  glanced  with  absent  tri- 
umph. 
As  one  who  conquers  in  some  field  afex 
And  bears  off  unseen  spoiL     But  nearing  her, 
His  terrible  eyes  intense  sent  forth  new  rays — 
A  sudden  sunshine  where  the  lightning  was 
'Twixt  meeting  dark.     All  tenderly  he  laid 


THE   SPANISH   GYPSY.  263 

His  hand  upon  her  shoulder ;  tenderly. 
His  kiss  upon  her  brow*] 

Zarca. 

My  royal  daughter ! 

Fedalma. 
Father,  I  joy  to  see  your  safe  return. 

Zarca. 

Nay,  I  but  stole  the  time,  as  hungry  men 

Steal  from  the  morrow's  meal,  made  a  forced  march, 

Left  Hassan  as  my  watchdog,  all  to  see 

My  daughter,  and  to  feed  her  famished  hope 

With  news  of  promise. 

Fedalma. 

Is  the  task  achieved 
That  was  to  be  the  herald  of  our  flight? 

Zarca. 
Not  outwardly,  but  to  my  inward  vision 
Things  are  achieved  when  they  are  well  begun. 
The  perfect  archer  calls  the  deer  his  own 
While  yet  the  shaft  is  whistling.     His  keen  eye 
Never  sees  failure,  sees  the  mark  alone. 
You  have  heard  nought^  then — ^had  no  messenger  ? 
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Fed  ALMA. 


I,  father  ?  no  :  each  quiet  day  has  fled 

Like  the  same  moth,  returning  with  slow  wing, 

And  pausing  in  the  sunshine. 

Zarca. 

It  is  welL 
You  shall  not  long  count  days  in  weariness. 
Ere  the  ftill  moon  has  waned  again  to  new, 
We  shall  reach  Almeria :  Berber  ships 
Will  take  us  for  their  freight,  and  we  shall  go 
With  plenteous  spoil,  not  stolen,  bravely  won 
By  service  done  on  Spaniards.     Do  you  slirink  ? 
Are  you  aught  less  than  a  true  Zincala  ? 

Fedalma. 

No ;  but  I  am  more.     The  Spaniards  fostered  me. 

Zakca. 

They  stole  you  first,  and  reared  you  for  the  flames^ 
I  found  you,  rescued  you,  that  you  might  live 
A  Zincala's  life  ;  I  saved  you  from  their  doom. 
YoTir  bridal  bed  had  been  the  rack. 
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Fedaliia  {in  a  low  tone). 

They  meaDt— 
To  seize  me  ? — ere  he  came  ? 

Zabca. 

Tes,  I  know  alL 
They  foomd  yotir  chamber  empty. 

Fedalma  {eagerly). 

Then  you  know — 
{checking  herself.) 
Father,  my  soul  would  be  less  laggard,  fed 
With  liiller  trust. 

Zarca. 
My  daughter,  I  must  keep 
The  Arab's  secret.     Arabs  are  our  friends, 
GrappUog  for  life  with  Christians  who  lay  waste 
Granada's  valleys,  and  with  devilish  hoofs 
Trample  the  young  green  com,  with  devilish  play 
Fell  blossomed  trees,  and  tear  up  well-pruned  vines : 
Cruel  as  tigers  to  the  vanquished  brave. 
They  wring  out  gold  by  oaths  they  mean  to  break ; 
Take  pay  for  pity  and  are  pitiless  ; 
Then  tinkle  bells  above  the  desolate  earth 
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And  praise  their  monstrous  gods,  supposed  to  love 
The  flattery  of  liars.     I  will  strike 
The  fall-gorged  dragon.    You,  my  child,  must  watch 
The  battle  with  a  heart,  not  fluttering 
But  duteous,  firm-weighted  by  resolve, 
Choosing  between  two  lives,  like  her  who  holds 
A  dagger  which  must  pierce  one  of  two  breasts, 
And  one  of  them  her  father's.     You  divine — 
I  speak  not  closely,  but  in  parables ; 
Put  one  for  many. 

Fed  ALMA  {collecting  herself  and  looking  firmly 
at  Zarca). 
Til  en  it  is  your  will 
That  I  ask  nothing  ? 

Zabca. 

You  shall  know  enough 
To  trace  the  sequence  of  the  seed  and  flower. 
El  Zagal  trusts  me,  rates  my  counsel  high  : 
He,  knowing  I  have  won  a  grant  of  lands 
Within  the  Berber's  realm,  wills  me  to  be 
The  tongue  of  his  good  cause  in  Africa, 
So  gives  us  furtherance  in  our  pilgrimage 
For  service  hoped,  as  well  as  service  done 
In  that  great  feat  of  which  I  am  the  eye^ 
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And  my  five  hundred  Gypsies  the  hest  arm. 
More,  I  am  charged  by  other  noble  Moors 
With  messages  of  weight  to  Telemsan. 
Ha,  your  eye  flashes.     Are  you  glad  ? 

Fed  ALMA. 

Yes,  glad 
That  men  can  greatly  trust  a  Zincalo. 

Zarca. 

Why,  fighting  for  dear  life  men  choose  their  swords 
For  cutting  only,  not  for  ornament. 
What  nought  but  Nature  gives,  man  takes  perforce 
Where  she  bestows  it,  though  in  vilest  place. 
Can  he  compress  invention  out  of  pride. 
Make  heirship  do  the  work  of  muscle,  sail 
Towards  great  discoveries  with  a  pedigree  ? 
Sick  men  ask  cures,  and  Nature  serves  not  hers 
Daintily  as  a  feast.     A  blacksmith  once 
Founded  a  dynasty,  and  raised  on  high 
The  leathern  apron  over  armies  spread 
Between  the  mountains  like  a  lake  of  steel. 

Fedalma  {Utterly). 
To  be  contemned,  then,  is  fair  augury. 
That  pledge  of  future  good  at  least  is  ours. 
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Zarca. 
Let  men  contemn  us  :  'tis  such  blind  contempt 
That  leaves  the  winged  broods  to  thrive  in  warmth 
Unheeded,  till  they  fill  the  air  like  storms 
So  we  shall  thrive — still  darkly  shall  draw  force 
Into  a  new  and  multitudinous  life 
That  likeness  fashions  to  community, 
Mother  divine  of  customs,  faith  and  laws. 
'Tis  ripeness,  'tis  fame's  zenith  that  kills  hope. 
Huge  oaks  are  dying,  forests  yet  to  come 
Lie  in  the  twigs  and  rotten-seeming  seeds. 

Fedalma. 

And  our  wild  Zincali  ?     'Neath  their  rough  husk 
Can  you  discern  such  seed?    You  said  our  band 
Was  the  best  arm  of  some  hard  enterprise ; 
They  give  out  sparks  of  virtue,  then,  and  show 
There's  metal  in  their  earth  ? 

Zarca. 

Ay,  metal  fine 
In  my  brave  Gypsies.     Not  the  lithest  Moor 
Has  lither  limbs  for  scaling,  keener  eye 
To  mark  the  meaning  of  the  furthest  speck 
That  tells  of  change  ;  and  they  are  disciplined 
By  faith  in  me,  to  such  obedience 
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Ab  needs  no  spy.     My  scalers  and  my  scouts 
Are  to  the  Moorish  force  they're  leagued  withal 
As  bowHstring  to  the  bow ;  while  I  their  chief 
Command  the  enterprise  and  guide  the  will 
Of  Moorish  captains,  as  the  pilot  guides 
With  eye-itt6tructed  band  the  passive  helm. 
For  high  device  is  still  the  highest  force, 
And  he  who  holds  the  secret  of  the  wheel 
May  make  the  rivers  do  what  work  he  would. 
With  thoughts  impalpable  we  clutch  men's  souk, 
Weaken  the  joints  of  arfnies,  make  them  fly 
like  dust  and  leaves  before  the  viewless  wind* 
Tell  me  what's  mirrored  in  the  tiger's  hearty 
ril  rule  that  too. 

Fedalma  {wrought  to  a  glow  of  admiration). 
0  my  imperial  fkthet  I 
'Tis  where  there  breathes  a  mighty  soul  like  yours 
That  men's  conten^t  is  of  good  augury. 

Zarca  {seizing  both  Fed  alma's  handsy  and 
looking  at  her  searchingly). 
And  you,  my  daughter,  what  toe  you — ^if  not 
The  Zincalo's  child  ?    Say,  does  not  his  great  hope 
Thrill  in  your  veind  like  shouts  of  victory  ? 
'Tis  a  vile  life  that  like  a  garden  pool 
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Lies  stagnant  in  the  round  of  personal  loves  | 

That  has  no  ear  save  for  the  tickling  lute 

Set  to  small  measures — deaf  to  all  the  beats 

Of  that  large  music  rolling  o*er  the  world : 

A  miserable,  petty,  low-roofed  life, 

That  knows  the  mighty  orbits  of  the  skies 

Through  nought  save  light  or  dark  in  its  own  cabin. 

The  very  brutes  will  feel  the  force  of  kind 

And  move  together,  gathering  a  new  soul — 

The  soul  of  multitudes.     Say  now,  my  child, 

You  will  not  falter,  not  look  back  and  long 

For  unfledged  ease  in  some  soft  alien  nest. 

The  crane  with  outspread  wing  that  heads  the  file 

Pauses  not,  feels  no  backward  impulses  : 

Behind  it  summer  was,  and  is  no  more ; 

Before  it  lies  the  summer  it  will  reach 

Or  perish  in  mid-ocean.     You  no  less 

Must  feel  the  force  sublime  of  growing  life. 

New  thoughts  are  urgent  as  the  growth  of  wings : 

The  widening  vision  is  imperious 

As  higher  members  bursting  the  worm's  sheath. 

You  cannot  grovel  in  the  worm's  delights : 

You  must  take  winged  pleasures,  winged  pains. 

Are  you  not  steadfast?     Will  you  live  or  die 

For  aught  below  your  royal  heritage  ? 

To  him  who  holds  the  flickering  brief  torch 
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That  lights  a  beacon  for  tte  perishing, 
Aught  else  is  crime.     Would  you  let  drop  the 
torch? 

Fedalma, 

Father,  my  soul  is  weak,  the  mist  of  tears 

Still  rises  to  my  eyes,  and  hides  the  goal 

Which  to  your  undimmed  sight  is  fixed  and  clear. 

But  if  I  cannot  plant  resolve  on  hope, 

It  will  stand  firm  on  certainty  of  woe. 

I  choose  the  ill  that  is  most  like  to  end 

With  my  poor  being.     Hopes  have  precarious  life. 

They  are  oft  blighted,  withered,  snapped  sheer  ofi" 

In  vigorous  growth  and  turned  to  rottenness. 

But  faithfulness  can  feed  on  suffering. 

And  knows  no  disappointment.     Trust  in  me  1 

If  it  were  needed,  this  poor  trembling  hand 

Should  grasp  the  torch — strive  not  to  let  it  fall 

Though,  it  were  burning  down  close  to  my  flesh, 

No  beacon  lighted  yet :  through  the  damp  dark 

I  should  still  hear  the  cry  of  gasping  swimmers. 

Father,  I  will  be  tnie ! 

Zarca. 
I  trust  that  word. 
And,  for  your  sadness — you  are  young — the  bruise 
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Will  leave  ao  mark.     The  worst  of  misery 
Is  when  a  nature  framed  for  noblest  things 
Condemns  itself  iD  youth  to  petty  joys, 
And,  sore  athirst  for  air,  breathes  scanty  life 
Grasping  from  out  the  shallows.     You  are  saved 
From  such  poor  doubleness.     The  life  we  choose 
Breathes  high,  and  sees  a  full-arched  firmament. 
Our  deeds  shall  speak  like  rock-hewn  messages, 
Teaching  great  purpose  to  the  distant  time. 
Now  I  must  hasten  back.     I  shall  but  speak 
To  Nadar  of  the  order  he  must  keep 
In  setting  watch  and  yictualling.     The  stars 
And  the  young  moon  must  see  me  at  my  post. 
Nay,  rest  you  here.     Farewell,  my  younger  ^elf— 
Strong-hearted  daughter  I    Shall  I  live  in  you 
When  the  earth  covers  me? 


FanA 

My  &ther,  death 
Should  give  your  will  divineness,  make  it  strong 
With  the  beseechings  of  a  mighty  soul 
That  left  its  work  unfinished.     Kiss  me  now ! 

{Thei/  embrace,  and  she  adds  tremulously 
as  they  part,) 
And  when  you  see  fair  hair,  be  pitiful. 

[Exit  Zarca. 
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(Fedalma  seats  herself  on  the  hank,  leans  her 
head  forward,  and  covers  her  face  with  her 
drapery.  While  she  is  seated  thus,  Hinda 
comes  from  the  bank,  with  a  branch  of  musk 
roses  in  her  hand.  Seeing  Fedalma  vnth 
head  bent  and  covered,  she  pauses,  and  begins 
to  move  on  tiptoe.) 

Hinda, 
Our  Queen  I     Can  she  be  crying  ?     There  she  sits 
As  I  did  every  day  when  my  dog  Saad 
Sickened  and  yelled,  and  seemed  to  yell  so  loud 
After  we  buried  him,  I  oped  his  grave. 

(iSfte  cornea  forward  on  tiptoe,  kneels  at  Fedalma's 
feet,  and  embraces  them.  Fedalma  uncovers 
her  head.) 

Fedalma. 
Hinda  I  what  is  it  ? 

Hinda. 

Queen,  a  branch  of  roses — 
So  sweet,  you'll  love  to  smeU  them.    'Twas  the  last. 
I  climbed  the  bank  to  get  it  before  I'ralla, 
And  slipped  and  scratched  my  arm.      But  T  don't 
mind. 
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You  love  the  roses — so  do  I.     I  wish 
The  sky  would  rain  down  roses,  as  they  rain 
From  off  the  shaken  bush.     Why  will  it  not  ? 
Then  all  the  valley  would  be  pink  and  white 
And  soft  to  tread  on.     They  would  fall  as  light 
As  feathers,  smelling  sweet ;  and  it  would  be 
Like  sleeping  and  yet  waking,  all  at  once  ! 
Over  the  sea,  Queen,  where  we  soon  shall  go, 
Will  it  rain  roses  ? 

Fedalma. 

No,  my  prattler,  no  ! 
It  never  will  rain  roses  :  when  we  want 
To  have  more  roses  we  must  plant  more  trees. 
But  you  want  nothing,  little  one — the  world 
Just  suits  you  as  it  suits  the  tawny  squirrels. 
Come,  you  want  nothing. 

HiNDA. 

Yes,  I  want  more  berries- 
Red  ones — ^to  wind  about  my  neck  and  arms 
When  I  am  married — on  my  ankles  too 
I  want  to  wind  red  berries,  arid  on  my  head. 

Fedalma. 
Who  is  it  you  are  fond  of?     Tell  me,  now. 
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HiNDA. 
0  Queen,  yon  know !     It  could  be  no  one  else 
But  Ismael.     He  catches  all  the  birds, 
Knows  where  the  speckled  fish  are,  scales  the  rocks, 
And  sings  and  dances  with  me  when  I  like. 
How  should  I  marry  and  not  maiTy  him  ? 

Fed  ALMA. 
Should  you  have  loved  him,  had  he  been  a  Moor, 
Or  white  Castilian  ? 

HiNDA  {starting  to  herfeetj  then  kneeling  again). 
Are  you  angry.  Queen  ? 
Say  why  you  will  think  shame  of  your  poor  Hinda  ? 
She'd  sooner  be  a  rat  and  hang  on  thorns 
To  parch  until  the  wind  had  scattered  her, 
Than  be  an  outcast,  spit  at  by  her  tribe. 


Feda 

I  think  no  evil — am  not  angry,  child. 
But  would  you  part  from  Ismagl  ?  leave  him  now 
If  your  chief  bade  you — said  it  was  for  good 
To  all  your  triTje  that  you  must  part  from  him  ? 

Hinda  {giving  a  sharp  cry). 
Ah,  will  he  say  so  ? 
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Fedalma  {almost  fierce  in  her  earnestness), 
Naj,  child,  answer  me. 
Could  you  leave  Ismael  ?  get  into  a  boat 
And  see  the  waters  widen  'twixt  you  two 
Till  all  was  water  and  you  saw  him  not, 
And  knew  that  you  would  never  see  him  more  ? 
If  'twas  your  chiefs  command,  and  if  he  said 
Your  tribe  would  all  be  slaughtered,  die  of  plague. 
Of  famine — madly  drink  each  other's  blood  .   •   • 

HiNDA  {trembling). 

0  Queen,  if  it  is  so,  tell  Ismael, 

Fedalma. 
You  would  obey,  then?  part  from  him  for  ever? 

Hind  A. 
How  could  we  live  else  ?    Widi  our  brethren  lost  ?— 
No  marriage  feast  ?     The  day  would  turn  to  dark. 
A  Zincala  cannot  live  without  her  tribe. 

1  must  obey  I     Poor  Isiiiael — poor  Hinda ! 
But  will  it  ever  be  so  cold  and  dait  ? 
Oh,  I  would  sit  upon  the  rocks  and  cry, 
And  cry  so  long  that  I  could  cry  no  more : 
Then  I  should  go  to  sleep. 
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Fedalma. 

No,  Hinda.  no  I 
Thon  never  shalt  be  called  to  part  from  him. 
I  wiU  have  berries  for  thee,  red  and  black, 
And  I  will  be  so  glad  to  see  thee  glad, 
That  earth  will  seem  to  hold  enough  of  joy 
To  outweigh  all  the  pangs  of  those  who  part 
Be  comforted,  bright  ejes.     See,  I  will  tie 
These  roses  in  a  crown,  for  thee  to  wear. 

HiNDA  {clapping  her  hands,  while  Fedalma  puts 
the  roses  on  her  head). 

Oh,  I'm  as  glad  as  many  little  foxes — 
I  will  find  Ismael,  and  tell  him  all. 

[tihe  runs  off,) 

Fedalma  {alone). 

She  has  the  strength  I  lack.     Within  her  world 
The  dial  has  not  stirred  since  first  she  woke : 
No  changing  light  has  made  the  shadows  die, 
And  taught  her  trusting  soul  sad  difference. 
For  her,  good,  right,  and  law  are  all  summed  up 
In  what  is  possible :  life  is  one  web 
Where  love,  joy,  kindred,  and  obedience 
Lie  faat  and  even,  in  one  warp  and  woof 
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With  thirst  and  drinking,  hunger,  food,  and  sleepc 

She  knows  no  struggles,  sees  no  double  path : 

Her  fate  is  freedom,  for  her  will  is  one 

With  her  own  people's  law,  the  only  law 

She  ever  knew.     For  me — I  have  fire  within, 

But  on  my  will  there  falls  the  chilling  snow 

Of  thoughts  that  come  as  subtly  as  soft  flakes, 

Yet  press  at  last  with  hard  and  icy  weight. 

I  could  be  firm,  could  give  myself  the  wrench 

And  walk  erect,  hiding  my  life-long  wound, 

If  I  but  saw  the  fruit  of  aU  my  pain 

With  that  strong  vision  which  commands  the  soul, 

And  makes  great  awe  the  monarch  of  desire. 

But  now  I  totter,  seeing  no  far  goal : 

I  tread  the  rocky  pass,  and  pause  and  grasp, 

Guided  by  flashes.     When  my  father  comes. 

And  breathes  into  my  soul  his  generous  hope — 

By  his  own  greatness  making  life  seem  great, 

As  the  clear  heavens  bring  sublimity. 

And  show  earth  larger,  spanned  by  that  blue  vast — 

Resolve  is  strong :  I  can  embrace  my  sorrow. 

Nor  nicely  weigh  the  fruit ;  possessed  with  need 

Solely  to  do  the  noblest,  though  it  foiled — 

Though  lava  streamed  upon  my  breathing  deed 

And  buried  it  in  night  and  barreimess. 

But  soon  the  glow  dies  out,  t^e  trumpet  strain 
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That  vibrated  as  strength  through  all  my  lirnbs 

Is  heard  no  longer ;  over  the  wide  scene 

There's  nought  but  chill  grey  silence,  or  the  hum 

And  fitful  discord  of  a  vulgar  world. 

Then  I  sink  helpless — sink  into  the  arms 

Of  all  sweet  memories,  and  dream  of  bliss : 

See  looks  that  penetrate  like  tones  ;  hear  tones 

That  flash  looks  with  them.     Even  now  I  feel 

Soft  airs  enwrap  me,  as  if  yearning  rays 

Of  some  far  presence  touched  me  with  their  warmth 

And  brought  a  tender  murmuring  .  •  . 

[While  she  mused, 
A  figure  came  from  out  the  olive  trees 
That  bent  close-whispering  'twixt  the  parted  hills 
Beyond  the  crescent  of  thick  cactus :  paused 
At  sight  of  her ;  then  slowly  forward  moved 
With  careful  steps,  and  gently  said,  "  Fedalma  1 " 
Fearing  lest  fancy  had  enslaved  her  sense, 
She  quivered,  rose,  but  turned  not.     Soon  again  : 
"  Fedalma,  it  is  Silva  ! "     Then  she  turned. 
He,  with  bared  head  and  arms  entreating,  beamed 
Like  imoming  on  her.     Vision  held  her  still 
One  moment,  then  with  gliding  motion  swift, 
Inevitable  as  the  melting  stream's. 
She  found  her  rest  within  his  circling  arms.] 
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Fedalha. 
0  love,  you  are  living,  and  believe  in  me  I 

Don  Silva. 
Once  more  we  are  together.     Wishing  dies — 
Stifled  with  bliss. 

Fedalma. 

You  did  not  hate  me,  then — 
Think  me  an  ingrate — ^think  my  love  was  small 
That  I  forsook  you  ? 

Don  Silva. 

Dear,  I  trusted  you 
As  holy  men  trust  God.     You  could  do  nought 
That  was  not  pure  and  loving — though  the  deed 
Might  pierce  me  unto  death.    You  had  less  trust, 
Since  you  suspected  mine.     'Twas  wicked  doubt 

Fedalma. 
Nay,  when  I  saw  you  hating  me,  the  feult 
Seemed  in  my  lot — my  bitter  birthright — ^hers 
On  whom  you  lavished  all  your  wealth  of  love 
As  price  of  nought  but  sorrow.     Then  I  said, 
"  'Tis  better  so.     He  will  be  Happier !" 
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But  soon  that  thought,  Btruggling  to  be  a  hope, 
Would  end  in  tears. 

Don  Silva. 

It  was  a  cruel  thought. 
Happier  1     True  misery  is  not  begun 
Until  I  cease  to  love  thee. 

Fedalma. 

Silva  I 

Don  Silva. 

Mine  I 
(They  stand  a  moment  or  two  in  silence.) 

.....  •  •     .        '    -^  :"■   I- . 

Fedalma. 
I  thought  I  had  so  mu^h  to  tell  you,  loyej — ; 
Long  eloquent  stories— how  it  all  befell — 
The  solemn  message,  calling  me  away. 
To  awful  spousals,  where  my  own  dead  joy, 
A  conscious  ghost,  looked  on.  and  saw  me  wed. 

Don  Silva. 
Oh,  that  grave  speech  would  cumber  our  quick  souls 
Like  bAlls  that  waste  the  moments  with  their  loudness. 
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FeDALMA.  ,  •   .    .  r      ' 

And  if  it  all  were  said,  'twould  end  in  this, 

That  I  still  loved  you  when  I  fled  away. 

'Tis  no.  ifiore  wisdom  than  the  little  birds 

Make  known  by  their  soft  twitter  when  they  feel    J  r 

Each  other's  heart  beat.  i 

Don  Silva. 

All  the  deepest  things 
We  now  say  with  our  eyes  and  meeting  pulse : 
Our  voices  need  but  prattle. 

Fedalma. 

I  forget 
All  the  drear  days  of  thirst  in  this  one  draught. 

[Again  they  are  silent  for  a  few  moments,) 
But  tell  me  how  you  came?     Where  are  yo\ir  guards? 
Is  there  no  risk  ?     And  now  I  look  at  you, 
This  garb  is  strange  ... 

Don  Sn.vA."    - 

I  came  alone. 

.  ..     .-.I  .j     .;..  ..F^BAI^MA.       . 

..  ;'.?.. J  .j-i  '•■■■.•.  =Alotie? 
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Don  Stlva. 

Yes — fled  in  secret.     There  was  no  way  else 
To  find  you  safely. 

Fedalma  [letting  one  hand  fall  and  moving  a  little 
front  Mm  with  a  look  of  sudden  terror ^  while 
he  clasps  Iter  more  firmly  hy  the  other  arm). 
Silva ! 

Don  : Silva. 

It  is  nought 
Enough  that  I  am  here,    JJow  we  will  cling. 
What  power  shaJl  hinder  us?    You  left.|ne  onoa . 
To  set  your  fether  free.     That  task  is  done, 
And  jou  acB  mine  t^gain.    I  have  braved  all 
That  I  might  find  you,  see  yqur  father,,  >yin 
His  furtherance  in  bearing  you  away  . .  ; 

To  some  safe  refuge.     Are  we  not.  betrothed? 

Fedalma. 

Qikr  I  «m  trembling  'neath  tke  rush  of  thoughts 
Xhat  jooma  like  griefs  at'  morning— ^look  at  me 
With  «wful  faces,  from  the  Tanii^ing  hkze 
That  mcimently  had  hidden-  them. 
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Don    SiLVA. 


What  thoughts  ? 


Fed  ALMA. 
Forgotten  burials.     There  lies  a  grave 
Between  tliis  visionary  present  and  the  pa.st. 
Our  joy  is  dead,  and  only  smiles  on  us 
A  loving  shade  from  out  the  place  of  tombs. 

Don  Silva. 
Your  love  is  faint,  else  aught  that  parted  us 
Would  seem  hnt  superstition.     Love  supreme 
Defies  di^m-terrors^-risks  avenging  fires. 
I  havfe  risked  all  things.     B^t  your  love  is  faint. 


'/ ' 


Fedalma  (retreating  a  little j  but  keeping  Ms  liand), 
Silva,  if  now  between  us  came  a  sword, 
Severed  my  arm,  and  left  our  two  hands  clasped. 
This  poor  maimed  arm  would  feel  the  clasp  till  death. 
What  parts  us  is  a  sword  .  .  . 

.  (Zarua  ha9  been  advancing  in  the  background. 
He  has  drawn  his  swordy  and  now  thrusts 
the  naked  blade  between  them,  1)on  SilvA 
lets  go  Fedalma-s  hand;  and^  grasps  his 
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sword,  Fedalma,  startled  at  first,  stands 
firmly,  as  if  prepared  to  interpose  between 
her  Father  and  the  Duke.) 

Zarca, 

Ay,  'tis  a  sword 
That  parts  the  Spaniard  and  the  Zincala : 
A  sword  that  was  baptised  in  Christian  blood, 
Wlien  once  a  band,  cloaking  with  Spanish  law 
Their  brutal  rapine,  would  have  butchered  us, 
And  outraged  then  our  women. 

(Resting  the  point  of  his  sword  on  the  ground.) 

My  lord  Duke, 
1  was  a  guest  within  your  fortress  once 
Against  my  will ;  had  entertainment  too — 
Much  like  a  galley-slave's.    Pray,  have  you  sought 
The  Zincalo's  camp,  to  find  a  fit  return 
Fo]:Jj2alt  Cafitilian  courtesy?  or  rather 
To  make  amends  for  all  our  prisoned  toil. 
By  free  bestowal,  of  your  presence  here  ? 

Don  Silva,  ,  ;    . 

Chie:^  lhj»ye  brought  no  scorn  to  meet  yoxlr  scorii. 
I  cam(&  beoottsejlove  urged  me— .-that  deep  love 
I  beaJT  to  h^r  whom  you  call  daughter — her 
Whom  I  reclaim  as  my  betrothed  bride,       '    ' 
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Doubtless  yon  biing  for  final  argument 
Your  men-at-arms  who  will  escort  your  bride  ? 

Don  Silva. 
.    I  came  alone.     The  only  force  I  bring 

Is  tenderness.     Nay,  I  will  trust  besides  . ; 

In  all  the  pleadings  of  a  father's  car^ 
To  wed  his  daughter  as  her  nurture  bids. 
And  for  your  tribe — whatever  purposed  good 
Your  thoughts  may  cherish,  I  will  make  secure 
With  the  strong  surety  of  a  noble's, power : 
My  wealth  shall  be  your  treasury. 

^A^CA  {wz^h  irony), 

.■•■.-•  Mytiftiiikfer 
To  me  you  oSer  liberal  prioei;  fer  her-       ' 
Your  love's,  beseeoking  will  be  force  supTeme. 
She  will  go  with  you  as  a  willing  slave, 
Will  give  a  word  of  parting  to  her  father, 
..Wave  ferewella  to  her  tribe,. then  turn  and  say, 
"  Now,  my  lord,  I  am  nothing  bit  y6ur  bride ;    ' 
I  am  quite  ouiled,  have  oeitl^er  root  lior  trunk;   ' 
Now  wean  me  with  yotur  plmne  I " 
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Don  SiLVA. 

'  Yours  IS  "the  wrong' 

Feigning  in  me  one  thought  of  her  below 
Tlie  highest  homage.     I  would  make  my  rank 
The  pedestal  of  her  worth  ;  a  noble's  sword, 
A  noble's  hoiw^r,  her  defence  ;  his  love 
The  Hfe-lottg  sanctuary  of  her  womanhood. 

ZavlcaJ  ■    '■     •.  .'V 

I  teH  yon,  were  you  King  of  Aragon, 
And  won'  my  daughter's  hand,"' your  higher  rank 
Would  bk^ken:  hei*  dishdnour.     'Twere  ex6tfse 
If  you  were  beggared;  homeless,  spit  Upon, 
And  so  made  ereii  with  her  people's  lot ; 
For  then  she  would  be  lured  by  "want,  not  4r^aith, 
To  be  a  wife  amongst  ati  alien  race 
To  whom  her  tribe  owes  curses.  '     ' 

DOK  SftYA.  :    : 

Such  blind  hate 
Is  fit  for  beasts  of  prey,  but  not  for  men. 
My  hoi^til^acts  against  you,  should  but  cdunt 
As  ignorant*  strokes  against  a  friend  unknown  ♦. 
And  for  the  wi^ngs  inflicted  on  your  tribe'  » 
By  Spanish  edicts  or  the  cruelty  i   ^  > 
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Of  Spanish  vassals,  am  I  criminal? 
Love  comes  to  cancel  all  ancestral  hate, 
Sujbdues.all  heritage,  proves  that  in  mankind 
Union  is  deeper  than  dwsipn,,      .  ,.  ,. 

Zy\?CA. 

■Ay,. 

Such  love  is  qommon :  I  have  seen  it  pft-^ 
Seen  many  women  rend  the  sacred  ties 
That  bind  them  in  high  fellowship  with  men, 
Making  them  mothers  of  a  people'^  virtue : 
Seen,  them  so  levelled  to  a  handsome,  steed    .  r 
That  yesterday  was  Moorish  pjroperty, 
To-day  is  Christian— w^ars  new-fashioned  gear 
Neighs  to  new  feeders,  and  will  prance  alike  * 
Un^er  all  banners,  so  the  banner  be 
A  master's  who  caresses.     Suojbi  ligjit  chaBige 
You  call  conversion  ;  but  we  Zincali  call 
Conversion  infamy.     Our  people's  faith 
Is  faithfulness  ;  not  the  rote^eamed  belief 
ThE|,t  we  are  heaven's  highest  favourites, 
But  the  resolve  that  being  ^oaqst  forsaken;    . 
Among  the  sons  of  men,  w^.  will.be  true  . 
Each  to  the  other,  and  our  common  lot. 
You  Chrii^tians  biirn  men  for  their  Jieresy: 
Our  vilest  heretic  is  that  Zincala 
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Who,  choosing  ease,  forsakes  her  people's  woes. 
The  dowiy  of  my  daughter  is  to  be 
Chief  woman  of  her  tribe,  and  rescue  it. 
A  bride  with  such  a  dowrv  has  no  match 
Among  the  subjects  of  that  Catholic  Queen 
Who  wonld  have  Gypsies  swept  into  the  sea 
Or  eke  would  hare  thie^  gibbeted. 

Don  Silva. 

And  you, 
Fedalma's.^her — ^you  who  claim  the  dues 
Of  fatherhood — mil  oflfer  up  her  youth 
To  mere  grim  idols  of  your  phantasy  !• 
Worse  thai  all  Pagans,  with  no  orAcle 
To  bid  you  murder,  no  sure,  good  to  win, ' 
Will  sacrifice  your  daughter^ — ^to  no  god, 
But  to  a  raTenouB  fire  within  your  soul, 
Mad  hopes,  blind  hate,  that  like  possessing  fiends 
Shriek  at  a  name  I   'This  sweetest  virgin,  reared' 
As  garden  flowers,  to  .give  the  sordid  world    '^ 
Glimpses  of  perfedtness,  you  snatch  and  thraiiit 
On  dreary  wilds.;  ininsions  mad,  proclaim     < 
Semiramiaof  Gypsy  wanderers '; 
Doom,  with  a  broken  arrow  in  her  heart. 
To  wait  for- death  'mid  squalid  savages : 
For  what  ?     You  would' be  sai^iour  of  your  tribe  j 
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Sq  said  Fedalma's  letter.;  riitiier  8ay^>. 

You  have  the  will  to  save  by  ruling. men,. 

But  first  to  rule ;  and  .with  that  flinty  will 

You  cut  your  way,  though  the  first  cut  you  give 

Gash  youi'  child's  bosom. 

;  {While  Dm  Silva  kas  been  speahrng^  with 
gf  owing  j^a^mn,  .FjGPAiiMA  hm  pixdced 
herself  between  him  and  her  father,) 

■     ,     Zarca  [with  calm  irony). 

You  are  Idud,  my  lord  1 
You  only  are  the  reasonable^  mas  ; 
You  have  a;  heart j  I  none,     Feddina/s' good        s 
Is  what  you  see,  you  care  for;  wliile  I  seek- 
No  good,  not  even  my  own,  urged  on  by  noii^l 
But  hellish  hunger,  which  mnst  Btill  be!  fed 
Though  in  the  feeding  it  I  sufiPer.  throes.  •  .  i 

Fume  at  your  own  opinion,  as  you  will : 
I;  speak  n<>t  now  to  you,  but 'to  :my  daughter. 
If  she  still  caJls  it  good  to.  mate  with  you, 
To  be  a  Spanish  duchess^  kneel  at  epnrt^. 
And  hope  her  belaaty  i&  exouse  to  men    . 
When  women  whisper,  ^^  A  mwe  Zincala  f^' 
If  she  still  calls  it  good  to  take  a  lot    ■ 
That  measures  joy  'for  her  as  she  forgets 
Her  kindred  and  her  kindred- s  misery,  /  •    l 
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Nor  feelfl  the  softneBS  of  her  downy  couch 

Marred  by  remembrance  that  she  once  forsook 

The  place  that  she  waa  bom  to — let  hor  ^>  I 

If  life  for  her  still  lies  in  alien  love,  « 

That  forces  her  to  shut  her  sofil  from  truth    = 

As  men  in  shameful  pleasures  shut  out  day; 

And  death,  for  her^  is  to  do  rarest  deeds,  * 

Which,  even  failing,  leave  new  faith  to  men, 

The  faith  in  human  hearts-^then,  let  her  go  \ 

She  is  my  only  of!l^pring ;  iii  her  veins 

She  bears  the  blood  her  tribe  hsi»  trusted  in  } ' 

Her  heritage  is  their  obedience. 

And  if  I  died,  she  might  still  lead  them  forth 

To  plant  the  race  her.  lover  now  reviles 

Where  they  may  make  a  natioi^,  and  may  rise 

To  grander  manhood  than  his  race  can  show  ; 

Then  live  a  goddess,  sanctifying  oaths, 

Enforcing  right,  and  ruling  obnsoiences, 

By  law  deep-graven  in  exalting  deeds,  • 

Through  the  long  ages  of  her  people^s  life.    ' 

If  she'  oari  leave  that  lot  for  silken  shame, 

For  kisses  honeyed  by  oblivion-^ 

The  bliss  of  drunkards  or  the  blank  of  fools^— 

Then  let  her  go  !     You  Spanish  Cathplibs, 

When  you  are  cniel,  base,  and  treacherous, 

For  ends  not  pious,  tender  gifts  to.Qod, 
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And  for  men^s  wounds  offer  much  oil  to  chtirches  : 

We  have  no  altars  for  mich  healing  gifts  ; 

As  Soothe  the  heavens  for  outrage  done  on  eaTtt. 

We  have  no  priesthood  and  no  creed  to  teach 

That  she--^the  Zincala — who  might  save  hei*  ra6e 

And  yet  abandons  it,  may  cleanse  that  blot, 

And  mend  the  curse  her  life  lias  been  to  men, 

By  saving  her  own  soul.     Her  one  base  choice 

Is  wrong  unchangeable,  is  poison  shed 

Where  men  must  drink-,  shed  by  her  poisoning  will. 

Now  choose,  Fedalma !         .  •  - 

i  [But  her  choice  was  iii^ade. 

Slowly,  while  yet  her  father  spoke,' she  moved    ' 
From  where  oblique  with  deprecating  arms 
She  stood  between  the  two  who  swayed  her  heart : 
Slowly  she  moved  to  choose  sublimer  pain ; 
Yearning,  .yet  shrinking  ;  wrbught  upon  by  awe. 
Her  own  brief  life  seeming  a  little  isle 
Remote  through  visions  of  a  wider  world  ' 
With  fates  dose-crowded  ;  firm  to  slay  her  joy 
That  cut  her  heart  with  smiles  beneath  the  knife. 
Like  a  sweet  habe  foredoomed  by  prophecy. 
She  stood  apart,  yet  near  her  father :  stood 
Hand  clutching  hand,  her  limbs  all  tense  with  will 
That  strove  'gainst  anguish,  eyes  that  seemed  a  soul 
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Yearnings  in  death  towards  him  she  loved  and  left. 
He  faced  her,  pale  with  passion  aii<J  a  will  • 
Fierce  to  resist  whatever  might  seem  strong 
And  ask  him  to  submit :  he  saw  one  end — 
He  must  be  conqueror ;  monarch  of  his  lot 
And  not  its  tribntary.     But  she  spoke 
Tenderly,  pleadingly.] 

Fbdalma.  .   . 

My  lord,  farewell  I 
'Twas  well  we  mfet  once  more;  now  we  mnst  part; 
I  think  we  had  the  chief  of  all  love's  joys 
Only  in  knowing  that  we  loved  each  other. 

Don  SiLVA, 
I  thought  we  loved  with  love  that  clings  till  death, 
Olinga  asi  bmte  mothere  bleeding  to  Iftieir  young, 
Still  sheltering,  clutching  it,  though  it  were  dead; 
Taking  the  death-wound  sooner  than  divide. 
I  thought  we  loved  so. 

Fedalma. 

Silva,  it  is  fete.' 
Great  Fate  has  made  me  heiress  of 'this  woe. ' 
You  must  forgive  Fedalma  all  her  debt :'  ■      =      '' 
She  is  quite  beggafed  r  if  she  gave  herself,  \ 
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'T would  bo  a  self  coifupt  with  stifled  thoughts' 
Of  a  forsaken  better.     It  is  truth  ! 

My  father  speaks  :  the  Spanish  noble'o  wife 
Were  a  false  Zlacala.     No; !  I  will  bear 
The  heavy  trust  of  my  inheritance* 
See,  'twas  my  people's  life  that  throbbed-  iu  me : 
An  unknown  need  stin-ed  darkly  in  my  soill, 
And  made  me  restless  even  in  my  bliss. 
Oh,  all  my  bliss  was  in  our  love  ;  but  now 
I  may  not  taste  it .:  some  deep  energy 
Gopojpels  me  to  choose  hunger.     Dear^'ftarewelM 
I  must  go  with  my  people.  .  • 

[She  stretched  forth 
Her  tender  hands,  that  oft  had  lain  in  his, 
The  handp  he  knew  «o  well,  that  aigiht  of  them 
Seemed  like  Iheir  touch.    But  he  stood  still  as  dea^h ; 
Looked  motionJiees  by  forces  opposite : 
His  frustrato  hopes  still  battled  with  desjiair  y'  '    • 
His  will  was  prisoner  to  the  double  grasp  ^ 

Of  rage  and  hesitancy.     All  the  way 
Behind  him  he  had  trodden  confident. 
Ruling  munifioeutly  in  his  thought 
This  Gypsy  father.     Now  the  fitther  fcjtood 
Present  and  silent  and  unchangeable 
As  a  celestial  portent.     Backward  lay    • 
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The  tiaverBed  road^  the  town's  forsaken  wall; 
The  riak)  the  daring ;  all  around  him  now 
Was  ohstM^  save  where  the  nmng  flood 
Of  love  olose  pressed  by  anguish  of  denial 
Was  sweeping  him  resistless ;  save  where  ^he 
Gazing  stretched  forth  her  tender  hands,  that  Uiirt 
Like  parting  kisses*     Then  at  kuit  he  spoke.] 

Du»  8u.v^ 
No,  I  can  never  take  those  hands  in  mime 
Then  let  them  go  for  ever ! 

Fed  ALMA. 

It  mupt  be. 
We  may  not  make  this  world  a  paradiiso  - 
By  walking  it  together  hand  in  hand^  • 
With  eyes  that  meeting  &ed  a  donble  strength. 
We  must  be  only  joined  by  pains  divine 
Of  spirits  blent  in  nmtoal  memories. 
Silva,  our  joy  is  dead^ ' 

Don  Silva.  j.  ' 

Bnt  lov*  still  lives, 
And  has  a  safer  guard  in  wretchedness. 
Fedalma,  women  know  no  perfect  love  t      .     i     ' 
Loving  the  strong,  they  can  forsake  the stroftgy '^ 
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Man  clings  beoanse  tJie  being  whom  he  lov^s 
Is  weak  and  needs  him.     I  can  never  turn 
And  leave  you  to  your  difficult  wandering ; 
Know  that  you  tread  the  desert,  bear  the  storm, 
Shed  tears,  see  terrors,  faint  with  \^eariness, 
Yet  live  away  from  you,     I  should  feel  ncmght 
But  your  imagined  pains  :  in  my  own'  steps 
See  your  feet  bleeding,  taste  your  silent  tears, 
And  feel  no  presence  but  your  loneliness. 
No,  I  will  never  leave  you  I  . 

Zabga. 

My  lord  Duke, 
I  have  been  patient,  given  room  for  speech, 
Bent  not  to  iaoLOve  my  daughter  by  command, 
Save  that  of  her  own  faithfolness.     But  now. 
All  further  words  are  idle  elegies 
Unfitting  times  of  aQtion.     Yo^  are  here 
With  the  safe-oonduct  oi  that  trust  you  showed 
Coming  unguarded  to  the  Qypsy*s  caipp* 
I  would  fain  meet  all  trust  with  courtesy 
As  well  as  honour  ;  but  my  utmost  power 
Is  to  ajSbrd  you  Gypsy  guard  to-night 
Within  the  tents  that  keep  the  northward  lines, 
And  for  the  morrow,  escort  on  your  way 
Back  to  the  Moorish  bounds. 
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Don  Silva. 

What  if  my  wohIh 
Were  meaut  for  deeds,  decisive  as  a  leap 
Into  the  current  ?     It  is  not  my  wont 
To  utter  hollow  words,  and  speak  resolves 
Like  verscB  bandied  in  a  madrigal. 
I  spoke  in  action  first :  I  faced  aU.  risks 
To  find  Fedalma.     Action  speaks  again 
When  I,  a  Spanish  noble,  here  declare 
That  I  abide  with  her,  adopt  her  lot, 
Claiming  alone  fulfilment  of  her  vows 
As  my  betrothed  wife. 

Fedalma  (wresting  herself  from  hirriy  and  standing 
opposite  with  a  look  of  terror). 
Nay,  Silva,  nay ! 
You  could  not  live  so — spring  fi:om  your  high  place . . . 

Don  Silva. 
Yes,  I  have  said  it,     And  you,  chief,  are  bound 
By  her  strict  vows,  no  stronger  fealty 
Being  left  to  cancel  them. 

Zabca. 

Strong  words,  my  lord  ! 
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Sounds  fatal  as  the  hammer-strokes  that  shape 
The  glorying  metal :  they  must  shape  your  life. 
That  you  will  claim  my  daughter  is  to  say 
That  you  will  leave  your  Spanish  dignities, 
Your  home,  your  wealth,  your  people,  to  become 
Wholly  a  Zincalo  :  share  our  wanderings, 
And  be  a  match  meet  for  my  daughter's  dower 
By  living  for  her  tribe  ;  taWe  the  deep  oath 
That  binds  you  to  us  ;  rest  within  our  camp, 
Nevermore  hold  command  of  Spanish  men, 
And  keep  my  orders.     See,  my  lord,  you  lock 

A  many-winding  chain — a  heavy  chain. 

'  •    '  ■    '  '• 

Don  Silva. 
I  have  but  one  resolve  :  let  the  rest  follow. 
What  is  my  rank  ?     To-morrow  it  will  be  filled 
By  one  who  eyes  it  like  a  carrion  bird, 
Waiting  fo>r  d^th.     I  shall  be  no  more  missed 
Than  waves  are  missed  that  leaping  on  the  rock 
Find  there  a  bed  and  rest?.     Life's  a  vast  sea 
Tliat  dws  Jts  mighty  errand  without  foil. 
Panting  in  unchanged  strength  though  waves  are' 

changing. 
And  I  have  said  it :  she  shall  be  my  people. 
And  where  she  gives  her  life  I  will  give  mine. 
She  shall  not  live  alone,  nor  die  alone. 
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I  will  elect  my  deeds,  and  be  the  liege 
Not  oi  my  birth,  but  of  that  good  alone 
I  have  discerned  and  chosen. 

Our  poor  faith 
Allows  not  rightful  choice,  save  of  the  right 
Our  birth  has  made  for  us..    And  you,  my  lord. 
Can  still  defer  your  choice,  for  some  days'  spaoe. 
I  march  perforce  to-night ;  you,  if  you  will, 
Under  a  Gypsy  guard,  can  keep  tlie  heights 
With  silent  Time  that  slowly  opes  the  scroll 
Of  change  inevit^^ble — take  no  oath 
Till  my  accomplished  task  leave  me  at  large 
To  see  you  keep  your  purpose  or  renounce  it. 

Don  Silva. 
Chief,  do  I  hear  amiss,  or  does  your  speech 
Ring  with  a  doubleness  which  I  had  held 
Most  alien  to  you  ?     You  would  put  me  off. 
And  cloak  evasion  with  allowance  ?     No  ! 
We  will  complete  our  pledges.     I  will  take 
That  oath  which  binds  not  me  alone,  but  you, 
To  join  my  life  for  ever  with  Fedalma's. 

Zarca. 
I  wrangle  not — time  presses.     But  the  oath 
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Will  leave  you  that  same  post  upon  the  heights ; 
Pledged  to  reniain  there  while  mj  absence  lasts. 
You  are  agreed,  my  lord  ? 

Don  SiLVA. 

Agreed  to  all, 

Zarca.      ' 
Then  I  will  give  the  summons  to  our  camp. 
We  will  adopt  you  as  a  brother  now, 
After  onr  wonted  fashion. 

[Exit  Zarca. 
(SiLVA  takes  Fedalma's  hands.) 

FEa>ALMA. 

0  my  lord ! 
I  think  the  earth  is  trembling  :  nought  is  firm. 
Some  terror  chills  me  with  a  shadowy  grasp. 
Am  I  about  to  wake,  or  do  you  breathe 
Here  in  this  valley  ?     Did  the  outer  air 
Vibrate  to  fatal  words,  or  did  they  shake 
Only  my  dreaming  soul  ?     You — join — our  tribje  ? 

Don  Silva. 
Is  then  your  love  too  faint  to  raise  belief 
Up  to  i^at  height?  '    . 


THS  SPANISH  GYPSY.  301 


Fedalma. 


Silva^  had  you  but  said 
That  you  Would,  die-^that. were  an  easy  task 
For  you  who  oft  have  fronted  death  in  war. 
But  8o  to  Uyo  for-  me — yo^,  uded  to  rule— 
You  ccMild  not  breathe  the  air  my  father,  breathes : 
His  precuaaee  ia  subjection.     Gk>^  my  lord  I 
Fly,  while  -there  yet  ia  twe.     Wait  not  to  speak. 
I  will  declare  tfeat  I  i:eftj^e4  your  lover-  - 
Would  keep  no  vows,  to  you  ... 

Don  Silva, 

It  is  too  late. 
You  shall  not  thrust  me  back  to  seek  a  good 
Apart  from  you.     And  vhat  good  ?     Why,  tp  fape 
Your  absence — -all  the  want  that  droyeme  forth-^ 
To  woark  the  will  .of  a  mpife  tyrannous  fpend  r 
Than  any  unoowled  fathpr..    Life,  at  l^a^t  .  . 
Gives  choice  of  ills ;  forces  me  to  defy,    . 
But  shall  not  forcQ  me  to  a  weak  defiance. 
The  power  that  threatened  you,,  to  master  me,   .  . 
That  scorches  like  a  cave-hdd  dragon's  breath, 
Sure  of  its  victory  in  spite  of  hate, 
Is  what  I  last  will  bend  to-^most  defy. 
Your  father  has  a  chieftain's  ends,  befitting 
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A  soldier's  eye  and  arm :  were  he  as  strong 
As  the  Moors*  prophet,  yet  the  prophet  too 
Had  younger  captains  of  illustrious  fame 
Among  the  infidels.   •  L^t  him  odnnbftttd, 
For  when  your  father  speaks,  I  shaH  hear  you. 
Life  were  no  gain  if  yo«ii' Were  lost  to  me  :     ' 
I  would  straight  go  and  seek  the  Moorish  walls, 
Challenge  their  bravest^  and  embrace*  swift-  death. 
The  Glorious  Mother  and  her  pityilig  Son  '  ' 
Are  not  Inqxiisitors,  else  their  heavfen  w^re  hell. 
Perhaps  they  hate  their  cruel  worshipplers, 
And  let  them  feed  on  lies.     I'll  rather  trust 
They  love  you  and  have  sent  me  to  defend  you. 

Fedalma. 
I  made  my  6reed  so,  jiist  to  suit  my  mood 
Ancl  smototh  all  hardship,  till  my  father  cam« 
And  taught  my  soul  by  ruling  it.     Since  then 
I  cannot  weave  a  dreaming  happy  creed 
Where  our  love's  happiness  is  not  accursed. 
My  father'  shook  my  soul  awake.     And  you-*- 
The  bonds  Fedalma  may  not  break  for  you, 
I  cannot  joy  that  you  should  break  for  ]ier. 

Don  SitYA*    . . 
Oh,  Spanish  men  are  noi  a  petty  band 
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Where  one  deserter  makes  a  fatal  breach. 
Men,  even  nobles,  are  more  plenteous 
Than  steeds  and  armour ;  and  my  weapons  left 
Will  find  new  hands  to  wield  them.     Arrogance 
Makes  itself  champion  of  mankind,  and  holds 
God's  purpose  maimed  for  one  hidalgo  lost. 

See  where  your  father  comes  and  brings  a  crowd 
Of  witnesses  to  hear  my  oath  of  love  ; 
The  low  red  sun  glows  on  them  like  a  fire. 
This  seems  a  valley  in  some  strange  new  world, 
Where  we  have  found  each  other,  my  Pedalma. 
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BOOK    IV. 


BOOK      IV. 


Now  twice  .the  day  bad  siaok  from  off  tbo  .hUle 
Wliile  Silva  kept  his  watch  there,  with  the  band 
Of  stalwart  Gypsies.    When  the  sua  was  high 
He  slept ;  then,  waking,  Btiai&ed  impatient  eyes 
To  catch  the  promiAO  of  Bome  movis^g  form 
That  might  be  Juan — ^Juan  w^o  went  odd  came 
To  soothe  two  hearts,  and  claimed  ^on^t  for  his  own  : 
Friend  more  divine,  tb^u  all  divinities, 
Quenching  his  human  thirst  in  others'  joy. 
All  through  the  lingering  nights  and  pale  chill  dawns 
Juan  had  hovered  near ;  with  delieate  cfen^. 
As  of  some- breath  from  every  x)haiiging  mood. 
Had  spoken  or  kept  silence  ;  touched  his  lute ' 
To  hint  of  melody,  or  poured  brief  stiains    - 
That  seemed  to  n^c^  all  aorraiVB  Mttiral, 
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Hardly  worth  weeping  for,  since  life  was  short, 
And  shared  by  loving  souls.     Such  pity  welled 
Within  the  minstreFs  heart  of  light-tongued  Juan 
For  this  doomed  man,  who  with  dream-shrouded  eyes 
Had  stepped  into  a  torrent  as  a  brook, 
Thinking  to  ford  it  and  return  at  will, 
And  now  waked  hapless  j^  tke  ^d4ying  flood. 
Hemmed  by  its  raging  hurry.     Once  that  thought, 
How  easy  wandering  is,  how  hard  and  strict 
The  homeward  way,  had  slipped  from  reverie 
Into  low-murmured  song ; — (brief  Spanish  song 
'Scaped  him  as  sighs  escape  from  other  men). 

Pmh  off  the  hoixl,    •  •'  '  ./''-.i    •: 

Quitf  quit  the  shore. 

The-  stdra  will  guide  us  f>ack : — ■ 
O  gcUhervug  cloM/ 
'0  iuidej  Vfide  sea, 

0  ^aa''oes  thdt  keep  no  track ! ' 


:f  ' 


On  throitgh'the  pin^/   • 
The  piUared  woods, 

Where  silence  breathes  sWeet  breath  , 
0  labyrinthy 

0  sunl&se  gl6o7n,  '  ' 

'  ■'  The  other  side  of  d^ath  / 
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Such  plaintive  BOiig  bad  geeiu^  to  please  the  Duke— 

Had  seemed  to  loelt  all  yoioes  of  reproach 

To  Bjmpathetic  aadnesa ;  but  bis  moods 

Had  grown  more  fitful  Tfith  the  giQwlnig  hours, 

And  this  soft  murmur. had  the  iten^t  voioe 

Of  heartless  Echo,  whom  no  pain  can  moVe 

To  say  aught  else  than  we  have  said  to  her. 

He  spoke,  impatient :  ^*  Juan,  cease  thy.  song. 

Our  whimpering  poesy  and  4in^aLlrpaaed  tunes 

Have  no  more  utterance  than  the  drickdt's  ohiip 

For  souls  ,tiiat  OMry  heaven  and  hell  within." 

Then  Juan,  lightly  :  "  Trqe^  my  lord,  I  chirp 

For  lack  of  soul ;  some  hungry  .poets  phirp 

For  lack  of  bi:ead.     'Twei©  wiser  to  sit  dQwn 

And  count  the  star-«eed,  till  I  fell  asleep 

With  the  cheap  wine  of  pure  sti^pidity." 

And  Silva,  checked  by  courtesy  :  "  Nay,.  Juan, 

Were  speech  once  gpod,  thy  sopg  were  best  of  speech. 

I  meant,  all  life  is.  but  poor  mockery : 

Action,  place,  power,  th^  visible  wide  world 

Are  tattered  masquerading  of  this  .self,  .  • 

This  ^pulse  of  conscious  mystery :  all  change. 

Whether  to  high  or  low,  is  cbange  of  rags.     : ..  ,        • 

But  for  her  love,  I  would  not  take  a  good 

Save  to  burn  out  in  battle,  in  a  flame 

Of  m^kdnesB  that  would  feel  no  mangled  lit^bs^ . 
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And  die  not  knowing  death,  but  pasfiing  straight 
— Well,  well,  to  other  flames — ^in  pnrgatoryj" 
Keen  Juan's  ear  oaught  the  sBlMiisioontent 
That  vibrated  beneath  the  changing  tone*        - 
Of  life-conJteimilB^  scorn.    '  Gently  he  said  : '  • 
"  But  with  her  lo^e,  my  lord,  the  world  deserves 
A  higher  rate  5  were  it  but  masquerade, 
The  rag«  were  surely  worth  the  wearing  ?  "     "  Yes. ' 
No  misery  ahall  force  nke  to  repent 
That  I  bave  loVed  her."  .      .  ^.  ' 

So  with  wilful  talk,    '  ''' 
Fencing  the  wounded  soul  'from  beating  winds 
Of  truth  that  came  unasked,  companionship 
Made  the  hourd  lighter.     Atid  the  Gypsy  guard, 
Trusting  famiHar  Jtlan,  were  content, 
At  friendly  hint  from  him,  to  still  their  songd 
And  busy  jargon  round  the  nightly  fires. 
Such  qpiinds,  the  quick-conceiving  poet  knew 
Would  strike  on  Silva*s  agitated  soul 
Like  mocking  repetitiieto  of  th^'  oath 
That  bound  him  in  strange  clanship  With  the  tribe 
Of  human  panthers,  flame-eyed,  lithe-limbed,  fi'dr6e,* 
Unrecking  of  time-woven  subtleties 
And  high  tribunals  of  a  phantom-world. 

But  thQ  third  day,  though  SilvA  southward  gazed"  '* 
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Till  all  the  «hadowB  slanted  towards  him,  gaaoed 

Till  all  the  shadows  died^  no  Juan  came. 

Now  in  his  stead  came  loneliness,  and  Thought  : 

InexomUe)  fastening  with  firm  chain 

What  is  to  what  hath  been.     Now  awful  Night, 

The  prime  ancestral  mystery,  came  down 

Past  all  the  generations  of  the  stars, 

And  Tisited  his  ilonl  with  touch  more  elose 

Than  when  he  kept  that  younger,  briefer  wtftoh  • 

Under  the  church's  roof  beside  his  anbs, 

And  won  hia  knighthood* 

Well,  this  solitude, 
This  company  with  the  enduring  universe, 
Whose  mighty  silence  carrying  all  the  past 
Absorbs  oor  history  as  with  a  breath, 
Should  give  him  more  assurance,  make  him  stfong    ' 
In  aU  .<contem|>ti  of  that  poor  circumstance 
Called  human  life — ciUBtoms  and  bonds  and  laws 
Wherewith  mien  make  a  better  or  a  worse, 
Like  chUdren  playing  on  a  barren  mound 
Feigning  a  thing  to  strive  for  or  avoid. 
Thus  Silvia  argiwd  with  his  many- voiced  self, 
Whose  thwarted  needs,  like  angry  multitudes. 
Lured  fiom  the  home  that  nurtured  them  t6  stren^, 
Made  loud  insurgence.     Thtis  he  called  on  Thought,  - 
On  dexterous  Thought,  with  its  swift  alchemy 


312  THE   SPANISH    GYPSY. 

To  change  all  forms,  dissolve  all  prejudioe    '    •         " 
Of  man's  long  lieritage,  and  yield  him  np     •  i 

A  crude  fased  world  to  fiishion  as  he  would.  ^ 

Thought  played  him  double;   seemed  to  Wettr  the 

yoke 
Of  sovereign  pateion  in  the  noon-day  height 
Of  passion's  prevalence  ;  but  served  anon     ■ 
As  tribune  to: the  larger  soul  which  brought       ' 
Loud^miagled  cries  from  every  human  need    ' 
That  ages  had  instructed  into  life. 
He  could  not  grasp  Night's  blaok  blank  mystefy       '- 
And  wear  it  for  a  spiritual  garb 
Creed-proof:  he  shuddered  at  its  passionless  tou(^  • 
On  solitary-  souls,  the  universe 
Looks  down  inhospitable ;  the  human  heart 
Find^  nowhere  shelter. but  in  human  kind.     - 
He  yearned  towards  images  that  had  l^eath  in  tbem^  - 
That  sprang  wairm  palpitant  with  memories 
From  streets^nd  altars,  from  ancestral  homes 
Banners  and  trophies  «nd- the:  cherishing  rays  ' 

Of  shame  and  honour  in  the  eyes  of  man. 
These  made  the  speech  articulate  of  his  soul, 
That  could  not  move  to  utterance  of  scorn  <  : ' 

Save  in  words  bred  by  fellowship ;  could  not  feel   : 
Eesolve  of  hardest  constaoa/cy  to  love  >■    ' 

The  firmer  for  the  sorrows  of  the  loved,  >■  '■ 
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Save  by  ccKumrteat  enietgies  higiwvnxmght'  ^ 

To  sensibilitieB  traniBGeiidiAg -sense  ' 

Through  clhse  oommunity,  aoid  loug-fthared  paiil&  ^ 
Of  far-off  genenatioiis*     All  tn  vam 
He  soitglit  the  outlaw's  tttrength,  and'made'a  fig^t 
Contemning  that  beveditkry  ytght '  " 
Which  held  dim  habitationB  iti  his  ttame,'  -    '"  "  '  ' 
Mysteisyiis  baxAitaof  edhoesold  and&r,        '    ^'  ' 
The  voice  dcvine  of  hmnan  loyalty* 
At  banie(  amcmg  his  people,  fad  had  placed-     "     ^' 
In  soepttc  dose  witii 'saints- and  litanfei,     ' 
And  thnndem  of  the  Chnrch  that  deadidUdd  ifell  '    ' 
ThroTighjMireMuiofpHeBtflpl6tho#ic.   Atre^  uii&catbJBd 
By  deeper  treepaaS)  i^ept  wilinrnt  a  dream;'  ■ 

But  for  sn<^h  tmspass  as  made  afEtiM^tb)= still 
The  andtot  Furies  (liTed  witii&qeB  new  ' 

And  lurked  with  l%hter  slumbei''  than  of  old  '   •  •- 
O'er  Catholic  %ain^  the  land  of  sacred  oaths  '  *  '    ' 
That  might' be  ^bffoken.    '       :  .'..>.• 

Now  thefortofter  Wfe' »  '^ 
Of  close^UDk^  fellowship^  the  'life  that  made  '  '' 
His  full-formed  s^l^  as.  the  impregnate  scq^'*'  ^- 
Of  years  ^Kn^eAsive  ii!amea  the  full-brajilcb^d'  tr^^ 
Was  p^es^nt  in.dne  whole ;. and  that  great ^^1i  ' ' ' 
His  deed  had  broken  turned  reproach  dn'hinl^'<"'  -• '' 
From  fao^  of  all  witnesses  -TtAo  heard 
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His  uttered  pledges ;  saw  him  hold  high  plaee 
Centring  reliance  ;.  use  rich  priyilege         « 
That  bound  him -like  a  victim-nouriBhed  god 
By  tacit  covenant  to  shield  and  bless ;. 
Assume  the.  Cross  and  take  his  knightly  ^ooth 
Mature,  deliberate;  fiiceB liuman  all,. '      .^.i      ^ 
And  some  divine  as  well  as  huijaah :  Hisi  ■ '. 
Who  hung  supreme,  the  suffering  Man' divine . 
Above  the  altar ;  Qers,  the  Mother  pure       • 
Whose  glanoe  informed  his  m^'Sculine  tendeimess 
With  deepest  reverenoe ;  this  Archangel  aiin^- 
Trampli4g  man's,  enemy :  all  heroic  form's  :  ^i  '■ 
:  That  fiU  the  world  of  faith  with  voices,  heoHs,   •  ' 
And  high  companion«bip)  to  Silva  npw 
Made  but  one  inward  and  insistent'  world       >  •    < 
With  faces  of  bis  pel^rs,  with  court  and  hdll   ^ 
And  deference,  and  reverent  vassalagey  - 
And  filial  pieties — one  current  strong. 
The  warmly  mingled  life-blood  of  his  mind^  •  ' 
Sustaining  him  even  when  he  idly  played 
With  rule^,  beliefs,  clmrges^  and  ceremonies  "■- 
As  arbitrary,  fooling.     Such  revenge      •       '-''•'' 
Is  wrought  by  the  long  travail  of  mankiifid  ' 
On  him  who  -scoms  it,  and  would  ehape  his  life 
Withoul;  obedience. 

But  his  warrior's  pride  ' 
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Would  take  no  wonncte  save  on  the  breast    He  &Aei 

The  &tal  crowd :  ''  I  nerer  shall  repent  I 

If  I  haye  sinned^  mj  sin  was  m$ide  for  me 

By  men's  perverseness.    There's  no  blameless  hf^ 

Save  for  the  passionleBS,  no  sanctities' 

But  have  the  selC^ame  roof  and  props  with  orime/ 

Or  have  iheiiP  roots  close  ihterlabed  with  wrong. 

If  I  had  loTed  her  less,  been  more  a  craven, 

I  had  kepl^my  place  and  won  tile  easy  praise 

Of  a  true  Bpanish  noble.     Bnt  Iloved, 

And,  loving,  dared — not  Death  the  warrior 

But  In&mj  that  binds  and  strips,  and  holds 

The  brand  and  lash.     I  have  dared  all  for  her.    • 

She  was  my  good — what  other  tnen  call  heaven. 

And  for  the  sak^  of  it  bear  penances ; 

Nay,  some  of  old  were  baited,  tortured,  flayed 

To  win  ttiiair  heaven.     HeaVen  was  their  good, 

Sh©^  minei  -  And  I  have  braved  for  her  all  fires 

Certaift  or  threatened ;  for  I  go  away 

Beyond  ttee  reach  of  expiation— far  away 

From  sacramental  blessing.     Does  Ood  bless 

No  outlaw  ?     Shut  his  absolution  fost 

In  human  breath?    Is  there  no  Gk)d  for  me.  >' 

Save  himt^^hoBd  cross  I  have  forsaken? — Well^ 

I  am  for  ever  exiled — but  with  her ! 

She  is  dragged  out  int6  the  wilderness  5      '    • 
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iVIy  with  my  love,  ^ill .  be  her  providence*  • :  i    // 

I  have  a  right  to  choose  my  g6od  .or  ill,    ij   .:i  . 
A  right  to  idariln  tnyself  I    :The  iH  js  minei    .^ 
Ilifeverrwill'af^wntl"  4  •  . .       .     •     •   :.  .-. 
Thus  Silva,  mwaindly  defeating,; ill likf  eait  ^  !  ^-(v.-. 
Tuciied  obfco  ai^diejno©  of  a  twofold  iinindi;  .  -J  •■.u  i 
For  _e  veil/  ill  twmuit  fuUi&aiight  conaoiouisli&efia  ,1    ; 
Had  plenteous  beiog  for  a  •self  aloof  . ,   •  •  |  f . . '  t 
That  gaeed  and  li^lieQed,  like  a.^aul  in^idc^DH  .  •  T 
Weaving  the?  wondjroud.tale  it  majifvelfi.^'    ;     .  ^ 
But  ofb  the;  coaflidl  sHaok^nied,  oft  stUOQg  l4X^     .  / 
With  tidal.  eiiergy>i]etuniing  laid         •    .ninl  i:* 
All  other  l?edtlejls^e8B :  Fi^dftlmja  caime^-.  f.  it:.  1 
And  with  h^  visiofiaiiy  presdaoe  brought,  ^.j   '   ■  : 
Wliat  seemed- a  wnJking  in  the  warm. ^r^ngrnictm* 
He  still  Was' paoiiig:  on  tia^e 'stony  ewtk  -     >,  ,  -   /_ 
Un4er  the  delopawkig  nigbt ;  tbe-fre^iTlit, S|rj8^//'  ,» l' 
Wesre.fliokerin^ion'daark  forma  and  ey^s  1iw**met!>. 
His  forward  and/hia  backward  tread;  batelb^^i      ' ) 
She  was  within  him,  milking  hia  whole 4B($Jff..  ...  .j; 

Mere  C0n*es|>ottden€f0  with  bar  image :;  mm^  ..  ■ .  i 
In  all  its  deep  r^^cesfees  where'  it  k^H^s  .  ,.  ,i.  •  / 
The  mystic, «tore8» of, ecataey,  iwai?  toifnod.fi.,-  .;  ,j. 
To  itieoiory.tbi^.kaied  the  hoar,  like.  w4|i9»  i;i  ,/  - 
Then  Silva  said,  */.Sh€^  byher^lf;is  Mfy^  1.;*  ^:,  ;  J 
What  was  piy  joyibeibre  I  lov^d  hetT-twhtMb  -;:   .. 
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Shall  heiveti  hire  tw  with,  lovtf  ^ng  lost?''^-^-  '  ^ 
For  he  was  youtig.  '     '       ' 

Bnf  now  arodnd  th4  firelS 
The  Qypey  band  felt  fMfr ;  'Juan's  song 
Was  no  m^iro  there;  noir  Jiian's  iriettllly  wa;^     ' 
For  links  4)f  inihj  'twfxt  their  'wild  mood 
And  this  Strang  broldb^r,  this  pale-  Spank^  6xLhe,  -  - 
Wbo'wit^Jiieir  OypHy  badge'Trpofl  iai^  i)reiisi'  •'  -  i 
.  VodEiveadJ^r  f kce  within  their  alien  .hearta 
As  a  marked-^mpiive,  Who  w^uldfain  ei^pe^    '  • 
And  Nadar,  who  commanded  them,  had  known 
The  prison  in  Bedtnan '   So  how,  in  talk 
Foreign  to'8p«nii6h  e6^^  they  si^id  their  «minds, 
Discussed  l^ir  <Si]ef  s  intent,  &e  lot  marked  out 
For  this  new  btt^iiimr.     WouWt  he  wed  their  queen  ? 
And  some  deided,  saying  thei^  queen  would  wed 
Only  a  Gypsy  fluk©-— bne  t^  would  join 
Their  bands  in  Telemsan.     But  others  thought 
Young  Hassan  was  to  wed  h6r ;  said  their  chief 
Would  never  thist  this  ribble  of  Castile, 
Who  in  his  very  sweaHh^  was  foi-swom. 
And  then  one  fell  to  chitting,  in  wild  notes 
Becurrent  like  the  nioan  of  outshut  winds, 
The' iWjtiration  they  W6re  wont  to  U86    '       *      '* 
To  any  Spaniard  who  would  join  their  tribe : 
Words  of  plain  Spanish,  lat)^ly  stihred  anew 
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And  ready  at  neiY  impylse.     Soon  the. rest, 
Drawn  to  the  stream  of  sound,  made  unisoii 
Higher  and  lower,  till  tjip  tidal  sweep 
Seemed  to  assail  the  Duke  and. cloise  him  rounds,  i' 
With  focoe  d|$ipos>V)»     ^  debate  tiU  now   <.  i        / 
Had  wrestled  with  tlie  urgenoe  of  that  oath.    '  •    i 
Alri^ptdy  b^l^eA  ;  now  the  newer  oath  .       -       .  c. 
Thrust.its.  toad  presence  on  him.     He  stood  ^tiU,  / ' 
Close  bait^hy  loiid-l>ar!kipg!ihoughtft~tfidroefhouiUls 
Of  that  Supreme,. the  injeversible  Pastj. .    . . 

■      .•     '■■•  .     .....        ■■     ^.      .  .»./ 

IfyQuhcBUnotallimrfms,:  •; 

CUng  notfoBt  ioGllQurwoeif      :•         /. 

TumfaUeZincdlol  r 

•,  ,  J^ay.you  be  accurst       .   .    .  .^  / 

JBy  hunger  and  by  thirsti  / 

jPy  spiked, pa^gsg      .  ,  ^  ,  . .    //^ 

Starvation's  fangs  ,  , .  • :  :  i .  a 

Clutching  you  alone    .  j.      :: 

When  none  but  peering  vuUures  hear  your  mmu    \ 

.  Curst  by  burning  hands,  ...    .     .t 

Curst  by  aching  brou^j  . ;. 
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When  on  Mo^wide  Bafftd$ 
Fever  Jayn  yeu  Mo  ; 
By  the  maddened  bram.    ' 
When  the  running  toaier  glistens j 
And  the  deaf  ear  Ustenai  itOene^- 
Prisoned ftre  u^hin  theveinf 
On  the  tonffue  and  dn  the  Up    . 

N6tasip 
From  the  earth  &r  skies;  ' 
Hot  ih6  desert  Ues 
Pressed  into  your  angt&h^ 
Narr&$fing  earth  and  nar)^&wiAg  sky 
Mo  lonely,  misery: 

Lonely  may  ^Umguish 
ThrdUf^  the  day  andthrouyhthe  night, 
Sate  the  darkness,  hate  the  light, 
Prutf  aridjtnd  no  eair, 
Feeirio  broker  near. 
Till  on  death'  you  cry, 
Death  M&passes  by,' 
And  Meit  you  groan,.  * 
Scaring  the  vultiir^es  cdl  to  leai?e  yo»  iivHig  lone  : 
Curst  hy  soufs  and  body's^ro^ 
If  you  love  the  dark  *ien'«^^beV 
Cling  not  fast  to  all  the  dar4i  men!s^4»oes, 
Turn  false  Z^cah  !•  ''^      ' 
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Sweaar^io  hate  the  ismel^vrbss, 

'  2%e  ^per^  cross  I  \ 
GUt^riv^f  lauding  at  tt^^blood 
.  V     ^dbeiomttmxa  flood    j 
Wlisn  it  jflittersover  Mottrt$b  pof^hes  ; 

Laughing  at\ihe  scmt.<^fi$9h 
Whm  k,glitteK8  wherfiihejo^ot  scorches. 
Burning  llfiS^  mysterious  mesh : 
Bhodof  wcin^ing  Isr^, 
Blood  of  wandering  J^nml^ 
Bloodf^theiirink  cyf  Ohrittian  ^t^pm, 
\Biood  qf  u^and0rersj  sons  qfm^rn 
Where  tk&  Itfecfmn  %?«•• 
^     Smarstp  hate  rt«  oross! — 
u    BignofM\thetH<mdefrevs'fpe8y; 
Sign  qf  aU  .the.w(mderer^\  woe^ 

Else, its  ^curs^  Hgit . ^r^.^o^J 
Else  the ,mrse  %Lpmym,V&h{ 
Of  its  sharp  r^-swpr^df  might. 
May  it  lie  a  hloo4'7:i^d  W^^fe 
On  all  tfmgs  within.y.QHn  sight: 
-i  \yOnsihewUte,haze  cfjhe  mgrn^  ^      .  ^ 
v.Onlihe  w<?ic?pw«  and  tjie  com^  ^ 
QnMe'inm  ^ndiontherrkoon,   ., 
..    /On'the^chc^mess  of  the  nopn^  ., . 

On  the,  darkness  of^he  ni^ht. 
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•  May  it  jUl  y^ur  ach^^tight^*^'  >.  ■  (f 
Sed-eixietf  iword  andiu>0rd'blood^ned^^  f 
Titt  itpr^ss  up^n  your  head,    '  -^ 

Till  it  lit  "within  your  hrain,  - 
Pitfrdn^  sharp,  a  cross  of  pain, 
Till  it  lie  upon  your  hearty 

JSumtriffhot,  a  croa  of  fire, 
TtU  fpOm  8^9e  in  eimry  part 
Fains  have  clustered  like  a  $tin§fing  swarm.         '1 

In  the  dross's  form. 
And  you  seie  nought  but  the  crmss  of  dloodi    - 
Andy&u'fsel  fiought  but  theisii>S8  of  fire:       •  •    ' 
'    Oure$  hy  aU  the  cross's' threw 
If  you  hate  not  all  our  fbesy  •'    ' 

OUn^ noifiattto  4M our  %ooe^y      '  -  !  ' 

i  Turn  film  Zineala!.     1     ;  r 

A  fierce  deUgfat  •waft-  in  the  Gypsies*  chant :  : 
They  thought  rub  more  of  Silva,'  only  felt 
likeihoeebroadK^liestecl  rovers  ofthe  night 
Who  pour  ^xaberant  strength  upon-  the.  air. .  ' 

To  him  it  seemed  as  if  the  hellish  rhythm^       /    . 
BevoiviBg  in  long  ottrves  that  slackenieA  nivwr,  i    • 
Now  hnjTied,  sweeping  tound  «gain  to  slaokness,  . 
Would  cease  no  more.     What  imp  to  raise  •ItiAvofct^, 
Or  gracilis  weapon?    Be  waBpowerle8is.'Au>W,  • 
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With  these  netv;\Comradeft  of  his  futur^-rhe 
Who  had  been  wont  to  have  his  wishes  &ared 
And  guessed  at  as  a  hidden  law  for  meB,  \ 
Even  the  passive  silence  of  the  night      \ 
That  left  these  howlers  mastery,  eyeu  the  moon, 
Rising  and  staring. with  a  helpless; face,   \ 
Angered  him.     He  was  ready  now  to  fly 
At  some  loud  throaty  and  give  &e  signal  eo 
For  butchery  of  himself. .  >        . 

But  suddenly 
The  sounds  that  travelled, towards  no  fbre^eeu  tQlose 
Were  torn  right  off  and' fring^  into  tfao  nigtti; 
Sharp  Gypsy  ears,  had  caught  the  onward  strain 
Of  kindred  voices  joining  in  the  ohbnt.     '' 
All  started  to  their  Uet  and  mustered  close, 
Auguring  long- waited  iiun^moQB*  v  It  was  come : 
The  summons  to  set  forth  and  join  their  chief. 
Fedalma  had  been^  called,  d^d-  she  wais  gone  / 

Under  safe  ei^oft^  Juan  following  her :    :    ..     /-r,'- 
The  caikipr4~th6. women,  children,  dnd  ddmen-nr    ; 
Were  moving  slowly  southward  iOn  the  way.;  .  ■  /; 
To  Almeria.;    Silv&leacned  no  moto,< 
He  marohed  perforce  ;  what  other  goal  was  his 
Than  whei^  Fedalma  iwas  9    And  so  he  marched  / 
Through  tiie  dim  passes  and  o'er  rising  hills, 
Not  knowing  whither,  till  the  moipaing  came. 
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The  Moorish  hall  in  the  castle  at  Bedmdr.  The  mpmf 
"  in^  tmlight  dimly  shows  stains  qf  blood  on,,  the 
whke  marble  fioor ;  yet  there  has  been  a  car^l 
,  restoration  of  order  among  the  sparse,  oj^ects  pj 
furniture.  Stretched  on  mats  lie  three  corp^es^  the 
faces  bare  J  the,  bodies  covered  with  mantles,  A 
little  way  qffl  with  rolled  matting  for  a  piUQw^ 
lies  Zabca,  slewing.  His  chest  and  arms  are 
hare;  his  weapons^  turban,  mail-shirt,  and  other 
upper  garments  lie  on  the.  floor  beside  Mm,  In 
the  outer  gallery  Zincqli  are  pacing,  at  intervals^ 
past  the  arched  openings. 


Zasca  (half  rising  and  resting  his  elbow  on        ,., 

tlie  piUow  while  he  looks  round), 

.   •   .  •■    .  '  ...  I     '     •'■>  • 

The  morning !  I  bave  slept  for  ^U  Hiree  honrs  ^ 

Slept  without  dreamB,  saye  ^f  my  daughtex'fi  facb. 

Its  sadness  waked  me*     Soon  she  wiU  be  here/  -    . 

Soon  must  outlive  the  worat  6f  all-  the  padzis 

Bred  by  false  nurture  in  an  alien  home—  • 

As  if  ft  lion  iiiifanglees  infancy   - 

Learned  love  of  creatiu-es  that  with  fatal  growth 


It  scents  as  natural  prey,  and  grasps  and  tears, 

Yet  with  heart-hunger  yearns  for,  missing  them. 

She  is  a  lioness.     And  they — the  race 

That  robbed  me  of  her^— reared  her  to  this  pain. 

ffe  will  be' crushed  arid  torn,     'ftiere  was  riolielp. 

But  she,  Todj  child,  will  bear  it.     For  strong  souls 

Live  like  fire-h^aried  suns  to  spend  their  strength 

rri  ferthes^  striving  action  ;  breathe  more  free 

In  mighty  anguish  than  in  trivial  eiase. 

Hfer  sad  : 

Waking 


A 


Hfer  sad  fa6e' waked  me.     1  shall  m^et  it  soon 


{He  rises  and  stands  looking  at  the  corpses,) 
As  now  I  look  on  these  pale  aedd, 
These  blossoming  branches  crushed  beneath  tlEie  fell 
Of  that  broad  trunk  to  which  I  laid  my  axe 
With  fullest  foresight.     So  will  I  ever  face 
In  thought  beforehand  to  its  utmost  reach 
The  consequences  of  my  conscious  deeds,  j 
So  face  them  after,  bring  them  to  my  bed, 
And  n«v«r  drug^  my  soul  to  gleep  ^^ith  liesv    '      *  ^  i' 
If  .they  ^re  ^oruel,  they  .shall-  be  anraigned  ■  •  -  '    '  •  ' 
By  tha1>  trua'  name  ;  \  they-  tahaU-  sbe  justified         -     '  I 
By  my  higb.purpclse,'by  the  dLear-sebn  good        •    ''• 
That  grew  into  my  vii^n  as  J  gvew^  -    =      ■    '.-^  '■  >^l 
And  makes  my  nature's  function,  thei'  Ml  pulse      / 
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Of  in1|P0d  jongship.     Catholics, 
Araba,  and  Jldbre^vrai,  lukve  theingod  a^iend    .'^  >ii«'' 
To  flgbl  Ui^  eonquer  for  them,  o?  be  bitnAedy  •(  :  :  i 
Like  Allah  noW,  yet  keep  arenguig  atintod  ^><«i  «»/! 
Of  patieat  ^n>vat&.!  .3?he  Zbicali  hit'e  nogoAio  k/v^ijl 
WhjOi  Api^akfi;  to  them  aud  oalls  tham<his,  i^lpsmpl   •  V/ 
I,  Zarca,  catrry  living  in  my  frame!     I . .    I  r.  (  .  .  i ;  i  '  1 
The^wef.i^vin^  ihAi  ehooBes- them  and  ]B«ve?.i'*  f^ 
^'  life  aad  more,  life  luatoi  the  efaosenv  ieaA    )!    's   1 
To  all  thi?Qg|9  living  tiba^t  would- fttiSe  theijtiin  >   :  </  i 
So  8peak»,e£K!h  gqd  t];i^  ip^es.$i  nation/stobng  ^)n/ 
Bums  trees  aad  brttte«  l^ndrf^.ya'iaUJtiwlering(<rnfiiii 
The  Spaniar(}sJt)«oaat  theix'.god  the.  f$ttongM'<noyt  p: 
They  win  most  :1;own*  by  trj^#ph(ery,  make  *i«Bt  tddve^ 
Bnm  t)^  i(p,03t  .vii^es  and  ine^^  and  rQb  iik&  tmeetJ  >    - 
I  fight  against  that  .stneugl^j  e^i  in  pajvtun*     ni     1 
Slay  these  bmve  young:  Trfao  dutecftiBlytStl'QYe.'- 
Cruel  ?  ay^  it  is  cr^eL     But,  hoTv  ^0  ?  .     I     '»  i     ' 
To  save,  we  killj  faieh  blowiW.^,*trikfriftt  ^ilt'  t.  i  i' 
Hurts  innocence  with  its  shock.    1^^  might  iwiell  jseisk 
For  pT^^rj^fying  ritei^ ;  ^^.xen  ,piQusf, dead»^   .\\ ^ 
Need  washing*  ..But  my  claaft^ii^g  wJftters  flow 
Solely  from  my  intent.    . 

,  {ff^  turns  awaiiJr<m'fi^,hoM^'t^0hene}Jds^: 
:  [..  If  garynenta  U^.lut  dqe^ mofi.lift\th^m.)  »>./. 
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And  she  nmgrt  suffer! 
But  she  has  seen  the  unchangeable  and  bowed 
Her  heakl  beneath  the  yoke.     And  she  will  Wedk 
No  more  in  chilling  twilight,  for  to-day 
Rises  our  sun.     The  difficult  night-  &  past ;     ' 
We  keep  the  bridge  no  more,  but  cross  it;  march 
Forth  to  a  land  where  all  our  wars  shajl  be  ' 
With  greedy  obstinate  plants  that  will  not  yield 
Fruit  for  their  nurture.     All  our  rac6  shall  come 
From  north,  west,  east,  a  kindred  multitude, ' 
And  make  large  fellowship,  and  raise  inspired 
The  shout  divine,  the  unison  of  rfesolve. 
So  I,  so  she,'  will  see'  our  race  redeetnedi ' 
And  their  keen  love  of  family  and  tribe 
Shall  no  more  thrive  oii  ctlnnirig;  hide  and  lurk     • 
In  petty  arts  of  abject  hunted  life. 
But  grow  heroic  in  the  sanclioning  light, 
And  feed  with  ardent  blood  a  nation^s  heart.  '  '  ' 
That  is  my  Work  {  and  it  is  well  b^^n. 
On  to  achievement  I  i        - 

{He  takes  up  the  mail-shirty  ahdlooWdt  it\ 
'    then  throws  it  down  again.) 

No,  m  none  of  yon  i  ' 
To^ay  there'll  be  ho  fighting.  A  few  hours, 
And  I  shair  doff  these  garments  of  the  Moor : 
Till  then  I  will  walk  lightly  and  breathe  high. 
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Sephardo  {appearing  at  the  archway  lea^ng 
into  the  outer  gallery). 

You  bade  me  wake  you  .  .  • 

Zarca. 

Welcome,  Doctor ;  geey 
With  that  small  task  I  did  but  beckon  you 
To  grayer  work.     You  know  these  corpses  ? 

Sephardo. 

Yes. 
I  would  they  were  not  corpses.     Storms  will  lay 
The  fairest  trees  and  leave  the  withered  stumps. 
This  Alvar  and  the  Duke  were  of  one  agie, 
And  very  loving  friends.     1  minded  not 
The  sight  of  Don  Diego's  corpse,  for  death 
Gave  him  some  gentleness,  and  had  he  lived 
I  had  still  bated  hinu     But  thia  yotng  Alvar 
Was  d&nbly  noble,  as  a  gem  that,  hdids 
•Rare  virtues  m  its  iustre ;.  and  his  death 
Will  pteiroe  Don  Silva  with  a  poifloned  dart: 
This  iaxs  and .  curly  youtib  was  Arias, 
A  son  of  tb6  Paoheoos  ]  thisi.dark  £»C6  »  •     ' 
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Zarca. 

Enough  !  you  know  thjeir  names.     I  had  divined 
That  they  were  near  the  Dujce.  most  like  l>ad,serv^ed 
My  daughter,  were  her  friends  ;  so  rescued  them 
From  being  flung  upon  the  heap  of  slain. 
Beseech  you,  Doctor,  if  you  owe  me  aught 
As  having  served  your  people,  take  the  pains 
To  see  these  bodied  buried  decently.         -.,        ,;  .' 
And  letr.  their'  names  be.  writ  ab^ve  their  gi;ay^  ,;r 
As  those  of  brave  young  Spaniards  who  died  welL 
I  needs  must  bear  this  womanhood  in  my  heart — 
^^e^ring  my  daughter  there.     For  once  she  priiyed— 
'Tyas  at  our  parting — "When  you  see  fair  hair 
Be  pitifuL'*     And  I  am  forced  to  look 
On  fair  heads  living  and  be.  pitiless. 
Your  service,  Dootor,  will  be  done  to. her.  , 

f  .    .:.  .        t    Sep^ARDO. 

A  servioc^/doably  dcah  :Eor  iAiese  yoxingiidead,.;  : 
And  one  less  happy  Spaniard  who  still  fives,  .  '" 
Are  offering.  iAt^IhoE  I  'wrenched  from  out  uiy  beai*t, 
Constraint  iby^meo  of  Israel :  while  imy  bujidft  ^ 
Eendered  the  Tictimfl^at  eommaiidy'iny  eyeb  i  -.i  i 
Closed  themselvec)  TiaBlyy  a&  if- vision  kiy    •  i  •  .  / 
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Through  those  poor  loopholes  only.     I  will  go 
And  see  the  graves  dug  by  some  cypresses. 

Zarca. 

Meanwhile  the  bodies  shall  rest  here.     Farewell. 

{Eait  Sephardo.) 
Nay,  'tis  no  moctery.     She  keeps  me  so 
From  hardening  with  the  hardness  of  my  acts. 
This  Spaniard  shrouded  in.  her  love — I  WQuld 
He  lay  here  too  that  I  might  pity  him.. 


•»•     .;    »Ti.X     J 
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Morning, — The  Plaqa  Santiago  in  Bedmdr,  A  crowd 
of  townsmen  forming  an  outer  circle:  within, 
Zlncali  and  Moorish  soldiers  drawn  up  round 
the  central  space.  On  the  higher  ground  in  front 
of  the  church  a  stake  with  faggots  heaped,  and  at 
a  little  distance  a  gibbet,  Moorish  music,  Zarca 
entersy  wearing  his  gold  necklace  with  the  Gypsy 
badge  of  the  flaming  torch  over  the  dress  of  a 
Moorish  Captain,  accompanied  by  a  small  band 
of  armed  Zincali,  who  fall  aside  and  range  them- 
selves with  the  other  soldiers  while  he  takes  his 
stand  in  front  of  the  stake  and  gibbet.  The  music 
ceases,  and  there  is  expectant  silence, 

Zarca. 

Men  of  Bedmar,  well-wishers,  and  allies, 
Whether  of  Moorish  or  of  Hebrew  blood. 
Who,  being  galled  by  the  hard  Spaniard's  yoke, 
Have  welcomed  our  qnick  conquest  as  release, 
I,  Zarca,  chief  of  Spanish  Gypsies,  hold 
By  delegation  of  the  Moorish  King 
Supreme  command  within  this  town  and  fort. 
Nor  will  I,  with  false  show  of  modesty. 
Profess  myself  unworthy  of  this  post, 
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For  so  I  should  but  tax  the  ^Ter's  daoioe. 

And,  as  je  know,  while  I  was  prisoner  here^  t 

Forging  the  ballets  meanA  for  Hoomsh  bear<iB, . 

But  likely  mwf to?  xeaah' another  maik,  : 

I  learned  the  aeorctts.ofliie  town's  dsfeoc^,' 

Caught  the  hmd  whispers  of  j^our  tdisoontent, 

And  so  could  seryd  the  purpose  of  the  Moor ' 

As  the  edge's  Iceentiess  setves  the  weapon's  weiglitL 

My  Zincali,  Ijnx-ejred  atid  lithe  of  hmb. 

Tracked  out  the  high  Sie(r*ra^s  hidden  path,. 

Guided  .the  hard  ascent,  and  were  the  first: 

To  scale  the  walls  and  brave  the  showering  stones. ' 

In  brief,.  I  reached  this  rank  through  service  done 

By  thought  of  ^une  and  valour  of  m^  tribe^ 

Yet  hold  it  but  in  trust,  m&  readin)BSs< 

To  lay  it  down ;  ifor  wfe— rtfce  Zincali^-^ 

Will  never  pitch  our  tents  again  on  land  - 

The  Spaniard  grudges  us :  we  seek  a  hoine 

Where  we  aiay  spn^ad  aid  ripen  like  the  com 

By  blessing  of  the  sun  and  spaoious  qarth. 

Ye  wish  us  well,  I  think;  and  are'  our  ftiends  ? 

Crowd^ 
Lone:  life  to  Zarca  and  his  Zincali  I 

^f    .       -  ..         .  .-..:.,    •     .'    t  '..:...,••./ 

,:    ZiJftfa.  _    i    •  ..  ■■  ! 

Now,  for  the  cause  of  our  assembling  here. 
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'Twas  my.  coBodQand  that  xescned  from  yoiir  litods 
That  Spaniflh;  Prior  and  In^tlfeit^r  - 

Whominfiet-e^TOtrlbiition  yoti  heid-bbiiiid    -   •       "^ 
And  meant  to.feura,  tied  -to  a  pldAU^d  '6rob8.     '  ' 

I  rescued  him  with  promise  that  hi^  death  <  • 

Should,  be  >  more  feignal  in  '■  it»  jtwtiee-^^mfeid^     ■ 
Public  in  ftdlest  sense,  apd-  ordierly.         •    '         f  w 
Hesey  *heni,  youseethe  «take--^slow-death  by  fipe"; '- 
And  there  a  gibbet — swift  ^eath  by  the  coi^d.  * " 
Now  hear  ifae^  Moors  and  Hebrews  of  Bedmar,  '*       ' 
Our  kindred  by  the  warmrth  of  Eastern  il<M>di    • 
Punishing,  cruel  wrong  by  cruelty 
We  copy  Christian  crime.     Vengeance  iH  jtist :  ■  *   *  * 
Justly  we  rid  the  earth  of  human^ends  •*'  • ' 

Who  carry  hell  for  pattern  in  their  «i)fiW^  :•  ^  ■  «    *"  ^ 
But  in  high  vengeance  th^ere  iS' noble  S(5orti  3    -J 
It  tortures  not:  the  torturer,  nor  gives 
Iniquitous  pajrment  for  iniquity;   :      ,'.'.'' 
The  great 'avenging  angel' icloes  not!  crair(  '    '   ' 

To  kill  the  fierp^it  wit^  a  'miinii^  feng  5     '       ' ' '    ' ' ' 
He  standlB  Moct^/with'swoflrd  of^keelneAt  iSdge       '     * 
That  slays  like  lightning.     Sp  too  we  will  slay 
The  cruel  man  ;  slay  him  because  he  works 
Woe  to  mankind.     And  I  have  given  command 
To  pile  these  faggots,  not  iK>  bum  quick  flesh, 
But  for  a  sig«kSof  thaidbe  wvon^g  tosmen  '  "'' 


Which  arms  our  wrath  with  justice.    While,  to  show 

This  Christian  worshipt)er  that  we  obey 

A  better  kw^thatt'hib,  he  sltall  be  led 

Straight  to  the  gibbet  and  to  swiftest  death. 

For  I,  the  chieftain  of  me  (Jypsies,  will, 

My  people  shed  no  blood  but  what  is  shed 

In  heat  of  battle  or  in  judgment  strict 

With  calm  deliberation  on  the  right. 

Such  is  my  will,  and  if  it  please  you— welL 

.  .  •',  II       *••::..     •  ■  •  •    '  ■'*•'. 

'■        ■•'••  •■  ••    ''CKOWtJ.    •■        ■■'•:••'••'■••■ 

It  pleases  us.     Long  life  to  Zarca  1 

■:    ■■•     -HaBCA. 

•   :  .   .i  •    .  •<.  •  Halrk.I.:.Lw-i.  / 

13*0  bell  jp.striteng^'.iand. they. brings  ^eri.nowf  «;  .' L 
The  prisQ^er  from"  tjft0  forL  i  Wbjk*,  Nadat?  .i' » 

Nadar  [has  appeared,  cutting  the  crowd,  and  advanc- 
ing toward  Zarca'  till  he  is  near  enough  to 
speak  in  an  under-tone). 

I  have  obeyed  your  word, '  have  followed  it      •  i '  •    " 
As  water  does  the  farrow  in  the  rock. 

,:'  /  *   '    ' 

1  Zarca« 

Your  band  is  here  ?    •  /'  w.      .     •   •    i  ^^m- •*'      s  .*i 'I 
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Tes,  and  th^  Spaai*F(i  too; 

Zarga. 
*TwaB  BO  I  ordered 

Nadar. 

Ay,  but  this  sleek  hound, 
Who  slipped  his  collar  off  to  join  the  wolves, 
Has  still  a  heart  for  none  but  kennelled  brutes. 
He  rages  at  the  taking  of  the  town,; 
Says  all  his  friends  are  butchered ;  and  one  corpse 
He  stumbled  on — well,  I  would  sooner  be 
A  murdered  Gypsy's  dog,  and  howl  for  him, 
Than  be  this  Spaniard.    RAge  has  made  him  whiter. 
One  townsman  taunted  him  with  his  escape. 
And  thanked  him  for  so  favouring  us.  .  .  . 

ZA5CA.  .        . 

.  Enough. 
You  gave  him  my  command  that  he  should  wait 
Within  the  ce^stle,  till  I  saw  him?  •  -   ;,  '  I 

.  )      ■  .       --A 

Nadar. 

.  \  Yes. 

But  he  defied  me,  broke  away,  ran  loose  . '       •  i 
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I  know  not  whither ;  he  may  soon  be  here. 
I  came  to  warn  7011,  lest  he  work  us  hamu 

Zarca. 
Fear  not,  I  know  the  road  I  travel  by : 
Its  turns  are  no  surprises..    He  who  rules 
Must  humour  full  as  much  as  he  commands ; 
Must  let  men  vow  impossibilities ; 
Grant  folly's  prayers  that  hinder  folly's  wish 
And  serve  the  ends  of  wisdom.     Ah,  he  comes  1 

[Sweeping  like  some  pale  herald  from  the  dead, 
Whose  shadow-nurtured  eyes,  dazed  by  fWl  liglit, 
See  nought,  without,  but  give  reverted  sense      .    ^ 
To  the  soul's  imagery,  Silva  came, 
The  wondering  people  parting  wide  to  get 
Continuous  sight  of  him  as  he  passed  on — 
This  high  hidalgOi  who  through  blooming  yeara 
Had  shone  on  men  with  planetary  cahui  j 

Believed-in  with  all  sacred  images 
And  saints  that  must  be  taken  as  they  were, 
.Though  ^ende^ring.m^£^gre  service,  foa  men!s  prt^i^e  ; 
Bareheaded  now,  carryi^  an  unsheathed  swor^,    ;. 
And  on  his  breast,  where  late  he  bore  ithe  oros^. 
Wearing  the  Gypsy  badge ;  his  form  aslf^ntt 
Driven,  it  seemed,  by  some  invisible  chase,  •  /  •     < 
Bight  to  the  &ont  of  Zarca^    Therei  he  pauseid. j 
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,  ■    -li    ■!.•     •     <     •    •  .    •>.;    :      .(•  .iji-;/       .;    •/{,•:  \  ' 

Chief,  you  are  treacherous,  cruel,  devilish  I — 

Relentless  as  a  curse  that  once  let  loose 

From  lips  of' wrath,  lives  bodiless  to  destroy, 

And  darkly  traps  a  man  in  nets  of  giiilt 

Which  could  not  weave  themselves  in  open  day 

Before  his  eyes.    ''  Oh,  it  was  bitter  wrong 

To  hold  this  knowledge  locked  within  your  mind, 

To  stand  with  waking  eyes  in  broadest  light. 

And  sere  td^'-  dreaming,  shed  Iny  kindred's  blood. 

'Tis'  ^horrible  that  men-  with  hearts  and  ianidtf 

Should  smile  in 'silence  like  the  finriament 

And  see  a  fellow-mortardraw^a  1(H  "  * 

On  which  themselvi^s  havieJ  written  agony  !  " 

Such  injury  has  no  redress,  no  heialing"  * 

Save  'What  may  lie  in  stemming  further  ill.      •  '     ' 

Poor  balm  fdr  maiming  !->  Yet  I  come  to  fclftim'  Jt.    ' 

-  •■  ;  ^•.    :-ZiKCA;    >  ."  -■     '.•■       •'.  * 

Firsfptove  your  wrongs,  and  I  will  heai*  your  claim. 
Mind',' yen  krei  BtOt  oOiiQtfcram!?ir.  6i  Bedmar,  ' 
Nor  duk^,  noir  knight,  ndt  anything  forme^ 
Save  a  sWotii  Gypsy^  subject  with  toy  tribe,       • 
Over  whose  deeds  toy  will' ir  absolute; 
You.eliOBe  tibat  lotj  =and  wotilcl  hav^  railed 'at  me     i 
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Had  I  refused  it  you :  I  warned  you  first 
What  oaths  you  had  to  take  ;  •  . 

Don  Silv^. 

You  never  ^ursumed  me 
That  you  had  linked  yourself  with  Moorish  men 
To  take  this  town  an^  fortress,  pf  Bedmar — 
§lay  my  near  kinsman,  him  who  held  my  place, 
Our  house's  heir  and  guardian — slay  ipy  fiiend,   . . 
My  chosen  brother — desecrate  the  phurch 
Where  once  my  mother  held  me  in  her  arms,       » . 
Making  the  holy^  chrism  holier  .  '  '  // 

With  tears  of  joy  that  fell  upon  my  brow !  -r 

Tou  never  warned  ... 

Zarca. 

I  warned  you  of  your  oath. 
YoU  sTiiunfc  not,  we're  resolved,  were  sure  your  place 
Would  nevfer  miss  you,  atid  ydti  had  ^oift'  y^VL'.     '  ' 
I  am  no  prierit,  and  keep  no  consciences":  ' 
I  keep  my  own  place  atid  my  owncotomaiid.        ' 

I  said  niyrplao^  i^uJdj^everiiai^s.mid-T^^fiitl: ; 
A  thousand .$p^ias^'$^]OR:.tfe8iti«a«a«!aay,  i  ./ 
Andwerenptfnis/a^.;  jtbeirjg^^»^|it%plo<ibeSth&idat*s 
That  else  sTe?».,ba^€h,^  •.>/f;.^  ...:    j.  ■/,  :  .V;.  •!-   -Vl 
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.  Zabca.  .    '    . 
But  you  were  just  the  one 
Above  the  thousand,  had  you  known  the  die 
That  fate  was  throwing  then, 

Don  SiLtA. 

You  knew  it— you  I 
With  fiendish  knowledge,  smiling  at  the  end. 
You  knew  what  snares  had  made  my  flying  steps 
Murderous  ;  you  let  me  lock  my  soul  with  oatts 
Which  your  acts  made  a  hellish  sacrament, 
I  say,  you  knew  this  as  a  ifiend  would  know  it, 
And  let  me  damn  myself, 

Zarca. 

The  deed  wjas  done    , 
Before  you  took,  your  oath;  or  reached  ow  caipapi, -r-- 
Done  when  you  slipped  jn  ae<?rejl;  from  the  p<?st 
'Twas  yours  to  keep,  and  no]b  to  metjits^te    . 
K  others  might  not  fill  it     For  your  oath, 
What  man  is  he  who  bfandish'es  a  sword 
In  darkness,  kills  his  friends,  and  rages  ihAn  ' 
Against  the  night  that  kept  him  ignorant? 
Should  I,  ibt  one  unst^blid  Spaniard,  qiiit 
My  steadfast  ends  as  &ther  and  as  chief; 
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BeuouDoe  my  daughter  and  my  people's  hope, 
Lest  a  deserter  Bhonld  be  made  ashamed? 

Tour  daugihteF--^  great  God  I  I  vent  but  madness. 
The  past  will  never  KAuknge^    I  ooihe  t6  fiftem 
Harm  tiiat  may  yet  h»  hmdeted;  •  Ohie&^this  stake — 
Tell  me  who  is  to  die !-    Axe  yoo  not  bound 
Yourself  to  him  yen  took  in  fellowship  ? 
The  town  id  yours ;  let  me  but  save  the  blood  ' 
That  still  ittf  wann  in  men  who  were  my  •  <  ; 

Zjobca,   '  '    '      •  ♦        '•'■- 
'-    -  '•   Peaioe  1 
They  brii^  the  prisoner. 

[Zarc^  waved  his  arm 
With  head  averse,'  in  peremptory  sigh 
That'twixtthenknowihere  i^ould  bespabe  and  silence. 
Most  eyes  had  turned  to  where  the  prisemer 
Advanced  atoreiig  his  guards  ;  and  Silva  ibo 
Ttuned  eag^Iy^  afi  4)ther  strivingi  quelled ' 
By  striving  with'tSie  dread* lest  he  should  sed 
His  thought*  otttiide  Um.  >  *  And  h^e  saw  it  thete.' 
The  prisdner  was  Father  Imdor:       .  • 

The  man  whcoa.onoe  he  "fieroely  had  accuse 
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As/aptldor  of  hi«  miBdeeda—^wJioiab  designs    - 
Had  forced .  him  into .  fatal  ijScareoy.f •  -  - ' 

The  imperious  and  inexorable  Will 
Was  yoked,  and  he  wha  had  been  pitiless 
.TK>.§dv9»'4  l^Jrv^,  wis  kdffeOi  pitiless  diaAfe^    • 
0  hfttefiil  NiGtory  !of  blind  wit^es-r-prayero  .     '  ' 

-    .  Whioh'  hell  ,had  oyerii^aidl  and  swift ifulMfed  t 
The  |ri*uDttph  .was  a  torfiurd,sttiming  oil        . 
The  strength  of'pa8sian>Sintoi8trength  of  pahu'  » 
Eemonsi^  MitEts  b(3)m  within  him,  that  dire  birth  •  ' 
Which  robs*  all  rfse . of  nar1airB-^*<»a]ceroiis^  -    . 
Forcing  each  pulse  to  feed  its  anguish,  turning 
All  sweetest  residues  «£  Kealthy  life 
:  4.5?pHbrous  clutches  of  slow  misery. 
Silva  had  but  rebelled — heiwaanokfree^;  ' 
And  all  the  subtle  cords  that  bound  his  soul 
^exe  tightened  by  ;th^  strain  of  one  rash  leap 
Made  in  defiioMJeK"  He  aoovisediKi'B&oiiB^  •<     i    / 

.  >  ^,Sut.  dumbly  skntik  'lM)foro  iei4;^^  ' 

Of  thQugihilE!,  the  impetuous  IrecmtetDft  rush      ■  ' 
Of  alLhis.p^MHin9ftted^  imohaoigQdseJf,  r  . 
The  Fath^t:  09«b$i  bfi^lieadad,  ifrocked,  a  ro^    > 
Arouod  ihis  .neok^-r4>ili1<>elai4  wiaihiktM^'esty/ '  ^  •'  - 
Th^ .^trengtibr of Ire^pbite.iundlifidedsaiiib  w  .; !  / 
Who,  owning  law,'obe^  i**:  In  his/hand  '    • 
He  bp^eji  cynlGifix^jaiid.^i»y»igy@aaea//    *        - 


\ 
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Solely  on  ihbd  ifviuie  iibage.  -   But  bis  gufifds 
Parted  in  fiont^  and'paused/as  thfiy  ^pptoiebed.     i  i 
The  cenM  tehere  Ae ciattewas.    laidoi:  i>         .  .    i 
Lifted  Ha  ejea  .td  look'  aaroandi  him^r^lnay  :    1 1 
Prepared  to  apeab  lost-  wordiof  wtUfagndss     •  ,  :.  /. 
To  me^  hk  death^ast  words, of  &ith  cuiicbaiig^// 
That,  weikal^  £at  Ofarist^  kingdon^  bei  Und  IvtrooghSt 
Bighteously.     BttthiJEf  ^lauace  ine4  Sil,tii*:Ssoyeai     ; / 
And>diBW  Mmr.>:  'E\9eii  ijkiageb  ofi^BtoBe  -.  -•;  I  . 
Look  living  witb  ^re  jxroaoh  oh  him  n^hotsq^iihs^:       V 
Profanes,  defiles  tkenu-  >  Silva .penilentf         '   i.  ..  / 
Moved  fon^ciDd,- would  hlive  knelt  bdbre^  the  mwL  / 
Who  still  irytf^'one  with!  aB- the  sacdr^ ^ings  o 
That  came  baokiom  hitn  iui  their  ^scusiedtiesij,  i         if 
Eindared^  adid  osths^  and' aw.e,  and  mystery.. \  <  C  ■  V 
But  at  the  sight,'  the'Faltlker4hbiBl'the>oroflB 
With  depreeatingiaici:  before ihini, : and  his* &Ge  «     .'! 
Pale-quivieBiiig,'  flaiahed  dnt  berroriiike' white  light  : 
Flashed  from  the  angel's  sword.thatdeomiAg  Jdfaviib 
The  sinner  to  the  wilderness.     He  spoke.] 

:  '  Fath^^  J^bidor. 
fitek/fromme,  tteitorcnid and aeenraed tiian! 
Pefil^.ndt  meyNwho  grasp  the  hcAiest^^ 
With  tonch  or  breath  I     Thou  fouled  murderer  I 
Fouler  than  €ain.  who  strdck  hia^  bnither'  dcmui  •  •  /■  : ' 
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In  jealoiis  mge,  thoii'for  thy  base  ddlight 
Hast  oped  tbi^ .  gate  for  wblve»  td  O0tae  and  teiar     ' ' 
Uncounted  bilefehren,  weak  and  gfe-angJaiikevr  v    i'  r 
The  helpless'  priest^  the  wamor  alltiBarmed .  ;  . :  '  1 
Against  a  feithlefes  l(^ader  :  on  thy  head 
Will  rest  the  sacrilege,  on  thy  sonl  the  bibodi    :     i 
liiese  Mind  barbarians,  misbelievers,  ]|lodrs, 
Are  but  us  Pilate  and  his  soldiery;  .     ...    ■:■/.'. 
Thou,  Judas,  -  "WBighted  witK  that  heayieat  cruhei 
Which  deepens'  hell  1 1  I  warned  yoa  of  tiais  j&h^    .  I 
A  traitorous  lea^r,  f^lse  /to  Gbd  and  m^  ■■■-  • '•     i 
A  knight  iap06^6a;te,j<m  shall  soon  behold  -v  '  -  /I*'' 
Above  yffur  -^eiopia'*  blbod  the  light  •  o^  flanies  -.  .  - : . 
Kindled  1^  •  ybu  to?-buni  me — ibum  the.  fleshi » ; »  t  u  T 
Twin  with  your  fa^iher's.   .  0  most  wretched  mdn;!/) 
Whose  memory  shaU  be  of  ^brbketf  oaiiis — ■      ;.  :.t.l 
Broken  for  lusb-^.  tram  away  mine,  eyes     ;  .     m  '/ / 
Fdr  ever  fifam  yolaj<    See,  the  stake  iaieady .  ,    -  ..  i 
Aodil  itiKi  veady  tdo.  ?       .    i 

'■•..;        ■.-.•    , •   •  -r       ..  ,■    : i 

Don  Silva, 

It  sha^U  riot  be ! 
(Ec&in^  hk  sword,  -he  mshts  m  Jront  of  tki 
guards  who  arp  advaadngj  Wfid^imptldei. 

'•:   it  '•■)   i<*ei».).^       -        :  ■  ••-••i  '    .'  .    J  <.'  7/ 
If  you  tKiihwiax^  Chief,  hiear:iriy  demtod:!! :      [r: 
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Stretch  not  my  gotil  upon  the  endless  rack 
Of  thia  man's  torture ! 

...    Zarca,     . 

Stand  aside,  my  lord ! 
Ptit-np  your  sword.    Yon  vowed  obedience 
To  me,  yonr  obi^ :    It  wfiu  yonr  latest  vow. 

.    Don  Silva.  « 

No !  hew  me  jGrom  lihe  spot,  or  fasten  me 
Amid  theliEbggdfts  too,  if  he  tnust  bnm; 

.  Zarca*  ■  ^i  '"  ' 

What  shonld  befidl  that  perseoating  tnonk 
Was  fixed  before  yon  caiae :  no  craelty, 
No  nicely  measured  torture^  weight  f(M<  weight     ' 
Of  injury,  no  luHCiions-too^^ed  revenge-        • 
That  justiiGes  the  injnrer  by  its  j6y  t'- 
I  seek  l^ti  y^ctie  and  secnritf       !     'i;  i'- 

For  ha^oaless  «msi^  and  such  security  :"       ' '  > 
Means  dc^th  to^  vipers  and  inquisitors; 
These  feggota 'shall  but  innocently  blaze   • 
In  sign  of  gladness,  when  this  man  is  dead, 
That  one  more  torturter  has  left  the  earth. 
'Tis  not  for  infidedai  .to  bom  live  inen  -  ^  = 

And  ape  the  rul6a  of  Christian  piety.      < 
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This  hai:d,  opprtsissQi'  ^hall  i^ot  die.  by>  £re : . 

He  mounts  the  gibbet,  diesla  Bpsedy  death,-  '  •  \' 

That,  like  a  transfixed  dragon,  he  may  oease 

To  vex  mankind.     Quick,  guards,  and  clear  the  path  i 

[As  weUitraoAed  bouzuis  ihsLt  hold  their  fleetaes^  tinse 

In  wajiohfiil,  loving  fixity  of.darfc'eyeB^    - 

And  move  with  movement  of  their  master's  will. 

The  Gypsies  with  a  wa^velik6  softness  met 

Around  the. Father,  rand  ip*  wheeiho^  «Mirs^!'  ' '    ' 

Passed  beyond .  Bilva  to  the  gibbet's  Ibi^t,      '    =  ^' 

Behind  their  chieftain.     Sudden  left  alone 

With  weapon  bare,  the  liiultiiwde  aloof, 

Silva  was.^^ized  in  doubtMicdiiBbiduBnBSd^  it  i  / 

As  one  who  sl^mbeidng  ibitheday  awakes 

Frofo;  striving  iikt<>  freedom,  amd-yet  feelii  * 

His  sense  half  captive. tfo  intangildQithttigierf  S'    -  - 

Then  with  a  fluisfai  ol  new  deo;flibn  sheaihiied i.  i'  ^^  - 

His  futile  naked  wea^iQak,>a&d^Btrode  quidt*  >    '^  ^ 

To  Zarca,  speaking  withia  mc^tMfw-^toiied,    '     '^ 

The  struggling  «oursrh6acie,t8ufibeated*oi^y'  •  >'  "^ 

Beneath  ther  grappling  tangtiidh  of  ^despair.] 

r,.    .-•     .:...  ...       •    '    .-      ...;..:..    l>i-''-   .iT 

You,  Zincalo,  deyil,  Waefceit  infidell ^  ^  '  '  '^^  ^''^^ 
You  cannot  hate^  that  imaii  as  >yo«'  hlEkt^  me !  .    - '  ^^  '*^ 
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Finish  Jroar  t<^ure-^takB.iii^--»Uft  me  dp  •  // 

And  let  iha  ccowd  spit  at  ihe-^oyetj  Moot     . 
Shoot  reeds  at  me^  and  kill  rae  with  slow  death:  • 
Beneath  the  mid^daj  ipmatat  of  the  eiici^ 
•Ox  crodifj  me. with  a-tinetii]^  hoand'^         ■    ::    ' 
Slake  your  hate  soy  Aodl  ¥rill  thuik.it :  fipare  me' 
Only  thia  laan  I  c  ii  •' 

Zarca. 
Madmaji,  I  hate  you  not^         ,. 
But  if  I  did,  my  hate  were  poorly  served 
By  my  device,  if  I  should  strive  to.  mix    , 
A  bitterer  misery  for  you  than  to  taste  . , 

With  leisure  of  a  soul  in  unharmed  iimbs  :      > 

The  flavour  of  your  folly.     For  my  course,  , , 

It  has  a  goaly  and  t^kes  no  truant  path 
Because  of  you.     I  am  your  chief :  to  me  ^r 

TouVe  nduffht  more  than  a  Zincalo  in  revolt.     .     . 

DdH-^VA.  •' '''  '•■  ''■'■' ''  '•' 

No,  Tm  no  Zincalo !     I  here  disown 
The  name  I  took  in  madness.     Here  I  tear 
This  badge  ft  way.  '  I  am  a  Caiiioiio  knight,      "   - 
A  Spaniard  who  will  die  a  Spaniard's  death  I 

[Hark!  while  he  Oftststhe^feadge^uponvthe  ground 
:  And  tramples  on  it,  Silva  hears  a  shout : 


346  THE   SPANISH    OYPSti 

Was  it  a  .i^hout:  ikat  threatened  hini?    He  lodkied  ' 
From  out  thfe  dizzying^  flamei?  of  hie  own  ra^ei  '• 
In  hope  of  adversaries- — arid  he  saw  abovef 
The  form  ot'FathferleiidjorujJswung   '    >  •    • 

Convulsed  with  martyr  throes;  and  kilew.!Ai6  i^hio^ 
For  wonted  exultation!  of  the  crowd  '' 

When  malefactors  die — or  saints,  or  heroetii  •    .'•- 
And  now  to  him  that  white-frocked  murdered  form 
Which  hanging  judged  him  as  its  murderer, 
Turned  to  a  symbol  of  his  guilt,  and  stirred^ 
Tremors  till  then  un waked.     With  sudden  snatch 
At  something  hidden  in  his  breast,  he  strode 
Eight  upon  Zarca :  at  the  instant,  down 
Fell  the  great  Chief,  and  Silva,  staggering  back,  ^ 
Heard  not  the  Gypsies*  shriek,  felt  not  the  fangs 
Of  their  fierce  gi-asp — heard,  felt  biit  Zarca's  words 
Which  seemed  his  soul  outleaping  in  a  cry 
And  urging  men  to  run  like  rival  waves 
Whose  rivalry  is  but  obedienpe.} 


Zarca  {as  Jie  falls). 
My  daughter !  .call  l;ier  1     Call  my  daughter  I, 


•A 
J  r 


Nadar  (supporting  Zarca  and  crying  to  the 
0f^ms  wh$  ^ve  clutched  Sit.ta).-       : :  r  •  T 
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Tear  not  the  Spaniard,  tie  him  to  the  stake : 
Hear  what  the  iChief.  shall  hid  h»— there  is  tiooe  I 

[Striftly  they  tied  him,  {^easing  Tengeance  so      ' 
With  promiee  that  would  leave  them:  free  to  watch 
Their  stricken  good,  their  Chief  stretched  helplessly 
Pillowed  upon  the  strength  of  loving  limbs. 
He  heaved  low  groans,  but  would  not  spend  his  breath 
In  useless  words :  he  waited  till  she  came. 
Keeping  his  life  within  the  citadel 
Of  one  great  hope.     And  now  around  him  clo^d 
(But  in  wide  circle,  checked  by  loving  fear) 
His  people  aU,  holdihg  their  wails  suppressed* 
Lest  Death  believed-in  should  be  over-bold :      ' 
All  life  hung  on  their  Chief — he  would,  not  die  ] 
His  image  govBy  there  imre  no  wholeness  left 
To  make  a  world  of  ibr  the  Sncali'i^  thought. 
Eager  they  stood,  hut  hushed }  the  outer  cibwd 
Spoke  only  in  low  murmurs,  and  some  climbed 
And  clung  with  legs  and  armsi  on  perilous  ooij^s, 
Strivmg  to  see  where  that  ooloes^l  life 
Lay  pantii^— ^lay  a  Titan;  struggling  still 
To  hold  and  give  the  pvedious. hidden  fire 
Before  the  stronger  grappled  him«'>  Above 
The  .  young  bright  momiBg  oasi  atiiwart  whiie 
.    walls  ■  ..    '    J  .>   •  ..'^    •     ■'•. 
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Her  shodowg  hhiOj  and  vvidi  theiiflr  elear«eut  ioaiey    > 
Mil4^  relentLeBB  as  the  dacuUhandTs,      !       '-"■..■• 
Measured  the  shrinking  future  of  an  hour 
Which  held  a. shrinking  hiope.    And  all  &e  while 
l;h^  silent  beat  of  time  in  each  man's  «oui        ■'>  • 
.Ma49>oh(ing  pulses.      *       .     .  ,,    '•      . 

B\«tJ  the  ery,  **Sh©  ooiaaeel"  * 
;  Pavt^d  the.  <ys^wd  like  watei^ :  a»d  itlie  ggmhiq.        i  i 
Swiftly  as  <HCkoe  before,  inspired  with  joy, 
She  flashed  across -the  space  amd  made  iiew  iii^papt,  ' 
Glowing  «ji|K)n  tbe*  glow  of  «(vening,    i  • 

So  swiftly  now  sh^  came,  inspired  with  woe^ 
Strong  •with^tb«  strjengtb  of  ftll  herfa'^ber^s  pajnj    • 
Thrilliog  Ih-dr i as. with> fire iof  rage  diwne  i         ^ 

And  laattidng  eneygyi  Bhe  knewi — 'Saw  all :  -  •  •' 
The  Sttake  with  SStlva  bottad— her  fetther  piei«0d^^ 
To  this  she*  had-  bben  fobm' :  a  •  feeoond  time  '  ^  •  ' 
Hen&ther.oaMedber  to  the^sk  df  life*   ;  -•   » 

Sh«  fcnelt  (beiside  hiin*  •  f  Then:  he  raised  himself, 
And  on  her  face  th«re  fladhed  from  his  the  Ugbt 
As  of  a  st^r;that!iYaned,'but  flameu  anesir  =  .    - 

In  mighty  dissolution :  ^tw*9  the  flame  ' 

Of  a  surviving,  trufltj  in -ag^y;-  ' 
Be !  spoke  the  ipaHing  |xrayer  thti4i  -was  CQtiitn«nd; 
Must  sway  her  will,  and  reign  invisibly.]         ' 
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Zakca.  .  .... 

My  daughter,  jou  h^v.^  .psQwis^d — yoo  mU  hfife:. 
To  save  o^.  people^:   In^myr  g|i^!niQiito:h6i<o 
I  cany  written  ple%QS.frpiA  the  )£ocnr :.  .  .   ^ 

He  will  keep  {^iih  ia  Spftin.  »^i  A&im.'  " 

Tour  weakness  may  be  stronger  thc^n^  my  >»tpe»gth^' 
Winning  more  love.  ...  I  cannot  tell  the  end.  •  •  . 

I  held  my  people's  gpod  within  my  breast. 
Behold,  now; .  I  deliver  it  to  jouy  •    ^ 

See,  tt  still  bT^tb^  un9t?:$^ogiled'THf  it. <^^ 
Let  not  your  filing  will  be  murderer.  .  .  . 

Bise,  tell  our  people  now  I  watt  in  pain  .  •  . 
I  cannot  die  wtil  I  he^r  tb^Qi  neif- 
They  will  oh^j  ypiL,  •       -. 

pXeek^  sl^  .pressed  her  lipsi ' 
With  slow  solen?flQtity  upott.  Jus  J»ow»  . 
Sealing  hqr  pledges..   .  F jfrnly,  tjb/eui  she  rose;  •  i   ^  : 
And  met  h^x  people's;  ejQs  with  kJDd^  ^^us^y 
Dark-flashing,,  ftrefl  by  effort;  jrtarenujous. 
Trampling  cm  pwu]  :  i  ^ 

,;  Fe»AtM4.  :  .  ;    •.  -J.       .  ,\     ,  \' 

Y«  ZHioalii  1^11,  wfco  IteAr  I ' 
Tfhkt  C^^i^isdyiiiir:  Llu^daugiriiel- live   '-         »     -- 
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To  do  his  dying  will.     He  asks  you  now 
To  promise  me  obedience  as  yonr  Queen, 
That  we  may  seek  the  laindlhe  Won  for  ud, '  - 
And  live  the-  better  life  for  ^liich  he  toiledi  * 
Speak  now,  and -fill  my  fetth^r's  dying  ear 
With  promise  tha€  yott  will  obey  hitn  dead, 
Obeying  toe  his  child.    •    '   •    '  ..:■■:■.<' 

!'     =    [Straightway  Arose 
A  shout  of  promise,  shar{)ening  iiit6  cries 
That  seemed  to  plead  <l6i^paifingly  with"  death. J  *'   ' 

'     ThE'-^NCAM.  •  :      •       '    '"      '■^- 

.   •   •  •      .  ^ 

We  will  obey  1     Onr  Chief  shall  nevei*  die  I  ^ 

We  will  obey  him — will  obey  our  Queen  I  '  * 

[The:  shout  tmanimouB,  ^e  concurrent  rush 

Of  many  voices,  qtiiriigshodk  the  air       ' 

With  multttuditlbus  Wi.ve  :  now  r6se,'  ildw  'f^U,-  *  ' 

Then  rose^jfligain,  the  echoes  fdilowmg'sld^i 

As  if  the  scattered  brethren  of  the  tribe       '  ' 

Had  caught  afar  and  joined  the  ready  Vcfv^.    ' 

Then  some  could  hold  no  longer,  but  must  rush 

To  kiss  his  dying  feet,*(itid  some  to  kiss 

The  hem  !€[f'tJaeir.' Queen's  Igairinent.     But  she  raised 

Her  hand  to  hush  theixu  ^^  Haikl  yoox  Chief  may  i^pe^k 
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Adotb^  wish* •  ^  Qbioltly  dh^  >  kneeled'  agaici,  • 
While  they  tipcHi  the  giptind  ki^t  iiiotionlesB/ 
With  head  outstretched.    They  heard  his  words ;  for 

Grasping  at  Nadlir^  arm/he Apoke'moye  land,  ' 
As  one  irho,  having  f6ugbt  and  oonqiMi^d,  hikrk 
His  strength  hmiy  wiik  httfling'  eff  hi)l'  i^hieldr] 

:r  '.  ':-,.,  .    ;   .       .■.;      i    r-.H.'    •,    •.  •;.  _    .      • 

Let  loose  the  Spaniard  I  give  him  back  his  sword ; 
He  cannot  wam6  to*  any  veu^elinbie  ttvore->^'    • 
His  sonl  is  lo<^ed  twixit  twd  opposing' iekitnes.    - 
I  charge  yon  left  hnin  g^  ^anharfcied  and  freer  * 
Now  thvottgh  ^noiir  midsfe.  '.  .'*i  •  '      .    ' 

--;-■    ''        ..'    ".-      .  .  .'..A  '•••  ••••l'^^    r   .    :•      .-.:  •:•    .,/ 

'    [TVithitbat  he  Sftnk  agttin--^ 
Bxrht^kMt'hMiri^  stmn^  towVd  sha^'ilttddeti  fa^ls, 
And  all  his.  life  seeofted  n^ded  •  9ot  eaeh  breath : 
Yet  oncti^ihe  spoke.]-  -'••i         •  •»-:  ••  "    f-  ••••    '  *  •      •- •/• 

':  'My  dflingbter,  lA|f  yo«^  atrtt    ' 
Beneath  my  head  k  v  .'so;  i-.  bind  aind  brefcth^  6nine. 
I  cannot'See  yoo  more  :;  ;  .  thes  Nijg^t  i«  odmei    ' 
Be  strong  .  -*  .  remember  .  .  .  •!  catt-r^ly  .  .  .  diW 

[His  voice  went  into  siletioe,  \M.  his  bi^t     '  '     ' -^ 


M2  TAB  YSPAJ^e^J/KaYBSFi. 

Heaved  \mg  &n&the9m/bd,i  iks.jb!oiMili,jltrdn^tbk^  alilb 
That  heard:  xiottght,i«aWfnoiigbt^  ^ve  !^h»fe  bne^iUkd 

And  what  might  be  in  days  and  realms  afaivj^if 
Which  iw)W  in  pale  i)rpeeBsion  £Bi,d6d  on.  s  - 

TowalEdith6thie^i!darknes&;   .And  «he:  bent  abiDnp«  -  '. 
In  sack^menftal  i  nfratch:  *^:  a©^  grfeat  JJIeatb)  ^  i  r .  i .     i  K 
Companion  of  her  future,  who  would  wear 
For  ever  in  her  eyes  he/  folder's  form. 

And  yet  she  hmw  tbal^.huiryijng.feiBt^faaKi  goiiei  •  T- 
To  do  tiw  Gbief*^  b^st)/ftiid'i»li^r/tioiiI  -i  L  v.j^  '.li 
He  who  waaiotaoe  itsloi!d5wafl'b«bft^  Jalnred/  '^y:r.&o  I 
With  loosening  of  cords,.  that^onldnptilooBeilr  %'</-, 'A 
The  tightening  torture  of  his  anguish.  This — 
Oh^.filie  kjlpieiw  it  It^rfenfew/it  as  martyrs  knew 

Refaaedt^eieclse  oiUeiB«..  losihoDieiitshi^^  [■<  !  :>. 

Space  widens  in  the  soul.     And  so  alie^  kndLt^ .  ••  i  r/ 

Clinging  with  piety  and  awed  resolve 

Be^idet  tbi^ieib^  <rf^ieitr£»thea^s  life, 

S^ii^g  lotigti*-^©!  i^ode&-.Bplei«n  suna--  1  v:.        ..   a 

Stretching  }xi{^^G^  It  ;<.l4eYer  turaed  laW'eyeB/rcjDio  I 

Y0l^ felt  that. Silvft^^p&ssQd.;  jbebdUrhisface  -^.t  :.-    f] 

Pale,  vivid,  all  alone,  imploring  her 

Across  bladjf^^jjters  f«<^h(ml9fii^.    .  *  ■  : . ''  ^  ;  -•  ^i;' 
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As  those  who  £^r  to  Uimik  the: tiling 'tiaB3ir/h&tft^.  -.  i(^ 
Lest  hate  triumphant,  mastering  all  the  limbs. 
Should  <te«V|  but^,  efv«»by^«^lte  of  kiBciBrin|f  wilL  ;" 
Slowly  te;wriiked,.riiliicti>niitobe:saAin  :•,_  •  luf^ 
An(J .l^iur^Wl'KmirurQdrliifelwhich  itf>iiel£nbs^  I)jr  ^ 
Walked  he^itiiitki^y/ .  nU  bifc  (bAiue^ :  isstiiLoti  -  ;^  'f ;  i  ' ;  t  r 
With  hi^bovn  nfhp^^ta&wkuBtii  toAmdi.  ii<  H  v.'ic 
Or  croucfc  liijjr,  Amiles^  .y^  «tahg|  yeifci  qjiiv^ingi  :  /  >  L 
With  helple w  si^rbngttiv' ^M*^' ^^ *^^* '^^uL looavwked  i r  A 
By  visions  T^tw-^pale-lfK^rijtjr  lield.d;ltoa|>l  >  -...ii.  :>  •  I 
QViei^  ivide-r^fMtbiv^.Grliik^  SikotMO  ham^itoiuid  t^l  i 
It  seemfiA.;theHa^  hius]i0d  itself :  to  lififir  \u(*  [)  inri 
His  footsteps  sjui (tbci  GfaieC^Bfdeepi  do^iiigMbBreal;])!.'  ^ . .  i  r ) 
Eyes^q«iokeiife!dai»>tkfi(8tiUneB8v  sJodiixo>]a^i^^ii'/ht','<'. 
Seemed;^wu9(«lto¥»'gaae'«f)pik>bis.miBflr7u  i.  ' \  //  i  L' 
And  yet.fcfi  coiild^iiGtipfllsiifii^irwithdutipausesi  1  '/^ 
One  instaixi'be'm»stpatHie<ftBdildaktaftritei;  •><!  -  ilT 
But  with  fhali failed. fit tlifer  aiortbd'tiewi^'t I  i  <j'  * 
New-urgpeA  by  jlaiii  he  turned  awajy  ^an^weut-,  1  ■  T 
Ganr)6ixg>  for  «v«r  with  jhimf  ivhat  hie  :fled*^  •  •  ■  « 
HtwnoilihlBred  kte<-H-b^ii}fnrey'fetifl(«r  ih-ongiedighofpti^^ 
FacijBgiiiai|n,  beaiilieo«Ldy''mid/tIi)e>tbr6ng«bof  hBlli-    ^^  > 

0  fallen  sad  £Qrgakeb-i^ed»aia/heaiilsi<a>'f'it--i  li    IT 
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Amid  thfttjorovrd^' mindful  of  what  had  been?— 
Hearts  stush  as  wait  ow  beg!gai*ed  royalty,  -  :    *     = 
Or  silent  watch  t)y  sinners  wbd  despair  ?»      ,.»;-/ 

Sil va  had  Tanishedi  Tiiat  dijatni-ased  i<eHreiig^  '[..,;> 
Made  larger  rooknr  for  sonhow'in  fierce  li^atts  ;  '.  "'  =^ 
And  sorrow  filled  thetn; '  Fcir  the  Obief  wks  deM'^  ^ 
The  mighty  .breast  sufei^ided  islowtocalfi^  ■  '-  •-^'  ''" 
Slow  from  theifaoe  the  ethereal  spivitwaiiedy:-  «'*  ^ 
As  wanes  the  parting  glory  fironat^  the  heigjhliff,  • 
And  lelsves  them  dn-  theiri  pailid  majesty.^  ' *  '  '  '  '  '' 
Fedalma  kissed  the  marble  -  lips,  -  ai^d  saM^    •  •  '  ^ 

"  He  breathy  no  tnorej*^     And  then  a'loug^lo^d  wail,^ 
Poured  out  upon  th^  morning,  made  Her  light- '       i 
Ghastly  a»  'S^iileson  sbme  Mr  mauiaic's  fao6'  i-    i  -  ' ' 
Smiling  lUBCon^cioaa  oW.  her-brMegirboitt'sJcbr^.  • 
The  wailing  mBn^n-  eager  piPess  closed 'loufid,* 
And  made;a:^hBuiowing! pallr beneath  the  sunk.!  •  /  '  ^  / 
They  lifted  revereaat  the.  f)roBtrate  strength,; 
Sceptred  aniw  by  death.     Fedalma  walked  ^    ••  '^    ' 
Tearless,  erectly  •  following  the  dead^^l^er  ciiies:  ■    '    '-^ 
Deep  smotheting  in  hei:  bieast^'as  one /who.  guides^:   ' 
H<er*  6hild£fi(n  through ;the /wilds,  and  se^-  aikd:kiiowki 
Of  daiiger  nLorerthim  diey^  and  fedb  m<A-e«  pabgst,'    • 
Yet  shrinks  not,  groans  not,  bearing  in  her  heart 
Their  ignorant  inisery  <«nd  thei^  tnist  in  hen  >    :   .^  < ) 
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The  eastward  rooks. of  Akaeria^s  bay  •:  .  •  '  .  .  •  :! 
Answer  lo^^  ikrawftU^  of  ih»  travelling  bim  '  ;  ■  • 
With  softesl;  glow  as  &om  an  inward  puiiig^  .  >  i  '  > ) 
Changing  and  flushing:. all  the  Mciarish  flhit>0  •'  1'. 
Seem  conscious  too,  and  shoot  o^tsadien  i^tadowfe.;  ' 
Their  black  hulls  xtaJxAi  &  glpry,  and/  their  sails: '  <  < ' 
Show  variegated  radianee^.  gwitly  fitirnsfi'  '  ' ' 

Like  broad  Mm^  poised.  .Two  gali«yia  tnoor«d  afyai-t  ' 
Show  decks  as  busy  as  a  home  of  ^nts  ':  '  •< 
Staring  new  foragi  f  from  their  sides  the  boalis,  > '  ^  :  - 
Slowly  pushed ofl^  aiibn  with  flashing' oaf  ii'  :•.{•  "  .f 
Make  transit  to  thtr  quay's  sftiooth-qaarri^d  edge/  »'-  •' ' 
Where  thronging  Gypsies  are  in'itaste  to  lade  *  frr  >  i 
Each  as  it  oomes  with^grande^m^s,  babeis^  iaudwvvefl,  /^ 
Or  with  dfust-tinted  goods,  the  company  <.        ;  I'l  bi 
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Of  wandering  years.    Nought  seems  to  lie  unmoved, 

For  'mid  the  throng  the  lights  and  shadows  play, 

And  make  all  surface  eager,  while  the  boats 

Sway  restless  as  a  horse  that  heard  the  shouts 

And  surging  hum  incessant.     Naked  limbs 

With  beauteous  ease  bend,  lift,  and  throw,  or  raise 

High  signalling  hands,  Th^bl^ckrhaired  mother  steps 

Athwart  the  boat's  edge,  and  with  opened  arms, 

A  wandering  Isis  outcast  from  the  gods. 

Leans  towards  her  lifted  litfle  one.     The  boat 

Full-laden  cuts  the  waves,  and  dirge-like  cries 

Rise  and  then  fall  within  it  as  it  moves       ■'>  /  .      '  -^j  » 

From  high  -ta  Ic^syet  and.  from  bright ^to  dark^         "  :  /v 

Hither  and  tiatk^r^^  gmve  white^turbafted  Moors  ■'   '-  '^ 

Move  helpfiillyy  «nd  ^bme  bring  welcome  giftg,      •  •  •    > 

Bright  stii&  and  ofutleary,  and  bags  of  seed    * 

To  make  new  waving  crops  in  Africa.  • 

Others  aloof  wtth  folded  :anns  slow-eyed    /  ,         > 

Survey. mao'a  labour,  saying,  "  God  ib  great  5'!  '   ! 

Or  seek  with  que8tiQji:.deep  the  Grypsie^'  root,    .     '    /' 

And  whether  th^ir.falpe  faith,  being  small,  will  ])iroTa  * 

Less  damning  than,  .the  <^opij9^  .false  creeds  =    .  • 

Of  Je'iys^ and  Ohri«itiaiis,:.;Moelem  subtlety     :. 

Found  balnaced  reasotos,  wanaDiing>suBpen6e.<'  '  :    '  / 

As  to  whose  hall  was  deepbsifc-^'twas  enough '        .     :  ! 

That  there  was  room- fov  all.  .  Thus  the  sedaii^  .' 
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The  youngehr  heads  were  busy  with  the  tale 

Of  that  great  Ghk'f  wliose  exploits  helped  the  Moor. 

And^  tftlking  stiU,  they  shottMeredpast  their  friends 

Following  some  lore  whichhiald  their  distant  gaze 

To  east¥rard  of  the  qnay^iwherei  yet  remiained  '■ 

A  low  blaok  tent  close  guarded  all  around 

By  well-«rmed  Oypsies*.    FnontiDg  it.aboTe^ 

Baised.by.  stone  steps  Ihat  sotigik  a  jtitting  strand, 

Fedalma  stood  dtid  maiked  wiih  nnxiottsi  watch     • ' 

Each  ladeQ  boat  the:  renmaoitleBseninig^       . 

Of  cargo  on  the  shore,  oii  tiaoed-the  cotunse 

Of  Nadar  to  and  iiro  ki'hard  ocnriashd 

Of  noisy  tumult ;  imaging  oft  «new 

How  much,  of  .labour  stilL  defenrsd  the  hour 

When  they  must  lift  the  boat  and  bqar  away 

Her  father's  coffin,  and  heo  feet  must  quit 

This  shore  for  ev^.     Motionless  Ishe  dtood, 

Black-cDOWined  <with  wreaths  •  of  many'-shado^ed  haii-; 

Black-robed^  butbeaaring  wide  upon- her  breast 

Her  ^aUiher's  golden  necklaoe  and  hiii  badge; 

Her  limbs  were  motioiilesi^  but  ib  her  eyes 

And  in  her  breathingiq)'Qi>8(rfb'tTemtQeu8'CTirve^  i    ' 

WaA*  UKtenaei  motion  as  of  ikitoned*  fire  •     •'    '  ''■■    ' 

Escaping  subtly,  in  outlei^iig  ihoiaght    •       :- 

She  watches  anxiously,  and  yiet  she  dreoins  x     < 
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The  bu»j  HioiiaeritiB  now  expaiid,  iuwr  aJ'iriuk   '.  ' 
.  To  inarrovtm^  Bwaxma  witlnii  'the  reflhdnt  spAcid     ' ' 
:  Of  dhangeihl  oonseicmsntesfe.     For  in  her  thoa^lt  '' 

,    Already  dm  hajs-  left  thie  fadinrg  shbre^  •  i 

Sails  i/iih  hav  pBoplei,  j^ks  aq  unkiiown  l^mdy 

;   And  beard ,  the  buining  leiagth  o£  weary  d&y4  "  * ' 
That  paroWng  falliupon  her.  father'i^  Iiiope,              .  ' 
Wbi»k  she;  nrast  pli^t  -and  6ee  it  wither-  onlyu^ 
Wither  and- die..  ^Sheiflaw  lihe  endbetgun.      i^ 
The  Gypsy  hearts  w^re  Bot  unfaithfdl :  Aa          •  • 
Was  centi!©  to  thei  sairage:  loyalty                        •     i  • 
Which  vowed 'obedieiDoe; to. Zaarca  dead.           •  >-'  '*■' 
But  soon  their  natures  hissed 'the  constant  eiregs ' 
Of  his  commandy'  thaifc,  while  it  firedyire«ti»ained<    '  = 
By  urgency  supreme,  and: left  no  play                  •'  '' 
To  fickle  imputoe.  scarttering  d€sire«                       >   •  ^ 
They  lovbd  their  Que^n^  itruidted  in  Zaroa'H  oUld> 
:  Wjo^d  beiur  her  xD/eir  the^ desert'  oh  itheir  avms*  •     ^«  * 
And  thmk  tbe  weight  &i gladsome  victory;           -  ^^ 
But  that  giteat  feiice.wJiioh  knit  thdm  into  one,-  "^     ' 
The  inviMblepaissioatoif  her  &tJ[ier'B  soul,       •:  i  '> 
ThatjWBOughi  themivijaiblyiihtt)  ila  will,    ? 
And  would  have  bound  .theiir  lives  with  permaiteiiie^ 
Was  gone.     iUreiidy  Has^n.and  two  bands,     - 
Drawn  by  fresh  baits  of  gain,  had  newly  sold 
Their  s^txio^Ao  the  Moors,  de^iite  her  «a11, 
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Kn&TTO  A$  tltO/fediD  of  Iier.father'iS!  willy  :.  >  ^  .  >  /<  1 
TowftEtiw^ttrlH  thatf  thdj  Hfapnld  pads: irith  inter  ii<  > 
Straiglxf^nragr  to.  Tekkmin.  •  Utey  Mreta^aiQtf  ttoired  > 
By  mrprse  fabdUcafc  thaa  the  ivdlfttlwisb  if^.i*.:  W 
To  &shion  their  own 'BeFvtoe';'4bej/8till!meant  r-l 
To  cojto  tiFhiHi^.  it  should  suit  them.  But  she  said, 
This iflrtbeioUiudtiioiU(§g^ than; #^^  >  >'i 

uGhKre4biito1^l^iigi .  ;{^:tt'Jiii||tifi  whiU/lbetiibeim.  >Y 
That  was  to  be  the  enii^  <»£iho  vaeifry  ri.;  j  -;:  i[[\< 
And  dndr  ilt'htk)  oteiecfitfoaiimioii,'  m|  ri!  r,j/;r.-  :  T 
Itself  would  break  in  small  and'fdMittoQ^ibattiiish  lO 
That,  living  oil:ftoa»t  jwrefyiTwould  still  disperse 
And  ^r«^a^;i«telforg9tfifkiies«^  s.Brief  T^^ans^  .  .  ii  >=  ^ 
And that:gi!^t< iMirpQse.fed  witii'vital 'fir« /. • : >  i  ^  // 
Th^(i.roigbA.hiimgtoTKe8.iwbalfft:0^^  '.r/ 
Subduing,  qi^lido^iatlng,.  i»h«f)iagi  lifce  a  tsuft^ 
Would  b«ilil&i»ttJW*ditiQ»,,flioteirioig.l(W  i  .  .;  V 
In  dymg,|»QWi()rt0a>  firf|ifijii^f!i^tb:dimil%bt[  n.  ;>i 
The  nearep.d«rl|<jn  .ji-t-.^l.  -/<  |  j--:-.  t  .:!.-:t  f.'..p...<M 
•  • :-.[  '(•-.:  itf'p^tffwrttb^tiwtimiitkivtohwliin! 
Beyond  [tb«UllNi^y/p<c»ontfojj,tb«i<|uiiyv[  .  .  >[?]  I^'A 
Far  h^r,;8t^gbt!  l^atb'  .b^^Xliife .  i^Bit^A^fftmh^d. 
To  mark  th^grpw»|g  k)p/Mid^y«t)iti.dr^i]t(ii.j.  jl 
Alitei?ft|it».dUe>.b*heJdft9«>ttor,tta©k^^  '        ^4   [  -i    /' 

h4^ ^ b^i?ftelS»W/wtopiMiwl^  .      ;.<.  :5  'H 

Close  to  a  wanderer,  wihiQ^  witfi-ibaig^aiid 


:r 
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Looked  out  on  loneiinesib.  The  backward  yefars*^ 
Oh/!she  would  not  forget  them-^ti^ouldnot  drink ^ 
Of  waters  that  brought  resty  while  >  he 'far  off  .  ^  '  ^ 
Bemembered^  '^*  Father,  I  renounced <the  joy 5''  /^ 
You  must  forgive  the :sorrow/' :  i    :  •  .. -lI     T 

••/';-••■'••■  ••  ••So'she'^stoiod,  •  "  •' 

Her  struggling  life  compressed'  into  that  lic^ur,  -     '^ 
Yearning,  resolviikg,  conqtievin^ ;  though'  she '  ieewk^d 
Still  as  a  tutelary  ima^  Beit  •     -■;     i     *  -  a-    i.:!  1 
To  guard  her  people  and  to1[)e  the  strength  :-  'it 
Of  sobiie-'i'dckKiitadeL  ••  1  '  >'-  ■>•  r'^:---"  ".  >.-.•. 

•  «  '•  ••  -Beloii^  her  sat''   •■':      .'•  ■'  i' 
Slim  misehievQUs  Hinder^  ^VpTr  i^d-Ob^dddoked  •' 
With  rows  of  hemes,  griniiing,  nodding*  oft,      '     '' 
And  shaking- high  her  smaU'dark  artn  aM^anS    ' 
Responsive  to  the  blackvm^ed  IsttiA^l;:'  %  1:  «      ' 
Who  held  al<rft-hts  spoil,  and  ^dad  inskisiff    ''  "     ' 
Seemed  tbci  Boy-prdphet^ofiih^i  wilderneMiSr-'^^  '^  •'- 
Escaped  from  tasks  prophetic.     But^  toloii'     • ' '  ^  ' ' ' ' 
Hind»  wonid  backward  ttim  iipion  her  knees, 
And  like  a  pretty  loting  hound  lv<5.tti:d  bend^  'i-  •  ^•''  • 
To^fondle:hei'Qfue^^^fl3et,'l!heR  tffl'hcfi^  h^ad><'  <    ' 
Hoping 'to  -feeliHie  gently  •  pressing' pdift '    '-''=•• 
Which  touched  ti»e  deeper  sense.  :>Fbd«2mai4n^W-^ 
From  out  the  blabkrcbiep  8tii3tched'  h^i*  speaking  )xand 
And  shared  the^girrsoontenlti*  •"    '   -     t     v.'') 
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r  i    1  •  So  the  dire  hours 

Burthened  iftith  destiny-r-the.  death  of  luspes        '  -  r 
Darkening  long  ggei9^9J»tionfly  or  1^  ihii^h  .r! 

Of  thoughts  undyi»g-T-^auoh  Jiours  sweep  9iotig  ; 
In  their  a^inl  Qp)^Q^.m0a9iur€)1^9.    .:  :•  .A 

Myria4«  oflttij^i  jpy?^  tb^^.ripei^  mel^t-.    . .  i    .    ,    ^ ; 
And  soothe  the  sorrowful  spirit  0f.thd  woAif.  i     :     ,: 
Groaning  and  travailing  with  the  painful  birth 
Of  slow  redemption.  ^ 

But  emerging  now 
From  eastward  fringing  lines  of  idling  men 
Quick  Juan  lightly  sought  the  upward  steps 
Behind  Fedalma,  ttnd  two  paces  off,    ' 
With  head  uncovered,  said  in  gentle  tones, 
"  Lady  Fedalma !  ^ — (Juan*s  password*  now 
Used  by  ho  other),  and  Fedalma  fumed, 
Knowing  who  sought  heri     He  advanced  a  step, 
And  meeting  straight  her  large  calm  questioning  gaze, 
Warned  her  of  some  gprav^/piirport  by  a  face 
Thafi  tftWd  tr<iub^  i  JoO^w^.^till  be  spoke*    j:  .  ;  .  . 


Juan. 


l\ 


Look  from  me,  MXi  ^Qwards  a  moying'hvm.'  i 
That Jql^ts^ thecrowd  a^d. seeks th&l(4nQliei< ^traml 
A  tall  ^ndTg4reyri)Jad  p%rim^  ♦.,♦,.  ■-.■     u-  • 


I--,  <-« 
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i^        •'  ;  '  [Solemnly 

His  low  tones  fdll  on  bery  aa  if .0fii» padisisdt^  ■  U:  <" 
Into  religious  dmnnefae  ^wwng  t6ttilb&;  ''  '  ■'  •'  •'  i 
And  tred' 6n  nam^  in  e vet* IttiWing' *#fe6t.  • .  1  j --  • . i  * » 
Lingeringly  she  looked,  aidid  Ik^h'With*  YOi^-  J'  ''  •  • 
Deep  and  yet  sdft,  If^k^^  H6tefd''fro«fi'.sC>n!iy:W)iig  ikf&td.^^- 
Responsivfe  to'thvillM  to,  said^*'* -^  ^  *'  •,;?.«-  1>it/ 

Fedalma. 
Xt  is  he  I 

[Juan  kept  silence  for  a  little  sp^cp^  .  ,^;^ ,  i  i  !  ..'i 
With  reverent  caution^  lest ;  his  l^ht^r .  grjef  ^ .  f  , .  7/ 
Might  seem  a  wanton  touch  uppn  her  pain*  ...  t  .. 
But  time  was  urging  hinfi  witji  yisible^ight,  ,  ,  .  , 
Changing  the  shadows  : ,  he  must,  utter  all,!  , 

M;  .r^   ;;   ■•        r,    ■     •     'if        .'l-..    i/:.-,..^'  -.<**'  ;.;  IIV/- •■: /I 

.^iW\    ;•!'!.'•:!    •>,.    .  .i.ij!',  ••   •:.  'T    ',  lA  v}^^.  i^    '  .i^r-.*.  . .  :  :    '• 

••.•m;»    !.     /.I    r-o.   JUAH.Y..._;  -..l,:;^'!       ?•.;[    [)•.  -W.'/I 

That  man  W8<s>'youiigiWheto  tast  I  Jrressfed  tes-H&tid-^  ' 
In  that  dread  moment  when  he  left  Bedmar. 
He  has  aged  since  :  the  week ^ has  made  him  grey. 
And  yet  I  knew  him — knew  the  white-streaked  hair 
Before  I  s*w  tofice^  b«  I  shonM  kno^-.  ■  '    ' 

TheitftftT^imtned  writing  of  si  friend.     See  ndw-i^"    • 
Does  he  not  linger^— pause  ?^-^^T*^ethapfd'e3tii«W  I.  l  '* 


[Jnati  t>kd«iitt$dl>f  t  Fediilma's  ^^« 
Flashed;  diidthibti^killlfWftpametli^terahlb^ilhiM^ 
Of  Bome  sharp-wounding  joj,  like  his  who  hastes 
And  dreads  to  oom^  too'ktoj  atid  0rmie»  ifi  tkki^     •   '' 
To  pmm  a  loved  hdnd  dyihg.    8he  waij  nmt*    "^ 
And  made  tio  gcnMmre  ?<4ll  her  being  paused      ti     .1 
In  resoltriion,  a«  some  le<Jnlfle  Sv«v6  •  • '  s    '  i 

That  mak^  «  m^neM's'  i^lence  ete  it  leafb.^      •       i 

He  came  firottft  CWthiigena,  in  a  boat  •          ^  •  ' 

Too  slight^for  M^ekyy-  ^foh  smalls  tw!dMftdred-bt»t»  " 

Below  the  rock ;  IheBshef-b^  ^thin .             .  ■  1 

Awaits  ii&«ij§p]iA.'    But  ihe'pilgriiti  waitft^  i<.iv/  •  ^ 

Yes,  I  will  go  f^B^het,  I  owe  him  thitf,  •<     •«!  i 

For  loving  hie  made  all 'his  iniseky*    '  .;.;•; 

And  we  will  look  once  more — will  say  farewell 
As  in  a  solemn  rite  to(^tre*igOieh  ns 
For  onr  eternal  partihg*  •  Juali^  stay.       -i      i    ^  .-.    ] 
Here  in  my  place,  tojiwatn  mej'Werft-  thefc-eneeH;.:-    '*' 
And,  Hinda,  follow  me!'      i  I  '    "     .  •  ..  /  :  n.'.'r.i     i 

•      »    [All  qieii  who  wtttched ' ' j'  j 
Lost  her  regre^lly ,•  ih ek  drew  coiitent     ''';/•    /    *  / 
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From  thought  thj^t  she  rou&t'qi^ckl^.^f^mela^ain,:    . 
And  &ll^  the  tii^e  with,  striting  ,tp  be  ,n«k%i-.  •    ..:-..: 

She,  down  the  «fceps,",ftlpiig,.the  sandy-.brinli   -   r.  f,  •  /. 
To  where. he  stood,  walk^.ftrm  ;.  withf  quio^aed  aitep 
The  moment  w^len,^ach  felt  the  other  saw-      : .   . 
He  moved  at  sight  of  her  I  their  glanoe^  WPit.J  ^ 
It  seemed  tljiey  could  no  m(»rQ;'?^inain.alpof.  .  .    m..  r 
Than  nearing  waters  hurrying  into  one. 
Yet  their  steps  slackened  and  they  paused  apart, 
Pressed  backward  by  the  fooroe  vof  memories.     . ,  •  .  .  i 
Which  jreigiied  supreme  as  death  3te>Ye  desire, .     . .. . : 
Two  paces  off  they  stood  and  i  silently  i  ..'   ;   .  .  ,l  .^^ 
Looked  at  eaioh  other*  :  Was  ib. well.  iUn  'apeak  ?  ^.i  i  ■  . ; 
Could  speech  be  clearer,  stronger,  tell  them  more 
Than  that  long  gaze  of  their 'renouncing  love? 
They  passed  &om  silence. hirdly.knb wing  hdw ;: 
It  seemed  they  heard  each- Oitihi^i^'s, thought  before.]    i 
i:  .  .-.  :  '.^  --'f  -..r    ..,.    :  .  •   .,..   .,..  [..  / 

,    DofN  SfliVA.,  .       ••    .    ,     V,.  ,    y     I 

I  go  to  be  absolved,  to.havie  my. life;     .  :  .. 

Washed .  into  fitness  -for  aa  oifetEing:  .   .  [ : 

To  injured  Spain.     But  I  ha  v^  nought  to  give:  •    if*. 

For  that  last  injury  to  her  I  loved 

Better  tihaa  lid  ved  Spain.     I  am  accurst 

Above  all  sinneirs^' being  ixiadia  ithe  ourto    .  : 
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Of  her  I  oioned  for.     Paidou?  Penitence?         /       ! 
When  they  have  dooie  th^ir  utmoBt,  slillb^end  " 
Oat  of  their  reach  stands^  Ii^jury  nnehanged   > 
And  changeless.     I  jshcmld  i^ee  it  still  in  h0av^eiL44. 
Out  of  my  reach,  for  ever  in  my  si^bt :       .    •  /   I 
Wearing  your  grief,  'twould  hide  the  smiling  seraphs. 
I  bring  no  puling  prajrer;  Tedalma — ask 
No  bakn  «i6  pardanirthali  laay  soothe  my  soul 
For  others'',  bleeding  wounds :  I  aon-inot  €ome.> 
To  say,  "  Forgive  me :"  you  must  not  forgive, 
For  you  must  see  me  -^^er  ai^  I  am — 
Your  ftther's: '«  *  .    -i  •   -.    •;  •       '■■'•'"',       .  •   ••  / 

Fbdalma. 
..     Speak  it  not.!     Calamity   .       .. 
Comes  like, a  deluge  and  o'erfloods  our  crimes, 
Till  sin  is  hidden  ii^  woe.     You — I — ^we  two^ 
Grasping  we  knew  not  what,  that  seemed  delight, 
Opened  the  sluices  of  that  deejp.  .,  ^ 

Don  SiLVA. 

We  two  ?-^ 
Fedalma,  you  were  blameless,  helpless. 

It  shall  not  bje.  that, y^ui did  ^ughtaliOtQe*  :> .,    .:        T 
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For  when  weJoved  I  willed' tti  reigni  in  jou,  i  :  ;  i^  • 
And  [I  .was  ijeeifeufl  neven  of:  the  -day  .;!•'.:•;!•.;// 
If  it  could  gloddea  yon  impart' iiora  abe. . :  ■  ' » 

Andisoy  ftt;iiuiiBtIb@  that  I  Bhaired  feacb  deed  :<  ■  •     :  '^ 

Our  love  wasrotcHiof./      .  i      .•    :-'l  .  '  ;    ;     >-''^'- 

'-■■'Hvi  .     •..u!>.  -^  •  .:  (  '    ■    '    .;  .    //r'  >>; 'j  ^••••'^  ••'!■.. -'^V/ 

-,,..         ,.^PON.^PlWAr,.;   •;.,:;;?,.   -..-   •■.   :r-      [ 

ii:    ■■/••i'.'''    >I>«»r fijybuiflBfeaBet thei-iroe-^ 
Nay,  thein«rcM*8t.darlr.df  vefagoaiicftfelisoayoui ;'  )     •'«' 

Vengeance  I    She  does  but  sweep  us  with  lier  lAiito*^ 

She  takes  large  space,  and  lies  a  baleful  light 

♦-•"-•'-•'  ^ ' '  '  ' 
Revolving  with  long  years — sees  children's  children, 

Blights  ihem  m  tneir  prime. '..  *.'  Oh,  if  two  lovers  leaned 

To  bre&.the  oiie  air  aiid  spread  a  prestitence,' 


They  would  but  lie  two'livJ^  victims  dead  ^''  '  ' 
AmidHhe  city  of  the  dying.     We 
With  our  poor  petty 'lives  have  strangled  one 
That  ages  watch  foi-  vainly.     ^ . 


Don  Silva. 

Deep  despair 


.]  J  vl 


Fills  all  your  tones  as  witb)al<>w  agony. 

Speak '. W€6:ds  that  narrow  anguish  to  some  shape : 

Tell  me  wh»l'4«!(9adti«!ddBy'b<(ibre'y^ir9'     • '  >^ 
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FpDAj^LMA..    ............  i   ■•  J 

.  None. 
No  dread,  but  clear  assurance  of  the  end. 
My  father  held  within,  his  n^ighty  frame 
A  people's  life  :, great  futures  died  with  him 
Never  to  rise,  until  the  time  shall  ripe 
Some  other  hero  with  the  will  to  save 
The  outcast  Zincali. 

And  yet  their  shout—  ., 

I  heard  it — sounded  ecs  the  plenteous  rush 

..       .      .  ,;   I         .'  ;       ■  '.'!   ••     :.,    ..'ii  '  1/ 

Of  foil-fed  s6ur(ies,  shakiiig  their  wild  souls 

••.,•..■     M,-   •    I '   .  •  ■    •  *.     M    »•'    I  '■•••>.-':  U 

With  power  that  promised  sway.  .     ^ 

.i  .      ;     •  -^iU.i''  I         -'r,.-:K   •:    •  ;■  -rf:  f--  /. 

••  -'pEflOALMA:  i!    •     •'     .,  J'  ••     - 

•         '•        ..'i*:^'"  Ah  yes,  thrft  siibut 

Came  from  full^beirts :  fhe^r  ntieATit'bbedBeftce.''        ' 
Bttt  they  fefre  otpbaiiid  f  ttiiSii*  pWchitdSsh  fe6t   '    ' 
Are  vagabond  in  spite  of  love,  and  stttty ' " '    " ' '  ^''^ 
Forgetful  after  little  lures.     For  me — 
I  am  but  as  the  funeral  ui-n  tiia€  bears 
The  adhes-  6t  a  le'aiJfer.  *        ' 
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What  am  I  but  a  miserable  brand 

Lit  by  mysterious  wrath  ?    1  lie  cast  down 

A  blackened  branch  upon  the  desolate  ground  . 

Where  once  I  kindled  ruin.     I  shall  drink 

No  cup  of  purest  water  but  will  taste 

Bitter  with  thy  lone  hopelessness,  Fedalraa, 

Fedalma. 
Nay,  Silva,  think  of  me  as  one  who  seee 
A  light  serene  and  strong  ojfj^.one  sole  path 
Which  she  will  tread  till  deg^th  .  .  . 
He  trusted  me,  and  I  vill  keep  fcis  trust  •...•...;■ 
My  life  shall  be  its  temple..    I  will  plant  :    ,  ,;.,    j.  , 
His  sacred  hope  within  the  sanctuary . ,      .  ,       . .     ;; 
And  die  its  priestess — though  I  die  alone, 
A  hoary  woman  on  the  altarTSj;ep, 
P.old  'mid  cold  ashes.     That  is  my  chief  good. 
The  deepest.. bwger  9f  a  faithful  h^i^bitt  ..  .  :    •  '.■:',) 
Is  faithfulneas*    Wish  me  nought  ^^.  And  you?H^. 
You  too  willliya  .  .  .   ,  .*..  [;  >.  •  .  ./   •:/ 

Don  Silva.,  . ,  ,.  .;:.., 

I  go  to  Borne, ;  to,  seek 
The  right  to  use  my  knightly  sword  again ; 
The  right  to  fill  my  pftflonand  five  or  die 
So  that  all  Sj^ftUHA^ds  vbaH^not  curse  my  name. 
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I  sate  one  hour,  npdn  the  barren  rook 

And  longed  to  kill  myself;  bnt  then  I  Baid, 

I  will  not  leave  my  name  in  inftunyj 

I  will  not  be  perpettiad  rottenness 

Upon  the  Spaniard's  air/    If  I  mnst  sink 

At  last  to  hell,  L  will  not  take  my  stand 

Among  the  co#ar<}  crew  who  donld  riot  Irear 

The  hasm  thehiE^'^es  liad  dofne,  wluoh  others'bore.' 

My  young*  life  yet  may  fill  sdme'&tiil  breach,         '  * 

And  I  will  take  no  pardon,  nbt  my  own. 

Not  God's — no  pardon  idly  on  m^  fcnfees  : 

But  it  sfaalL  ebm«<to  me  upon  my  feet  ' 

And  in  the  thick  of  action^  and  eaxh  deed  ■'- 

That  carried  shame  and  wrong  shall  be  thef  stin^    - 

That  drives  me  higher  up  the  steep  of  honour 

In  deeds  of  duteous  service  to  that  Spain 

Who  noiifisiied:me  on'  her  expectant  breast, 

The  heir  of  hij^eai;  gi'Pls.     I  will  not  fliiig 

My  earthly  btthlg  down  for  c^nion    ' 

To  fill  the  air  withloatiung :  1  will  be 

Th^  living  prey  of  some  fierce  noble  deitth. 

That  leaps  upon  xii^  while- 1  mo^^e.     Aloud 

I  said,  "I  li^l redeem  my  tiiraie,''  and  theii^^  '        ' 

I  know  not  if  aloud  :  1  felt  the  words    "-  '  ' 

Drinking  up&ll  my  senses — "  She  firtill  fires,  '  "'     '  • 

I  woidd  not  quit,  the  dear  fioniliar  ^ith  ' ' ' 
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Where  both  of  ua .b^bold  the  Bel£«anw «uu, «• 
Where  tlpi^rei  oa^  beuQdtijai^^exiQS^i'.tiyixtioiir  thbQglilts 
So  deep  as  their  Qpmmmxicau'V  Resolute 
I  rose  and  walked^r-T-F^diklaift^  think  of  me 
As  one  who.wiH  »€^ainithe  duly  liie     ;- 
Where  he  i9  other  than  apOBiate-^Oni^ 
Who  sefBi^  b\it:1^  jrenevy:  and  kee|»i  the  vows  ' 

Of  Spaoirfi  kp(4gt*  9JJ(d  nQWei.     Hat  the  breach 
Outside  thf^  irovfa-nrrrthe  jGiktal  aeeond  bteach--^    • 
lies  a  dark  g^  Wihor^  I  have  nought!  to  ca«t,' 
Not  even  ei[j4»itio»r— poo?  pretenee^t  ^- 

Which  ghange^i  iioi»ght:bttjli  what  smviTeibithe  paii6^ 
And  raises  not.the.  deiad^  That  deep  dark  guiil  •  . 
Diyifjpftu**      .  fi 

Fedalma.  ,  , 

y^^^  fqr  e:ven     We  muiit  walk> 
Apart  untq.th^  ^9t?A     Otir  Qiiyrriage  tiie     <  i 

I      Is  our  resolve  that  we  w31  eaoh  be:,trH!e , 
«'    To  high  allegiance,  highwtlian  bur  k)ine.       * 
\      \  Our  dear  jpv^ng  love— its  breath  %ra»  lHii|)p9mflas ! 
But  it  had.gi>OAm  u.poi«.ailargwlife     ■  t:  1 

Which  tope  its'  roots  f^^^ifideiw  •  W^  rebelUed-^ 
The  larger  life  ^t:^hdued  ua.    Tet  we  ard:  \r«d  7 
For  we  shalft  cfi^y  .0aeh  the  preseHore  [deep- 
Of  the  other'«  moil,    I  tMik  eUaU.  korwi  thei  shdre.' 


The  wifids  t(>iughtwUl  bear  oiie  £Eur.a|in.y  .  ■ 

.H©di4»o«isay  ^^ywewolL"   =: 
But  neither  b^^w  that  hie  w««  silaiM)-     She, 
For  one  loBgjncMiiei»ty  moved  QOl.    Tbey  knew  noiOgbt 
Sarfi  Ihatthsy  piarted.;  for  their  nmtual  gaze  ; 

As  with  thiwr  JiouV^  foU  apeeoh  fartiade  their  handsr' 
To  seek  each  ofcher-rTtbose  oft^Ia^pitig  haiida 
Which  had  a.  meiMffy  oS  theit  .owu^  and  went. 
Widowed  iOf  dnei  d^atr*  toiioh  for  e vecmof 6< »  .1 

At  last  she  toFoediiind'  with  awiifti  xnoYemeBt.  pasaeii, 
Beckoiung  to  Hindai  wboi  was.  bendixig  low  i^ 

And  lingered  still  to  wash  her  shells,  but  soon 
Leapihg  ^nd.  8Gampe)rmg>  follow^d^ .  white  hep  Queeni 
Moun;bedthe:stepii«gaiii>Mid  took  hep  plaoe,    '        ' 
Which  Juan  iiendNr^iisiletitlj^wi  .-W 

The  press  vipioa  Ae^^fiiay:  waa  tbiimed ;  thoigmuiiiii  * 
Was  cleared  oi  cumbeiring  heap%  tiid.  ea^er  shouls  ; 
Had  sunk,  and  left  amtmnuroiote  seatoiaed  • 
By  comnkoxb  pnnpoae^  All  themea.aflhiMie  yi  i 
Were  gadioiiikg  itito  ordered oompapiies^  >  :'>1  i> :/. 
And  with  less  clanubiu  fiUed  the -wailing  boat%  .-.  n  1 
As  if  the  speakitig' %1^  Gokumanided  theia-  :  .:  ."  li ! 
To  quiet  dpeed*^.  /fouinotr  the  'faifeWeU  gkraft' :    ■  i>  <r< ) 
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Was  on  the  topmost  heights,  and  where' fad*  ships  J 
Were  southward  tending,  tranquil  ^  slowyajiid  white ' 
Upon  the  luminous  meadow  toward  the  verge. 
The  (Juay  W€tB  in  still  shadow, -and  the  boats 
Went  sombrely  upon  the  sombre "  WftT«B.       <  ■ .  ; 
Fiedftlma  watched  again ;  but  ndw  her  ga2}e  ' 

Takes  in  the  eastward  bay,  where  tiiftt  small 'fa&.]:k 
Which  held  the ;  fiishtr-boy  flokt^  weightiw ' 
With  one  more  life,  that  rests  upOW' the  oar 
Watchirig  with  her.     He  would  ne*^g!(!)f  away 
Till  she  was  gone  5  he  would  lioi'tiirti  »hifc  face    :  ■ 
Away  from  her  at  parting:  biitthfe  sett'i     i    <     ■  -t 
Should  widen  slowly  'twixt  their  seeking  eyB^.^         I 

The  time  was  doming.    '■  Nadar  hadi  approachedi  < .  •    ' 
Was  the  Queen  ready?    iWotiid'she  fdllow  liow 
Her  father's  body?    ForJthe'lstfgesfc'bGftti.     ^  'i  *.  '  '■ 
Was  waiting  at  the  quay,  the  last  strong  band 
Of  Ziacali  had  ranged  themseilves  In  hmi^    ^  » •     • ''' 
To  guard  her  passage  and  to  follow  h^r. 
"Yes,  lam' really;*'  and  WTth-iactid«  prompit'    '•  ' 
They  cast  aiside  the  Gypsy W  waodenitig  tomb,.: 
And  fenced  the  spaoe^m  ctlriousMofoars  wJibpmiseA 
To  see  Chief  ZBroa^sGbfSn. as  iticyfi       -  '    :  .  .7  i     / 
They  raised  it  slowly^ihoidin^it-alpft  -  •  -'  .•^'^''  >i  . 
On  shoulderisi  procid  to  bear  therhecivy  load-^  ■  ^   .      * 
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Bound  on  the  coflBn  lay  the  chieftain's  arms, 
His  Gypsy  garments  and  his  coat  of  mail. 
Fedalma  saw  the  burthen  lifted  high, 
And  then  descending  followed.     All  was  still. 
The  Moors  aloof  could  hear  the  struggling  steps 
Beneath  the  lowered  burthen  at  the  boat — 
The  struggling  calls  subdued,  till  safe  released 
It  lay  within,  the  space  around  it  filled 
By  black-haired  Gypsies.     Then  Fedalma  stepped 
From  off  the  shore  and  .saw  it  flee  away — 
The  land  that  bred  her  helping  the  resolve 
Which  exiled  her  for  ever. 

It  was  night 
Before  the  ships  weighed  anchor  and  gave  sail : 
Fresh  Night  emergent  in  her  clearness,  lit 
By  the  large  crescent  moon,  with  Hesperus, 
And  those  great  stars  that  lead  the  eager  host. 
Fedalma  stood  and  watched  the  little  bark 
Lying  jet-black  upon  moon-whitened  waves. 
Silva  was  standing  too.     He  too  divined 
A  steadfast  form  that  held  him  with  its  thought, 
And  eyes  that  sought  him  vanishing :  he  saw 
The  waters  widen  slowly,  till  at  last 
Straining  he  gazed,  and  knew  not  if  he  gazed 
On  aught  but  blackness  overhung  by  stars. 
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p.  53.     Cactus. 

The  Indian  fig  (Opuntia),  like  the  other  Cactaceas,  is 
believed  to  have  been  introduced  into  Europe  from  South 
America;  but  every  one  who  has  been  in  the  south  of 
Spain  will  understand  why  the  anachronism  has  been 
chosen. 

P.  195.     Marranos, 

The  name  given  by  the  Spanish  Jews  to  the  multitudes 
of  their  race  converted  to  Christianity  at  the  end  of  the 
fourteenth  century  and  beginning  of  the  fifteenth.  The 
lofty  derivation  from  Maran-athaf  the  Lord  cometh, 
seems  hardly  called  for,  seeing  that  marrano  is  Spanish 
for  pig.  The  "  old  Christians  !*  learned  to  use  the  word 
as  a  term  of  contempt  for  the  "  new  Christians/*  or  con- 
verted Jews  and  their  descendants  ;  but  not  too  monot- 
onously, for  they  often  interchanged  it  with  the  fine  old 
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crusted  opprobrium  of  the  name  Jew.  Still,  many  Mar- 
ranos  held  the  highest  secular  and  ecclesiastical  prizes  in 
Spain,  and  were  respected  accordingly. 


P.  220.     Celestial  Baron, 

The  Spaniards  conceived  their  patron  Santiago  (St 
James),  the  great  captain  of  their  armies,  as  a  knight 
and  baron  :  to  them,  the  incongruity  would  have  lain  in 
conceiving  him  simply  as  a  Galilean  fisherman.  And 
their  legend  was  adopted  with  respect  by  devout  medi- 
aeval minds  generally.  Dante,  in  an  elevated  passage  of 
the  Paradiso — the  memorable  opening  of  Canto  xxv. — 
chooses  to  introduce  the  Apostle  James  as  il  harone. 

"  Indi  si  mosse  un  Inme  verso  ftoi 
Di  qnella  schiera,  ond  'usci  la  primizia 
Che  lasci^  Cristo  de*  vicari  suoi. 
E  la  mia  Donna  piena  de  letizia 
Mi  disse  :  Mira,  mira,  ecco  '1  barone 
Per  cui  laggiii  si  vifiita  Galizia." 


P.  223.     TJie  Seven  Parts. 

Las  Siete  Partidas  (The  Seven  Parts)  is  the  title  given 
to  the  code  of  laws  compiled  under  Alfonso  the  Tenth, 
who  reigned  in  the  latter  half  of  the  thirteenth  century 
— 1252-1284.  The  passage  in  the  text  is  translated  from 
Partida  IL,  Ley  IL  The  whole  preamble  is  worth  citing 
it  its  old  Spanish  : — 
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*'  Gome  deben  ser  escogidos  he  co6atierM/' 

"  AntignamieBte  para  facer  caballeros  escogien  de  los 
venaclores  de  nionte,  que  son  homes  que  sufren  graiide 
kceria,  et  carpmteros,  et  ferreros,  et  pedreros,  porque 
iBan  mucho  a  ferir  et  son  fuerte  de  manos  ;  et  otrosi  de 
los  carniceros,  por  razon  que  usan  matar  las  cosas  vivas 
et  esparcer  la  sangre  dellas:  et  aun  cataban  otra  cosa  en 
eseogiendolos  que  fuesen  bien  faccionadas  de  niembros 
para  ser  recios,  et  fuertes  et  ligeros.  Et  esta  man  era  de 
escoger  usaron  los  antiguos  muy  grant  tiempo;  mas 
porque  despues  vieron  muchas  vegadas  que  estos  atales 
non  habiendo  verguenza  olvidaban  todas  estas  cosas 
sobredichas,  et  en  logar  de  vincer  sus  enemigos  venci- 
ense  ellos,  to  vieron  por  bien  los  sabidores  d  estas  cosas 
que  catasen  homes  para  esto  que  hobiesen  naturalmiente 
en  si  verguenza.  Et  sobresto  dizo  un  sabio  que  habie 
nombre  Yegecio  que  fabl6  de  la  6rden  de  caballeria, 
que  la  verguenza  vieda  al  caballero  que  non  fuya  de  la 
batalla,  et  por  ende  ella  le  face  ser  vencedor ;  ca  mucho 
tovieron  que  era  mejor  el  homo  flaco  et  sofridor,  que  el 
fuerte  et  ligero  para  foir.  Et  por  esto  sobre  todas  las 
otras  cosas  cataron  que  fuesen  homes  porque  se  guarda- 
sen  de  facer  cosa  por  que  podiesen  caer  en  vergiienza: 
et  porque  estos  fueron  escogidos  de  buenos  logares  et 
algo,  que  quiere  tanto  decir  en  lenguage  de  Espana  como 
bien,  por  eso  los  llamaron  fijosdalgo,  que  muesira  atanto 
como  fijos  de  bien.  Et  en  algunos  otros  logares  los 
llamaron  gentiles,  et  tomaron  este  nombre  de  gentileza 
que  muestra  atanto  como  nobleza  de  bondat,  porque  los 
gentiles  fueron  nobles  homes  et  buenos,  et  vevieron  mas 
oidenadamente  que  las  otras  gentes.    Et  esta  gentileza 
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aviene  en  tres  maneras;  la  una  por  linage,  la  segunda 
por  saber,  et  la  tercera  por  bondat  de  armas  et  de  cos- 
tiunbres  et  de  maneras.  Et  comoquier  que  estos  que  la 
ganan  por  su  sabidoria  6  por  su  bondat,  son  con  derecho 
Uamados  nobles  et  gentiles,  mayomiiente  lo  son  aquellos 
que  la  ban  por  linage  antiguamiente,  et  facen  buena  yida 
porque  les  viene  de  luene  como  por  beredat :  et  por  ende 
son  mas  encargados  de  £eicer  bien  et  guardarse  de  yerro 
et  de  malestanza ;  ca  nou  tan  solamiente  quando  lo  facen 
resciben  dano  et  vergiienza  ellos  niismos,  ma  &un  aquellos 
onde  ellos  vienen.*' 
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When  Cain  was  driven  from  Jehovah's  land 
He  wandered  eastward,  seeking  some  far  strand 
Ruled  by  kind  gods  who  asked  no  offerings 
Save  pure  field-fruits,  as  aromatic  things, 
To  feed  Idle  subtler  sense  of  frames  divine 
That  lived  on  fragrance  for  their  food  and  wine : 
Wild  joyous  gods,  who  winked  at  faults  and  folly. 
And  could  be  pitiful  and  melancholy. 
He  never  had  a  doubt  that  such  gods  were  ; 
He  looked  within,  and  saw  them  mirrored  there. 
Some  think  he  caone  at  last  to  Tartary, 
And  some  to  Ind )  but^  howsoever  it  be^ 
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His  staff  lie  planted  where  sweet  waters  ran, 
And  in  that  home  of  Cain  the  Arts  began. 

Man's  life  was  spacious  in  the  early  world : 
It  paused,  like  some  slow  ship  with  sail  unfurled 
Waiting  in  seas  by  scarce  a  wavelet  curled ; 
Beheld  the  slow  star-paces  of  the  skies, 
And  grew  jfrom  strength  to  strength  through  cen- 
turies ; 
Saw  infant  trees  fill  out  their  giant  limbs, 
And  heard  a  thousand  times  the  sweet  birds'  mar- 
riage hymns. 

In  Cain's  young  city  none  had  heard  of  Death 
Save  him,  the  founder ;  and  it  was  his  faith 
That  here,  away  from  harsh  Jehovah's  law, 
Man  was  immortal,  since  no  halt  or  flaw 
In  Cain's  own  frame  betrayed  six  hundred  years. 
But  dark  as  pines  that  autumn  never  sears 
His  locks  thronged  backward  as  he  ran,  liis  frame 
Rose  like  the  orbM  sun  each  mom  the  same, 
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Lake-mirrored  to  his  gaze  ;  and  that  red  brand, 
The  scorching  impress  of  Jehovah's  hand, 
Was  still  clear-edged  to  his  unwearied  eye, 
Its  secret  firm  in  time-franght  memory. 
He  said,  "  My  happy  offspring  shall  not  know 
That  the  red  life  from  out  a  man  may  flow 
When  smitten  by  his  brother."     True,  his  race 
Bore  each  one  stamped  upon  his  new-bom  face 
A  copy  of  the  brand  no  whit  less  clear ; 
But  every  mother  held  that  little  copy  dear. 

Thus  generations  in  glad  idlesse  throve, 
Nor  hunted  prey,  nor  with  each  other  strove ; 
For  clearest  springs  were  plenteous  in  the  land, 
And  gourds  for  cups ;  the  ripe  fruits  sought   the 

hand. 
Bending  the  laden  boughs  with  fragraat  gold ; 
And  for  their  roofe  and  gaJrments  wealth  untold 
Lay  everywhere  in  grasses  and  broad  leaves : 
They  laboured  gently,  as  a  maid  who  weaves 
Her  hair  in  mimic  mats,  and  pauses  oft 
And  strokes  across  her  palm  the  tresses  soft, 
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Then  peeps  to  watch  the  poised  butterfly, 
Or  little  burthened  ants  that  homeward  hie. 
Time  was  but  leisure  to  iheii  lingering  thought, 
There  was  no  need  for  haste  to  finish  aught ; 
But  sweet  beginnings  were  repeated  still 
Like  infant  babblings  that  no  task  fulfil ; 
For  love,  that  loved  not  change,  cofmstrained  the 
simple  wiH. 

Till,  hurling  stones  in  mere  athletic  joy, 

Strong     Lamech     struck     and    killed    his    feirest 

boy. 
And  tried  to  wake  him  with  the  tenderest  cries, 
And  fetched  arid  held  before  the  glazM  eyes 
The  things  they  best  had  loved  to  look  upon ; 
But  never  glance  or  smile  or  sigh  he  won. 
The  generations  stood  around  those  twain 
Helplessly  gazing,  till  their  father  Oain 
Parted  the  press,  and  said,  "  He  will  not  wake ; 
This  is  the  endless  sleep,  and  we  must  make 
A  bed  deep  down  for  him  beneath  the  flod ; 
For  know,  my  sons,  there  is  a  mighty  God 
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Angry  with  all  maai's  race,  but  most  with  me. 
I  fled  from  out  His  land  in  yain  I — 'tis  He 
Who  came  and  slew  the  lad,  for  He  has  found 
This  home  of  ours,  and  we  shall  all  be  bound 
By  the  harsh  bands  of  His  most  cruel  will, 
Which  any  moment  may  some  dear  one  kill. 
Nay,  though  we  Hye  for  countless  moons,  at  last 
We  Mid  all  ours  shall  die  like  summers  pasL 
This  is  Jehoyi^'s  will,  and  He  is  strong ; 
I  thought  the  way  I  trayelled  was  too  long 
For  Him  to  follow  me  :  my  thought  was  yaki  i 
He  walks  unseen,  but  leayes  a  tcaek  of  pain, 
Pale   Death   His  footprint  is,   and   He    will  oame 
again ! " 

And  a  new  spirit  from  that  hour  came  oW 
The  race  of  Cain :  soft  idlesse  was  no  more, 
But  even  the  sunshine  had  a  heart  of  care, 
Smiling  with  hidden  dread — a  mother  fair 
Who  folding  to  her  breast  a  dying  child 
Beams  with  fei^sked  joy  'that  but  liiaakes  sadnes(8 
mild. 
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Death  was  now  lord  of  Life,  and  at  his  word 
Time,  vague  as  air  before,  new  terrors  stirred, 
With  measured  wing  now  audibly  arose 
Throbbing  through  all  things  to  some  unknown  close. 
Now  glad  Content  by  clutching  Haste  was  torn, 
And  Work  grew  eager,  and  Device  was  bom. 
It  seemed  the  light  was  never  loved  before, 
Now  each  man  said,  "  'Twill  go  and  come  no  more." 
No  budding  branch,  no  pebble  from  the  brook. 
No  form,  no  shadow,  but  new  deamess  took 
From  the  one  thought  that  life  must  have  an  end ; 
And  the  last  parting  now  began  to  send 
Diffusive  dread  through  love  and  wedded  bliss, 
Thrilling  them  into  finer  tenderness. 
Then  Memory  disclosed  her  face  divine, 
That  like  the  calm  nocturnal  lights  doth  shine 
Within  the  soul,  and  shows  the  sacred  .graves, 
And  shows  the  presence  that  no  sunlight  craves. 
No  space,  no  warmth,  but  moves  among  them  all ; 
Gtone  and  yet  here,  and  coming  at  each  call. 
With  ready  voice  and  eyes  that  understand, 
And  lips  that  ask  a  kiss,  and  dear  responsive  hand. 
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Thus  to  Cain's  race  death  was  tear-watered  seed 

Of  various  life  and  action-shaping  need. 

But  chief  the  sons  of  Lamech  felt  the  stings 

Of  new  ambition,  and  the  force  that  springs 

In  passion  beating  on  the  shores  of  fate. 

They   said,   "There   comes   a   night   when   all  too 

late 
The  mind  shall  long  to  prompt  the  achieving  hand, 
The  eager  thought  behind  closed  portals  stand, 
And  the  last  wishes  to  the  mute  lips  press 
Buried  ere  death  in  silent  helplessness. 
Then  while  the  soul  its  way  with  sound  can  cleave, 
And  while  the  arm  is  strong  to  strike  and  heave. 
Let  soul  and  arm  give  shape  that  will  abide 
And  rule  above  our  graves,  and  power  divide 
With  that  great  god  of  day,  whose  rays  must  bend 
As  we  shall  make  the  moving  shadows  tend. 
Come,  let  us  fashion  acts  that  are  to  be, 
When  we  shall  lie  in  darkness  silently, 
As  our  young  brother  doth,  whom  yet  we  see 
Fallen  and  slain,  but  reigning  in  our  will 
By  that  one  image  of  him  pale  and  stilL" 
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For  Lameoh's  sans  were  heroes  of  their  race : 

Jabal,  the  eldest,  bore  upon  his  face 

The  look  of  that  calm  river-god,  the  Nile, 

Mildly  secure  in  power  that  needs  not  guile. 

But  Tubal-Cain  was  restless  as  the  fire 

That   glows   and  spreads  and  leaps  frouk  high  to 

higher 
Where'er  is  aught  to  seize  or  to  subdue ; 
Strong  as  a  storm  he  lifted  or  overthrew. 
His  xu-gent  limbs^  like  rounded  granite  gJ^'W, 
Such  granite  as  the  plunging  torrent  wears 
And  roaring  rolls  around  through  countless  y^airs. 
But  strength  that  still  on  movement  must  be  fed, 
Inspiring  thought  of  change,  devices  bred^- 
And  urged  his  mind  through  earth  and'  a»  to  rove 
For  force  that  he  could  conquer  if  he  strove) 
For  lurking  forms  that  might  new  tasks  fulfil. 
And  yield  unwilling  to  his  stronger  will. 
Such  Tubal-Cain.     But  Jubal  had  a  frame 
Fashioned  to  finer  senses,  which  became 
A  yearning  for  some  hidden  soul  of  things, 
Some  outward  touch  complete  on  inner  springs 
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That  vaguely  moving  bred  a  lonely  pain, 
A  want  that  did  but  stronger  grow  with  gain 
Of  all  good  else,  as  spirits  might  be  sad 
For  lack  of  ^eech  to  tell  us  they  are  gldd. 

Now  Jabal  leai^ed  to.  tame  the  lowing  kine, 
And  from  their  udders  drew  the  snow-white  wine 
That  stirs  the  innocent  joy,  and  makes  the  stream 
Of  elemental  life  with  fulnefea  teem  ; 
The   star -browed  calves   he   nursed  with  feeding 

hand) 
And  sheltered  them,  till  all  the  little  band 
Stood  mustered  gazii^  at  the  sunset  way 
Whence  he  wocJd  eome  with  store  at  close  of  day. 
He  soothed  the  eilly  shee{>  with  friendly  tone 
And  reared  their  staggering  lambs  that^  older  grown, 
Followed  his  steps  with  genfle-taught  memory; 
Till  he,  their  shepherd,  oould  their  leader  be 
And  guide  them  through  the  pastures  as  he  would, 
With  sway  that  grew  from  ministry  of  good. 
He  spread  his  tents  upon  the  grassy  plain 
Whidi,  eastward  wideniiig  like  the  open  main^ 
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Showed  the   first   whiteness    'neath    the    morning 

star; 
Near  him  his  sister,  deft,  as  women  are, 
Plied  her  quick  skill  in  sequence  to  his  thought 
Till  the  hid  treasures  of  the  milk  she  caught 
Revealed  like  pollen  'mid  the  petals  white, 
The  golden  pollen,  virgin  to  the  light. 
Even  the  she-wolf  with  young,  on  rapine  bent. 
He  caught  and  tethered  in  his  mat-walled  tent. 
And  cherished  all  her  little  sharp-nosed  young 
Till  the  small  race  with  hope  and  terror  clung 
About  his  footsteps,  till  each  new-reared  brood, 
Remoter  from  the  memories  of  the  wood, 
More  glad  discerned  their  common  home  with  man. 
This  was  the  work  of  Jabal :  he  began 
The  pastoral  life,  and,  sire  of  joys  to  be. 
Spread  the  iBweet  ties  that  bind  the  family 
O'er  dear  dumb  souls  that  thrilled  at  man's  caress. 
And  shared  his  pains  with  patient  helpfalness* 

But  Tubal-Cain  had  caught  and  yoked  the  fire. 
Yoked  it  with  stones  that  bent  the  flaming  spire 
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And  made  it  roar  in  prisoned  servitude 
Within  the  furnace,  till  with  force  subdued 
It  changed  all  forms  he  willed  to  work  upon, 
Till  hard  from  soft,  and  soft  from  hard,  he  won. 
The  pliant  clay  he  moulded  as  he  would, 
And  laughed  with  joy  when  'mid  the  heat  it  stood 
Shaped  as  his  hand  had  chosen,  while  the  mass 
That  from  his  hold,  dark,  obstinate,  would  pass, 
He  drew  all  glowing  from  the  busy  heat, 
All  breathing  as  with  life  that  he  could  beat 
With  thundering  hammer,  making  it  obey 
His  will  creative,  like  the  pale  soft  clay. 
Each  day  he  wrought  and  better  than  he  planned, 
Shape  breeding  shape  beneath  his  restless  hand. 
(The  soul  without  still  helps  the  soul  within, 
And  its  deft  magic  ends  what  we  begin.) 
Nay,  in  his  dreams  his  hammer  he  would  wield 
And  seem  to  see  a  myriad  types  revealed, 
Then  spring  with  wondering  triumphant  cry, 
Andj  lest  the  inspiring  vision  should  go  by. 
Would  rush  to  labour  with  that  plastic  zeal 
Which  all  the  passion  of  our  life  can  steal 
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For  force  to  work  with.     Eadi  day  saw  the  hirih 

Of  various  forms  which,  flung  npon  the  earth, 

Seemed  harmless  toys  to  cheat  the  exacting  hour. 

But  were  as  seeds  instinct  with  hidden  power. 

The  axe,  the  club,  ihe  spikM  wheel,  the  dbain, 

Held  silently  the  sihrieks  and  moans  of  pain ; 

And  near  <them  latent  lay  in  share  and  ^ade, 

In  the  stinmg  bar,  the  saw,  and  deep-curred  hiLade, 

Glad  voices  of  the  hearth  and  harvest-home, 

The  social  good,  and  all  earth*s  joy  to  oosne. 

Thus  to  mixed  endii  wrought  Tubal ;  and  they  say. 

Some  things  he  made  have  lasted  to  this  day ; 

As,  thirty  silver  pieces  that  were  Icmnd 

By  Noah's  children  buried  in  the  gsroimd. 

He  made  them  from  mere  hunger  of  deviee, 

Those  small  white  discs  5  but  they  became  the  price 

The  traitor  Judas  sold  his  Master  for ; 

And  men  still  handling  th^n  in  peace  and  war 

Catch  foul  disease,  that  comes  as  appetite. 

And  lurks  and  clings  as  withering,  dammng  blight. 

But  Tubal-Cain  wot  not  of  treachery, 

Nor  greedy  lust,  nor  any  ill  to  be, 
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Save  the  one  ill  of  ginking  into  nought, 
Banished  from  action  and  aot-ehaping  thought. 
He  was  the  sire  of  swift-transforming  skill, 
Which  arms  for  conquest  man's  ambiti<Mis  will ; 
And  round  him  gladly,  as  his  hammer  nxng, 
Gathered  the  elders  and  the  growmg  yovmg : 
These  handled  vaguely  and  those  plied  the  tools, 
Till,  happy  chance  begetting  conscious  rules. 
The  home  of  Cain  with  industry  was  rife. 
And  glimpses  of  a  strong  persistent  life, 
Panting  through  generations  as  one  breath, 
And  filling  with  its  soul  the  blank  of  death. 

Jubal,  too,  watched  the  hammer,  till  his  eyes. 

No  longer  following  its  fall  or  rise. 

Seemed  glad  with  something  that  they  could  not 

see. 
But  only  listened  to — some  melody, 
Wherein  dumb  longings  inward  speech  had  found, 
Won  from  the  common  store  of  struggling  sound. 
Then,  as  the  metal  shapes  more  various  grew, 
And,  hurled  upon  each  other,  resonance  drew, 
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Each  gave  new  tones,  the  revelations  dim 

Of  some  external  soul  that  spoke  for  him  : 

The  hollow  vesseFs  clang,  the  clash,  the  boom, 

Like  light  that  makes  wide  spiritual  room 

And  sky^y  spaces  in  the  spaceless  thought, 

To  Jubal  such  enlarged  passion  brought 

Tho-t  love,  hope,  rage,  and  all  experience, 

Were  fused  in  vaster  being,  fetching  thence 

Concords  and  discords,  cadences  and  cries 

That   seemed   from   some   world  -  shrouded   soul  to 

rise. 
Some  rapture  more  intense,  some  mightier  rage,  •  . 
Some  living  sea  that  burst  the  bounds  of  man's  brief 

age. 

Then  with  such  blissful  trouble  and  glad  Care 

For  growth  within  unborn  as  mothers  bear, 

To  the  far  woods  he  wandered,  listening,  \ 

And  heard  the  birds  their  little  stories  sing     "   . 

In    notes    whose    rise    and    fall    seemed    melted 

speech — 
Melted  with  tears,  smiles,  glances — that  can  reach 
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More   quickly   through   our  &ame*8   deep  -  winding 

night, 
And  without  thought  raise  thought's  best  fruit,  de- 
light. 
Pondering,  he  sought  his  home  again  and  heard 
The  fluctuant  changes  of  the  spoken  word : 
The  deep  remonstrance  and  the  argued  want, 
Insistent  first  in  close  monotonous  chant, 
Next  leaping  upward  to  defiant  stand 
Or  downward  beating  like  the  resolute  hand ; 
The  mother's  call,  the  children's  answering  ciy. 
The  laugh's  light  cataract  tumbling  from  on  high ; 
Tlie  suasive  repetitions  Jabal  taught, 
That  timid  browsing  cattle  homeward  brought ; 
The  dear-winged  fugue  of  echoes  vanishing ; 
■And  through,  them  all  the  hammer^s  rhythmic  ring. 
Jubal  sat  lonely,  all  around  was  dim, 
Yet  his  fiwje  glowed  with  light  revealed  to  him : 
For  as  the  :delicate  stream  of  odour  wakes 
The  though1>wed  sentience  and  some  imdrge  makes 
From  out  the  mingled  fragments  of  the  past, 
Finely  compact  in  wholeness  that  will  last, 


400  THE    LEGEND    OF   JUBAL, 

So  streamed  as  from  the  body  of  each  sonnd 
Subtler  pulsations,  swift  as  warmth,  which  fenxnd 
All  prisoned  germs  and  all  their  powers <  unbound. 
Till  thought  self-luminous  flamed  from  memory. 
And  in  creative  vision  wandered  free. 
Then  Jubal,  standing,  rapturoos  arms  upiaiBed^ 
And  on  the  diark  with  eager  eyes  he  gazed^ 
As  had  some  manifested  god  been  there; 
It  was  his  thought  he  saw :  the  presence  &ir 
Of  unachieved  achievement,  the  high  task. 
The  struggling  unborn  spirit  that  doth  ask 
With  irresistible  ciy  for  blood  and  breath, 
Till  feeding  it&  great  life  we  sink  in  death. 

He  said,  "  Were  now  those  mighty  tones  and  cries 

That  fk>m  the  giant  soul  of  earth  arise. 

Those  groans  of  some  greart  travail  heard  from  hXy 

Some  power  at  wrestle  with  the  things  that  are, 

Those  sounds  whida  vary  with  the  varying  form 

Of  clay  aoA  metal,  and  in  sightless  swarm 

Fill  the  wide  space  with  tremors :  were  these  wed 

To  human  voices  with  scich  pa88i(»L  fed 
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As  does  bat  glimmer  in  our  common  speech, 

But  might  flame  otrt  in  tones  whose  changing  reach, 

Surpassing  meagre  need,  informs  the  -sense 

With  fuller  union,  iinor  difference — 

Were  this  great  vision,  now  obscurely  bright 

As  mormng  hills  that  melt  in  new-poured  light, 

Wrought  into  solid  form  end  living  eound, 

Moving  with  ordered  throb  and  sure  rebound; 

Then ^Nay,  I  Jubal  will  that  work  begin  I 

•The  generations  of  our  race  shall  win 

New  life,  that  grows  from  out  the  heart  of  this, 

As  spring  from  winter,  or  as  lovers'  bliss 

From  out  the  duU  unknown  of  unwaked  energies^*' 

Thus  he  resolved,  and  in  the  soul-fed  light 
Of  coming  ages  waited  through  the  night. 
Watching  for  that  near  dawn  whose  chiller  ray 
Showed  but  the  unchanged  world  of  yesterday ; 
Where  all  the  order  of  his  dream  divine 
Lay  like  Olympian  forms  within  the  mine  ; 
Where  fervour  that  could  fill  the  earthly  round 
With  thronged  joys  of  form-begotten  sound 
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Must  shrink  intense  within  the  patient  power 
That  lonely  labours  through  the  niggard  hour. 
Such  patience  have  the  heroes  who  begin. 
Sailing  the  first  to  lands  which  others  win, 
Jubal  must  dare  as  great  beginners  dare, 
Strike  form's  first  way  in  matter  rude  and  bare, 
And,  yearning  vaguely  toward  the  plenteous  quire 
Of  the  world's  harvest,  make  one  poor  small  lyre. 
He  made  it,  and  from  out  its  measured  frame 
Drew  the  harmonic  soul,  whose  answers  came 
With  guidance  sweet  and  lessons  of  delight 
Teaching  to  ear  and  hand  the  blissful  Right, 
Where  strictest  law  is  gladness  to  the  sense 
And  all  desire  bends  toward  obedience.^ 

Then  Jubal  poured  his  triumph  in  a  song — 
The  rapturous  word  that  rapturous  notes  prolong 
As  radiance  streams  from  smallest  things  that  bum, 
Or  thought  of  loving  into  love  doth  turn. 
And  still  his  lyre  gave  companionship 
In  sense-taught  concert  as  of  lip  with  lip. 
Alone  amid  the  hills  at  first  he  tried 
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His  wingM  song ;  then  with  adoring  pride 
And  bridegroom's  joy  at  leading  forth  his  bride, 
He    said,    "This    wonder    which   my    soul    hath 

found, 
This  heart  of  music  in  the  might  of  sound, 
Shall  forthwith  be  the  share  of  all  our  race 
Ai>d  like  the  morning  gladden  common  space  ; 
The  song  shall  spread  and  swell  as  rivers  do, 
And  I  will  teach  our  youth  with  skill  to  woo 
This  living  lyre,  to  ktiow  its  secret  will, 
Its  fine  division  of  the  good  and  ilL 
So  shall  men  call  me  sire  of  harmony, 
And  where  great  Song  is,  there  my  life  shall  be." 

Thus  glorying  as  a  god  beneficent. 

Forth  firom  his  solitary  joy  he  went 

To  bless  mankind.     It  was  at  evening, 

When  shadows  lengthen  from  each  westward  thing. 

When  imminence  of  change  makes  sense  more  fine 

And  light  seems  holier  in  its  grand  decline. 

The  finiit-trees  wore  their  studded  coronal. 

Earth  and  her  children  were  at  festival, 
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Glowing  aB  with  oae  heart  and  one  consent — 
Thought;  love,  trees,  rocks,  in  sweet  warm  radiance 
blent. 

The  tribe  of  Cain  was  resting  on  the  ground, 

The  various  ages  wreathed  in  one  broad  round. 

Here  lay,  wliile  children  peeped  o'er  his  huge  thighs, 

The  sinewy  man  embrowned  by  centuries ; 

Here  the.bro€id-bosomed  mother  of  the  strong 

Looked,  like  Demeter,  placid  o'er  the  throng 

Of  young  lithe  forms   whose  rest  was  movemeiit 

too — 
Tricks,  prattle,  nods,  and  laughs  that  lightly  flew. 
And  swayings  as  of  flower-beds  where  Love  blew. 
For  all  had  feasted  well  upon  the  flesh 
Of  juicy  firuits,  on  nuts,  and  honey  fresh, 
And  now  their  wine  was  health-bred  merriment, 
Whi-ch  through  the  gMierations  cuxjling  went, 
Leaving  none  sad,  for  even  father  Cain 
Smiled  as  a  Titan  might,  despising  pain. 
Jabal  sat  climbed  on  by  a  playful  ring 
Of  children,  lambs  and  whelps^  whose  gambolling, 
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With  tiny  hoofs,  paws,  hands,  and  dimpled  feet, 
Made  barks,  bleats,  langhs,  in  pretty  hubbub  meet. 
But  TubaFs  hammer  rang  from  far  away, 
Tubal  alone  would  keep  no  h(^day. 
His  furnace  must  not  slack  for  any  feast. 
For  of  all  hardship  work  he  counted  least ; 
He  scorned  all  rest  but  sleep,  where  every  dream 
Made  his  repose  more  potent  action  seem. 

Yet  with  health's  nectar   some  strange  thirst  waa 

blent. 
The  fateftd  growth,  the  unnamed  discontent, 
The  inward  shaping  toward  some  unborn  power, 
Some  deeper-breathing  act,  the  being's  flower. 
After  all  gestures,  words,  and  speech  of  eyes, 
The  soul  had  more  to  tell,  and  broke  in  sighs. 
Then  from  the  east,  with  glory  on  his  head 
Such  as  lownalanting  beams  on  corn-waves  spread, 
Came  Jubal  with  his  lyre  :  there  'mid  the  tlu'ong. 
Where  the  blank  space  was,  poured  a  solemn  song, 
Touching  his  lyre  to  full  harmonic  throb 
And  measured  pulse,  with  cadences  that  sob, 
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Exult  and  cry,  and  Bearoh  the  inmost  deep 
Where  the  dark  Bources  of  new  passion  sleep. 
Joy  took  the  air,  and  took  each  breathing  soul, 
Embracing  them  in  one  entrancM  whole, 
Yet  thrilled  each  varying  frame  to  various  ends. 
As   Spring    new -waking    through    the   creature 


Or  rage  or  tenderness ;  more  plenteous  life 
Here  breeding  dread,  and  there  a  fiercer  strife. 
He  who  had  lived  through  twice  three  centuries. 
Whose  months  monotonous,  like  trees  on  trees 
In  hoary  forests,  stretched  a  backward  maze, 
Dreamed  himself  dimly  through  the  travelled  days 
Till  in  clear  light  he  paused,  and  felt  the  sun 
That  warmed  him  when  he  was  a  little  one ; 
Felt  that  true  heaven,  the  recovered  past. 
The  dear  small  Known  amid  the  Unknown  vast. 
And  in  that  heaven  wept.     But  younger  limbs 
Thrilled  toward  the  future,  that  bright  land  which 

swims 
In  western  glory,  isles  and  streams  and  bays. 
Where  hidden  pleasures  float  in  golden  haze. 
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And  in  all  these  the  rhythmic  influence, 

Sweetly  overcharging  the  delighted  sense, 

Flowed  out  in  movements,  little  waves  that  spread 

Enlarging,  till  in  tidal  union  led 

The  youths  and  maidens  both  alike  long-tressed, 

By  grace-inspiring  melody  possessed. 

Rose  in  slow  dance,  with  beauteous  floating  swerve 

Of  limbs  and  hair,  and  many  a  melting  curve 

Of  ringed  feet  swayed  by  each  close-linked  palm  : 

Then  Jubal  poured  more  rapture  in  his  psalm. 

The  dance  fired  music,  music  fired  the  dance, 

The  glow  diffusive  lit  each  countenance. 

Till  all  the  gazing  elders  rose  and  stood 

With  glad  yet  awful  shock  of  that  mysterious  good. 

Even  Tubal  caught  the  sound,  and  wondering  came, 
Urging  his  sooty  bulk  like  smoke-wrapt  flame 
Till  he  could  see  his  brother  with  the  lyre, 
The  work  for  which  he  lent  his  fdmace-fire 
And  diligent  hammer,  witting  nought  of  this — 
This   power  in  metal   shape   which   made  strange 
bliss. 
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Entering  ^dthin  him  like  a  dream  fdll-firaught 
With  new  oreationg  finished  in  a  thought. 

The  sun  had  sunk,  but  music  still  was  there, 

And   when    this    ceased,   still    triumph  filled    thb 

air: 
It  seemed  the  stars  were  shining  with  delist 
And  that  no  .nigbt  was  ever  like  this  night. 
All  clung  with  praise  to  Jubal :  some  besought 
That  he  would  teach  them   hie  new  skill ;    some 

caught, 
Swiftly  as  smiles  are  caught  in  looks -that  meet. 
The  tone's  melodic  change  arid  rhythmic  beat : 
Twas  easy  following  where  invention  trod-r— 
All  eyes  can  see  when  light  flows  out  from  God. 

And  thus  did  Jubal  to  his  race  reveal 

Music  their  larger  soul,  where  woe  and  weal 

Filling  the  resonant  chords,  the  song,  the  dance. 

Moved  with  a  wider-winged  utterance. 

Now  many  a  lyre  was  fasliioned,,many:a  song 

■Raised  echoes  nvw,  old  echoes  to  prolong, 
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Till  thiugB  of  Jubal's  making  were  so  life, 

"  Hearing  myself,"  hje.  said,  "  hems  in  my  life, 

And  I  will  get  me  to  some  far-off  land, 

Where  higher  mountainfi  under  heaven  stand    i 

And  touch  the  blue  at  rising  of  the  stiars, 

Whose  song  they  heiu:  where  no  rough  mingling 

mare 
The  great  dear  T^oices.     Suoh  lands  there  must  be, ' 
W^ere  varying  formd  make  varying  symphaay — 
Where  other  thunders  toll  a.mid  the  hills, 
Some  .mightier  wind  a  mightier  forest  fills        '-.    . 
With  o.ther  stmins  through  other-shapen  boughs  5 
Where  bees  and  birds  and  beasts  tljat  (mat  or  browse 
Will  teach  rae  songs  I  know  not.     luistening  theore, 
My  life  shall  ^itow  like  trees  both  tall  and  fair 
That  rise  and  spread  and  bloom  toward  fuller  fniit 

eaoh  year.'* 

He  took  a  raft,  and  trai^Ued  ^ith  the  stream 
Southward  for  many.a.laague,  till  he  jnight  deem    . 
He  saw  at  last  th-e  piUa^sitof  the  sky,  !' 

Beholdifig  Hiau|).ta}n6  whose '^hi^e  majesty' 
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Rushed  through  him  as  new  awe,  and  made  new  song 

That  swept  with  fuller  wave  the  chords  along, 

Weighting  his  voice  with  deep  religious  chime, 

The  iteration  of  slow  chant  sublime. 

It  was  the  region  long  inhabited 

Bj  all  the  race  of  Seth  ;  and  Jubal  said : 

"  Here  have  I  found  my  thirsty  souVs  desire,  ■ 

Eastward  the  hills  touch  heaven,  and  evening's  fire 

Flames  through  deep  waters ;  I  will  take  my  rest. 

And  feed  anew  from  my  great  mother's  breast. 

The  sky -clasped  Earth,  whose  voices  nui*ttcre  me 

As  the  flowers'  sweetness  doth  the  honey-bee.'^ 

He  lingered  wandering  for  many  an  age. 

And,  sowing  music,  made  high  heritage 

For  generations  far  beyond  the  Flood-*- 

Por  the  poor  late-begotten  human  brood     > 

Born  to  life's  weary  brevity  and  perilous  good. 

And  ever  as  he  travelled  he  would  climb 
TliQ  farthest  mountain,  yet  the  heavenly  chime, 
The  mighty  tolling  of  the  far-off  spheres 
Beating  their  pathway,  never  touched  his  ears. 
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But  wheresoever  he  rose  the. Jieayens.roae, 

And  the  far-gazmg  mountain  could  disclose 

Nought  but  a  wider  earth  ;  until  one  height 

Showed  him  the  ocean  stretched  in  liquid  light, 

And  he  could  hear  its  multitudinous  roar, 

Its  plunge  and  hiss  upon  the  pebbled  shore  : 

Then  Jubal  silent  sat,  and  touched  his  lyre  no  more. 

He  thought,  "  The  world  is  great,  but  I  am  weak, 
And  where  the  sky  bends  is  no  solid  peak 
To  give  me  footing,  but  instead,  this  main^ — 
Myriads   of  maddened  hdi*ses   thundering  o*er  the 
plain. 

"  New  voices  come  to  me  where'er  I  roam. 
My  heart  too  widens  with  its  widening  home : 
But  song  grows  weaker,  and  the  heart  must  break 
For  lack  pf  yc^io^^or  fingers  that  can  wake 
The  lyre's  full  answer ;  nay,  its  chords  were  all 
Too  few  to  meet  the  growing  spirit's  oalL 
The  former  songs  seem  little,  yet  no  more 
Can  soul,  hand,  voice,  with  interchanging  lore 
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Tell  what  the  earth  is  saying  unto  me : 
The  secret  is  too  great,  I  hear  confuse31y. 

"  No  farther  will  I  travel :  orice  again  -  ■ 

My  brethren  I  will  see,  and  that  fair  plain 

Where  I  and  Song  were  bom.     Tliere  fresh-voiced 

youth- 
Will  pour  my  strains  with  all  the  early  truth 
Which  now  abides  not  in  my  voice  and  hands. 
But  only  in  the  soul,  the  will  that  stands 
Helpless  to  move.     My  tribe  remembering 
Will  cry  *  Tis  he  I*  and  run  to  greet  me,  welcom* 

ing." 

The  way  was  weary.     Many  a  date-palm  grew. 
And  shook  out  clustered  gold  against  the  blue, ' 
While "  Jubal,  guided  by  the  steadfast  spheres, 
Sought  the  dear  home  of  those  first  eager  years, 
When,  with  fresh  vision  fed,  the  fuller  will 
Took  living  outward  shape  in  pliant  skill ; 
For  still  he  hoped  to  find  the  former  things, 
And  the  warm  gladness  recognition  brings. 
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His  footsteps  erred  among  the  uia25y  woods 

And  long  illusive  sameness  of  the  floods, 

Winding    and  wandering.      Thfou^   far   regions, 

strange 
With  Gentile  homes  and  faces,  did  he  range, 
And  left  his  music  in  their  memory. 
And  left  at  last,  when  nought  besidies  would  free 
His  hcrtneward  steps  from  clinging  hands  atnd  cries, 
The  ancient  lyre.     And  now  in  ignorant  eyes 
No  signnemained  of  Jubal,  Lailiech's  son, 
That  mortal  frame  wherein  was  first  begun 
The  immortal  life  of  song.     His  withered  brow 
Pressed  over  eyes  that  held  no  lightning  now. 
His  locks  streamed  whiteness  on  fhe  hurrying  tiir, 
The  "Unresting  soul  had  worn  itself  quite  bare 
Of  beauteous  token,  as  the  outworn  might 
Of  oaks  slow  dyilig,  gaunt  in  summer's  light. 
His  full  deep  voice  toward  thinnest  treWe  ran  t 
He  was  the  run©*writ  story  of  a  man. 

And  so  at  last  he  neared  the  Well-known  land,-      •   ' 
Could  see  the  hills  in  ancient  order  stand  . 
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With  friendly  faces  whose  familiar  gaze 
Looked  through  the  sunshine  of  his  childish  days  ; 
Knew  the  deep-shadowed  folds  of  hanging  woods, 
And  seemed  to  see  the  self-same  insect  broods 
Whirling  and  quivering  p'er  the  flowers — to  hear 
The  self-same  cuckoo  making  distance  near. 
Yea,  the  dear  Earth,  witii  mother's  constancy,    , 
Met  and.  embraced  him,  and  said,  "  Thou  ait  he  I  . 
TTiis  was  thy  cradle,  here  my  breast  was  thine,  : 
Where  feeding,  thou  didst  all  thy  life  .entwine 
With  my  sky-wedded  life  in  heritage  divine." 

But  wending  ever  through  the  watered  plain,  . 

Firm  not  to  rest  save  in  the  honae  of  Cain, 

He  saw  dread  Change,  with  dubious  face  and  cold 

That  never  kept  a  welcome  for  the  old, 

Like  some  strange  heir  upon  the  hearth,  arise 

Saying  "  This  home  is  mine,"     He. thought  his  eyes 

Mocked  all  deep.merpories,  as  things  u^w  made. 

Usurping  sense,  make  old  things  shrink  and  fade 

And  seem  aphamed  to  meet  the  staring  day. 

His  memory  saw  a  small  foot-trodden  way,    . 
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His  eyes  a  br6ad  fftr-stretchin^  paven  road 

Bordered  with  many  a  tomb  and  fair  abode  ; 

The  little  city  that  once  nej^tled  low 

As  buzzing  groups  about  some  (jentral  glow, 

Spread  like  a  murmuring  Cro^  o'er  plain  and  steep, 

Or  monster  huge  in  heaVy-breathing  sleep. 

His  heart  grew  faint,  and  trerbblingly  he  sank 

Close  by  the  \frayside!  on  a  weed-grown  batik,  • 

Not  far  from  whe^re  a  new-rai«ed  temple  fltood, 

Sky-roofed,  and  fragrant  'v^h  wrought  ceiiar  wo6d.  ' 

The  morning  sun  was  high  ;  his  rays  fell  hot 

On  this  hap-ohosen,  dnsty^  common  spot. 

On  the  dry-withered  grass  and  withered  man : 

That  wondrous  frame  where  melody  began 

Lay  as  a  tomb  defaced  that  no  ey-e  cared  to  scan. 

But  while  he  sank  far  music  reached  his  ear.  * 

He  listetted  until  wonder  silenced  fear    ; 

And  gladness  wonder ;  for  the  broadening  stream 

Of  sound  advancing  was  his  early  dream, 

Brought  like  fulfilment  of  forgotten  ■  prayer ;  ^ 

As  if  his  soul,  breathed  out  upon  the  ait,i ^    ■■    -■ 
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Had  held  tljb^.ii;kvif3ible.ijee<to.pfhaTinony'         ... 
Quick  with  tjbe  vawous  stra-ins  af  life,  to  be.  • 
He  listened  :  the  sweat  miugJe^  difiwetnce        ;   , 
With  charm  altenaate  topfe  th^  ipeetipg  senise^;,  ,  . 
Tien  bursting  like  some  «Jiieldr,b;:oad  lily,  red,!    . 
Sudden  and  near  the  tnupp^t's  np^e«;  oi|lHBp!!ea4r    : ' 
And  soon  his  eyes  coold.  646^  the  metal  flower,  .;: 
Shining  upttii.-ned,  <)tit  ott  tfie  moitniflg.  poiir    i   .. 
Its  incense  ^audible-;  could»e©fa.tifiiti  ..;:</ 

From  out  the  street  sloiiVnWjndittgiaBi  jtbe  pl&in  - .  >  > 
With  lyre3  and  cymbals,,  flutes ..aod  paalterieBj..-   ,  ! . 
While  men,  youths,  nwds,  in  cjQijpert.^ang.to.tfee^^ . 
With  varrious  throi^t,  or  in  sqooedftioiiipQttrecly  •  ;r  ,i  ■ 
Or  in  full  volume  ad'ngled.   ■  But  one  Yfotfi  -. 
Ruled  eftoh  reourreot  rise  laiiid  tos.weriing'f«ill^ 
As  when  the  multitudes  adoring  call 
On  some, greatinamedrviiie,. their  common  $<i>^)y 
The  common  nieed,  love, 'joy,; that  knits  themrm  one 
.  :wb.ole»    ,  ••  \  :  :   :  '••    T-    , 

The  word  was^  "  Jubfti  1 "  ,  *  .  • "  Jutwir'  filled  the  ai* 
And  seemed,  .to?  ride  akxft^  a  sjJiwtfthwte,'  '•     /. 
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Creator  of  the  quire,  the  fuU-fraiaght  strain 

That  grateful  rolled  ititelf  to  hiin  again. 

The  aged  man  adust  upon  the  bank — 

Whom  no  eye  saW — at  ftrftt  with  rapture  drank 

The  bliss  <yf  tnusio,  then,  wrth  swelling  heart, 

;?elti  this  was  his  oWn-being^s  grfea^et  part. 

The  universal  joy  once  bom  in  him.      '' 

Bttt  Whto  the  train,  with  living ^fece  ari(!f  limb '  "      '' 

And  vocal  breath,  came  nearer  and  more  near, 

The  longing  grew  that  they  should  hold  him  dear ; 

Him,  Lamech's  »on,  whom  all 'their  fathers  knew. 

The  breathing  Jtrbal-^  him,  to  whom  their  love  was 

dWe.  ■"       '■       • 

All  was  forgotten  but  the  burning  need 
To  claim  hisjulfei*  self,  to'  claim  the  deed 
That  lived  ftway  froin  hitn,  arid'  gl^ew  apait, 
While  he  as  from  a  tomb,  witli  lonely  heart, 
Warmed  by  no  meeting  gfanCe,  no'  hand  that  presieed, 
Lay  chill  amid  the  life  his  life  had  blessed.      ■ 
What  though  his  song  should  s jn-eatt  from  tiiaii's ' 

small  race  '  ....■■ 

Out  through '<3ie  myriad'  worhls  that  people  ispaiiej     ' 
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And  make  the  heavens  one  joy-diffusing  quire  ? — 
Still  'mid  that  vast  would  throb  the  keen  desire 
Of  this  poor  aged  flesh,  this  eventide,   . 
This  twilight  soon  in  darkless  to  subside, 
This  little  pulse  of  self  that,  having  glowed 
Tlirough  thrice  thcee  centuries,  and  divinely  strowed 
The  light  of  music  through  the  vague  of  sound,       ; ; 
Ached  with,  its  smallness  still  in  good  that  had  no 
bound.  .  .;. 

For  no  ey«  saw  him,  while  with  loving  pride  f 

Each  voice  with  each  in  praise  of  Jubal  vied,    . 
Must  he  in  conscious  trance,  dumb,  helpless  liei. 
While  all  that  ardent  kindred  passed  him  by?      j  \ 
His  flesh  cried  out  to  live  with  living  men 
And  join  that  soul  which  to  the  inwar,d  ken  ,' 

Of  all  the  hymning  train  was  present  there.  / 

Strong  passion's  daring  sees  not  aught  to  dare  : 
The  frost-locked  «tarkness  of  his  frame  lov/-bent, 
His  vpice's  penury  of  tones  long  spent. 
He  felt  not ;  all  his  being  leaped  in  flame 
To  Q^eet  hiA  kii^dred  as  they  onward  came 
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Slackening  and  wheeling  toward   the  temple's 

face : 
He  rushed  before  them  to  the  glittering  space, 
And,  with  a  strength  that  was  but  strong  desire, 
Cried,  "  I  am  Jnbal,  I !  ...  I  made  the  lyre  ! " 

The  tc^es  amid  a  lake  of  silence  fell , 
Broken  and  strained,  as  if  a  feeble  bell 
Had  tuneless  pealed  the  triumph  of  a  land  •• 
To  listening  crowds  in  expectation  spanned. 
Sudden  came  showers  of  laughter  on. that  lake  ; 
They  spread,  along  the  train-  fibm  front,  to  wake    < 
In  one  great  storm  of  merriment^  while  he-. 
Shrank  doubting  whether  he  could  Jubal  be,   ■     ' 
And  not  a  dream  of  Jubal,  whose  rich  vein 
Of  passionate  music  came  with  that  dream-pain 
Wherein  the  sense  slips  off  from  eadi  loved  thing 
And  all  appearance  i«  mere  vanishing. 
But  ere  ther  laughter  died  from  o«t  the  rear,    . 
Anger  in  front  saw  profanation  nedr; 
Jubal  .was  bat.  a  name  in  each  man's  feiith 
For  glorious  power  "untonched  by  that  slow  death 
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Wliich   creeps  with  creeping   time;    this  toioy  the 

spot, 
And  this  thetday,  it  must  be  crime  to  blot, 
Even  with  scoffing  at  a  Tnadnnan's  lie : 
Jubal  was  not  a  name  to  wed  with  mockery. 

Two  rushed  upon  hiMi  :.two^  the  most  devout 

In  honour  of  great  Jabal, :  thrust  him.  out, 

And    befekt   him   utith  tbeix  fintes.      'Twas  -little 

need ;  •      » 

He  stcove  not,  cried  not,  but  with  tottering  speed; 
As  if  the  scorn  and  howls  were  driving  wind 
That  urged  his  body,  serving  so  the  mind  « 

Wliich.  could  but  shrink  «nd  yearn,  l*e*  Bougbt  the 

screen  ' 

Of  thorny  thickets,  and  there  fell  unseen. 
The  immortal  name  of  Jubal  fiUed  tlie  sky. 
While  Jubal  lonely  laid  him  down  to  die. 
He  said  within  his  soul,  ^*  This  is'  the  end' : 
O'er  all  the  earth  to  where  the  heavens  bend 
And  hem  meaa's  taravel,  I  have  breathed  my  sotil :    • 
I  lie  herer  now  the  Temnaixt  of  that  whole. 
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The  embers  of  a  life,,  a  lonely  paiu  ; 

As  far-off  rivers  to  my  thirst  were  vain, 

So    of   my   mighty    years   nougkt    comes    to    mp 

"  Is  the  day  sinking  ?     Softest  coolness  springs 
Froi%  sqraetUing  roui^d  me  :  dewy  shadowy  wwgs 
Encloee^me  all  aiouod-^4^0,  not  above — 
Is  moonlight  th«re?    I  eee  Jifaoe  of  Ipve,  .  i 

Fair  as  sweet  music  when  my  heart  was.  strong :.  .  , 
Yea — art  thou  come  ag^in  to  me,  great;  ^pi^?"! 

Tbe&^oe  j^ent  ovj$r  hixa  like  silver  nighjt     .     . 
In  long-remembered  summers  ;  that  calm  light 
Of  days  which  shine  in  firmaments  of  thought, 
That  past  unchaajigeable,  from  cliangje  still  \>7ought, 
And  gentlest  tones  were  with  the  vision  bleAi  J 
He  knew  not  if  that  gaze  the  music  seat, 
Or  music  that  calm  gaze  :  to  hear,,  to,  see^  ?     . 
Was  but  one  undivided  jecst^sy :  -  ,  !  ■ 

The  raptured  senses  melted  into  one,  ,    . , 

And  parting  life  a  momeint!s.£ree4<^.m  won    .     ■  . 
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From  in  and  outer,  as  a  little  child 
Sits  on  a  bank  and  sees  bine  heavens  mild 
Down  in  the  water,  and  forgets  its  limbs, 
And  knoweth  nought  save  the  blue   heaven   that 
swims. 

*^  Jubal,"  the  face  said,  "  I  am  thy  loved  Past, 
The  soul  that  makes  thee  one  from  first  to  last. 
I  am  the  angel  of  thy  life  and  death, 
Thy  outbreathed  being  drawing  its  last  breath. 
Am  I  not  thine  alone,  a  dear  dead  bride 
Who  blest  thy  lot  above  all  men's  beside  ? 
Thy  bride  whom  thou  wouldst  never  change,  nor 

take 
Any  bride  living,  for  that  dead  one's  sake? 
Was  I  not  all  thy  yearning  and  delight. 
Thy  chosen  search,  thy  senses'  beauteous  Right, 
Which  still  had  been  the  hunger  of  thy  fraine 
In  central  heaven,  hadst  thou  been  still  the  same? 
Wouldst  thou   have    asked    aught   else    from   any 

god— 
Whether  with  gleaming  feet  on  earth  he  trod 
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Or  thundered  tlixough  the    skies  —  auglit   else  for 

share 
Of  mortal  good,  than  in  thy  soul  to  bear 
The  growth  of  song,  and  feel  the  sweet  unrest 
Of  the  world's  spring-tide  in  thy  conscious  breast  ? 
Ko,   thou   hadst  grasped   thy   lot   with  all   its 

pain, 
Nor  loosed  it  any  painless  lot  to  galin    : 
Where  music's  tvoioe  was  silent ;  for  thy  fate 
Was  human  musio's  self  incorporate : 
Thy  senses'  keenness  axud  thy  passionate  strife 
Were  flesh  of  her  flesh  and  ner  womb  of  life. 
And  greatly  hast  thou  lived,  for  not  alone 
With  hidden  raptures  were  her  secrets  shown, 
Buried  within  thee,  as  the  purple  light 
Of  gems^ may  sleep  in  solitary  night; 
But  thy  expanding  joy  was  still  to  give. 
And  with  the  generous  air  in  song  to  live. 
Feeding  the  wave  of  ever-widening  bliss 
Where  fellowship  means  equal  perfectness. 
And  on  the  mountains  in  thy  wandering 
Thy  feet  weire  beautiful  as  blossomed  spring, 
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That   tuimfiii  the   lea'fless   wood    to    love's    glad 

home, 
For  with  thy>  coming  Melody  waB  come.  ;.-  :  ' 

This  was  thy  lot,  to  fe^l,  create,  bestow, 

And  that  immeaeumble  life!  to  >teow  

From  winch  the  fleshly  ^solf'feillfe  ehHvelled,  rf^adV^ 
^  A  seed  primeval  that  has  forests  bred.  ! 

It  is  the  gloryiof^he  hefitwgei-  V^  ^  =  "•""'  '  ^^■ 
Thy  life  hk& Mtj  that .nlftke»  thy N6tft<3a6t  ttge  'i'''  '' 
Thy  limbs  shall  lie-defik,  itbikifeless'  ori '<^is  Btidy  '  '^ 
Because  tlioa  shiniest  in  roa/n'e  sotfl^  a  god,  '  -  .  ^ 
Who  found  and.  gave  new*  passion  and  hew  j(iy* 
That  nought  but  Earth'*,  destrwction  drndesloo^  '■' 
Thy  gifts  to  give  was  thine,  of  men  ijbi<jne  3  •  ■  >  •  >  '' 
Twas  but  in  giyihg  that!  thdu  ©ouldAt  atdl^'  -  '^ 
For  too  much  wecilthianoidi.'tfeeir  f*)verty<"-^*-''  • 

The  words-  «eemed:  melting  Jnto«  symphont,      '     '   ■ 
The  wings  upbore  himj  aad  the  gazing^  song 
Was  floating  him  the  heavenly  space  ialong, 
Where  mighty  hadrmonieB  alii  gently  fell      '     ■        j 
Throuffh.  waimg  TastoeSMS, -liibe'  the  far-pff  bell, 
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Till,  ever  onward  through  the  choral  blue, 
He  heard  more  faintly  and  more  faintly  knew, 
Quitting  mortality,  a  quenched  sun-wave. 
The  All-creating  Presence  for  his  grave. 

1869. 


AGATHA 


A  S  A  T  H  A. 


Comb  with  me  to  tii&  xinbimtain,  XMit  where  roeks 
Soar  harsh  above  the  troops  of  hujirjing  pia^s, 
But  where  th«  earth  spreads  soft  and  rounded  breai^ts 
To  feed,  her  children  ;  where  the  generous  hills 
Lift  a  green  i«le  betwixt  tii^  aky  and  plain 
To  keep  some  Old  Woarld  things  aloof  from  change. 
Here  too  'tis  hill  -and  hollow  :  neW-borh  streams 
With  sweet  enforcement,  joyously  compelled 
Like  laughing  obildren,  hurry  down  the  steeps, 
And  make  a  dimpled  chase  athwart-  the  stones  ; 
Pine  woods  fi^reblaek  uponlhe  heights,  the  fdopm  ' 
Are  green  with  pastni^e,  and  the  bearded  corn     .  <  ' 
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Fringes  the  blue  above  the  sudden  ridge : 

A  little  world  whose  round  horizon  cuts 

This  isle  of  hills  with  heaven  for  a  sea, 

Save  in  clear  moipents  when  south  westward  gleams 

France  by  the  Ehine,  melting  anon  to  haze. 

The  monks  of  old  chose  here  their  still  retreat, 

And  called  it  by  the  Blessed  -Virgin's  name, 

Sanota  Maria,  which  the  peasant's  tongue, 

Speaking  from  out  the  pai'ent's  heart  that  turns 

All  loved  things  into  little  things,  has  made 

Sanct  Margen, — EDoly  Ifttie  Maryj  d«ar 

As  all  the  sweet  home  things  she  smiles  upon, 

The  children  and  the  cows,  the  apple-trees, 

The  cart,  the  plough,  all  named  with  that  caress  •  • 

Which  feigns  them  little,  easy  to  be  held,  • 

Familiar  to  the  eyes  and  hand  and  heart. 

What   though   a   Queen?       She    puts    her  crown 

away 
And  with  her  little  Boy  wears  common  clothes, 
Caring  for  x5ommoa  wantft,  reineanberiiig 
That  day  when  good  Saint  Joseph  Ifeft  his  work      ' ' 
To  marry  herwith  huhiM«tnist 'sublime* 
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The  monks  are  gone,  tlieir  shadows  fall  no  more 

Tall-jfrocked  and  cowled  athwart  the  evening  fields 

At  milking-time  ;  their  silent  corridors 

Are  turned  to  homes. of  bare»^nned,  aproned  men, 

Who  toil  for  wife,  and  children.     But  the  bellsy 

Pealing  on  high  feotn  two  quaint  convexLt  towers, 

Still  ring  the  Catholic  signals,  summoning 

To  grave  remembrance  of  the  larger  life 

That  bears  our  own,  like  perishable  fruit 

Upon  its  heaven-wide  branches*    At  their  sound 

The  shepherd  boy  J&r  off  upon  the  hill^ 

The  workers  with  the  saw  and  at  the  forge, 

The  triple  generation  round  the  liearth, — 

Grandapaes  and  mothers  and  the  flute-voiced  girls,^ — 

Fall  on  their  knees,  and  send  forth  prayerful  cries. 

Tp  the  kind  Mother  with  the  little  Boy, 

Who  pleads  for.  helpless  men  against  the  «torm,     • 

Lightning  and  plaguies  and  all  terrific  shapes 

Of  power  supreme. 

Within  the  prettiest  hollow  of  these-  hills, 

Just  as  jov  enter  it,  upon  the  slope 

Stands  a  low.  cottage  neighboured  clieerily 
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By  running  water,  which,  at  farthest  esnd 

Of  the  same  hollow,  turns  a  heavy  mill, 

And  feeds  the  pasture  for  the  milter's  eows^ 

Blanchi  and  Nag^Ii,  Veilchen  and  the  rest, 

Matrons  with  faces  as  Griselda  mild, 

Coming  at  ca>l1.     And  on  the  fai-theet' height 

A  little  tow^  looks- out  above  tb^  pi>»es 

Where  mounting  yon  will  find  a  sanottiaty  ' 

Open  and  still;  witliout,  the- silent  crowd 

Of  heaven  planted',  incenSft-aninSighng  dfewers  f  • 

Within,  the  altar  where  the  Mother  sifts 

'Mid  votive  tablets  hung 'from  fai^)ffyeai» 

By  peasants  succoured  in  the  peril  of  fire,         = '  *       ' 

Fever^  or  floods  wha  thought  that  Mark's  \oy^  ' 

Willing  but  not  oi&nipo^t^nt,  had' stood  •  '    j- 

Between  their  H vest  and  that  dread  power  wHieh  sleW 

Their  neighbour  at  their  sidfe.     The  chapel  beUi 

Will  melt  to  gentlest  musib  ere  it  reach  •  •  -  * 

That  cottage  on  the  slope,  whose  garden  gate  ' 

Has  caught  the.i-oaertree  boughis  and  stands  ajat-'j 

So  does  the  door,  tq  let  tiie  srapbeams  in ;  /  ^ 

For  in  the  slianting  sunbeams  angeltfcooM      - 


And  visit  Agatfaia  vfh^  dw^k  vMiiti,-^ 
Old  Agath^y  wiioiie  bouains  Kateiand  iNdl 
Are  boBfiedby  her  in  Love  and- Duty? s  name,   ' 
They  being  feeble,  with  small  withered  wits,  •  I 
And  dhe  believing  ikatihe  -higher  gi£t 
Was  given  to  be  shared,    ^o  Agatha 
Shares  her  one  room,  all  neat  on  aJRtemoons,     '  i 
As  if  same  memory  weie  saoredd;hei?e 
And  everything  within  the-four  low?«waIls 
An.hononred  celic- 

Qne  long  finmmer'^  day 
An  Qo^l^ntiered  at  the  roise^hung  gate, 
Wifji  s^kirts  paie  :hkLe^  a  htow  to  quench  tite^eecrl, 
Hair  spft  and  blonde  as  ^n&nts>,  plehteons         ' 
As  hers  who  m(ftd&  the  wavy  lengths  onoe  speak 
The  gratdfal  worship  dfij^xesonedlsoul.  •> 

.Thef  angiL  pailsedbofbre  the  op^n  door 
To. ^ve  good  day..    "  Como  m,"  said'  iAgatiba.  • 
XlpUowed  olose^,  and  w»tehed  and  listened  there. 
The  aj;Kge\  wap  a  lady,  nobl©,  young,         '...;«; 
Tanght  in .  e^U ..  seemliaees  that  iits  lai  conrtt       :  '  i 
AU  lore  thfi|t;^hi^s  the  mind  to  d^licaW  use^     * 
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Yet  quiet,  lowly,  as  a  meek  white  d6ve 
That  with  its  presence  teaches  gentleness. 
Men  called  her  Countess  Linda  f  little  girls 
In  Freiburg  town,  orphans  whom  slie  caressed, 
Said  Mamma  Linda  :  yet  her  years  were  few, 
Her  outward  beauties  all  in  budding  time, 
Her  virtues  the  aroma  of  the  plant 
That  dwells  in  all  its  being,  root,  stem,  leaf. 
And  waits  not  ripeness. 

"  Sit,"  said  Agatha. 
Her  cousins  were  at  work  in  neighbouring  homes 
But  yet  she  was  not  lonely ;  all  things  round 
Seemed  filled  with  noiseless  yet  rei^nsive  life. 
As  of  a  child  at  breast  that  gently  cli&gs : 
Not  sunlight  only  or  the  breathing  fldwers 
Or  the  swift  shadows  oi  the  ;birds  arid  bees, 
But  all  the  household  goods,  which,  poUahed  fair 
By  hands  that  cherished  them  for  service  done, 
Shone  as  with  glad  content.     The  wooden  beanls 
Dark  and  yet  friendly,  easy  to  be  reached. 
Bore  three  white  crosses  for  a  speaking  sign ; 
The  walls  had  little  pictures  hung  a-row, 
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Telling  the  stories  of  Saint  Ursula, 

And  Saint  Elizabeth,  the  lowly  queen ; 

And  on  the  bench  that  served  for  table  too, 

Skirting  the  wall  to  save  the  narrow  space. 

There  lay  the  Catholic  books,  inherited 

From   those    old   times  when  printing    still  was 

young 
With  stout-limbed  promise,  like  a  sturdy  boy. 
And  in  the  farthest  comer  stood  the  bed 
Where  o*er  the  pillow  hung  two  pictures  wreathed 
With  fresh-plucked  ivy ;  one  the  Virgin's  death. 
And  one  her  flowering  tomb,  while  high  above 
She  smiling  bends  and  lets  her  girdle  down 
For  ladder  to  the  soul  that  cannot  trust 
In  life  which  outlasts  burial.     Agatha 
Sat  at  her  knitting,  aged,  upright,  slim. 
And  spoke  her  welcome  with  mild  dignity. 
She  kept  the  company  of  kings  and  queens 
And  mitred  saints  who  sat  b^low  the  feet 
Of  Francis  with  the  ragged  frock  and  wounds ;. 
And  Rank  for  her  meant  Duty,  vaarious, 
Yet  equal  in  its  worth,  done  worthily. 
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Command  was  service  ;  kumblest  eearvice  doite 
By  willing  and  disceriiiiag  soula  was  g-lbry. 
Fair  Comitess  Lindia  sat  upon  the  bencli, 
Close  fronting  the.  old  knitter,  and  they  talked 
With  sweet  aatipbony  of  youngs  and  old.  . 

Agatha. 
You  like  our  valley,  lady  V     I  am  glad  . 
You  thought  it  well  to  come  again.     But  rest — 
The  walk  is  long  from  Master  Michael's  inn. 

Countess  Linda. 
Yes,  but  no  walk  is  prettier. 

AOATHA. 

It  i& true: 
There  lacks  no  blessing  here,  the  waters  all 
Have  virtues  like  the  garments  of  the  Lord, 
And  heal  mmc^  sickness^  then,  the  crops  and  cows 
Flourish  past  speaking,'  amd  ttie' garden  floxit^rs, 
Pink,  blue,  and  purple,  'tis  a  joy  td  see* 
How  they  yidd  honey  for  the  ringing  bees* 
I  would  the  whble  world  werd  as  godd  a  home. 
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Countess  Linda. 
And  you  are  well  off,  Agatha  ? — your  frieuds 
Left  you  a  certain  bread  :  is  it  not  so  ? 

Agatha. 
Not  so  at  all,  dear  lady.     I  had  nought. 
Was  a  poor  orphan ;  but  I  came  to  tend 
Here  in  this  house,  an  old  aflBiicted  pair. 
Who  wore  out  slowly  ;  and  the  last  who  died, 
Full  thirty  years  ago,  l^ft  me  this  roof 
And  all  the  household  stuff.     It  was  great  wealth; 
And  so  I  had  a  home  for  Kate  and  Nell. 

Countess  Linda. 
But  how,  then,  have  you  earned  your  daily  bread 
These  thirty  yelffs  ? 

Agatha. 

0,  that  is  easy  earning. 
We  help  the  neighbours,  and  our  bit  and  sup. 
Is  never  failing :  they  have  work  fbrus  •  •- 
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In  house  and  field,  all  sorts  of  odds  and  ends, 
Patching  and  mending,  turning  o'er  the  hay, 
Holding  sick  children, — there  is  always  work ; 
And  they  are  very  good, — the  neighbours  are  : 
Weigh  not  our  bits  of  work  with  weight  and  scale, 
But  glad  themselves  with  giving  us  good  shares 
Of  meat  and  drink ;  and  in  the  big  farm-house 
When  cloth  comes  home  from  weaving,  the  good  wife 
Cuts  me  a  piece, — ^this  very  gown, — and  says : 
"  Here,  Agatha,  you  old  maid,  you  have  time 
To  pray  for  Hans  who  is  gone  soldiering : 
The   saints  might  help  him,  and  they  have  much 

to  do, 
*Twere  well  they  were  besought  to  think  of  him." 
She  spoke  half  jesting,  but  I  pray,  I  pray 
For  poor  young  Hans.     I  take  it  much  to  heart 
That  other  people  are  worse  off  than  I, — 
I  ease  my  soul  with  praying  for  them  all. 

Countess  Linda. 
That  is  your  way  of  singing,  Agatlia ; 
Just  as  the  nightingales  pour  locth  sad  tiongB, 
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And  when  they  reach  men's   ears   they  make 

men's  hearts 
Feel  the  more  kindlv. 


Agatha, 

Nay,  I  cannot  sing : 
My  voice  is  hoarse,  and  oft  I  think  my  prayers 
Are  foolish,  feeble  things  ;  for  Christ  is  good 
Whether  I  pray  or  not, — the  Virgin's  heart 
Is  kinder  far  than  mine  ;  and  then  I  stop 
And  feel  I  can  do  nought  towards  helping  men, 
Till  out  it  comes,  like  tears  that  will  not  hold, 
And  I  must  pray  again  for  all  the  world. 
'Tis  good  to  me, — I  mean  the  neighbours  are : 
To  Kate  and  N"ell  too.     I  have  money  saved 
To  go  on  pilgrimage  the'  second  time. 


Countess  Linda^.  . 

And  do  you  mean  to  go  on  pilgrimage 
With  all  your  years  to  carry,  Agatha? 
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Agatha. 
The  years  are  light,  dear  lady  :  'tis  my  sins 

1  )    r     ' 

Are  heavier  than  I  would.     And  I  shall  go 
All  the  way  to  Einsiedeln  with  that  load : 
I  need  to  work  it  off. 

Countess  Linda. 

What  soi:t  of  sins, 
Dear  Agatha  ?     I  think  they  must  be.  sms^l. 

AaATHA. 

Na}^,  but  they  may  be  greater  than  ,1  fcnpyjr ; 

'Tis  but  dim  light  I  se(^  by.     So  I  try 

All  ways  I. know  of  t^o  be  qlea-nsed  and  pure. 

I  would  not  sink  where  evil  spirits  are. 

There's  perfect^  goodness  somewhere  :  sp  I  strive. 

Countess  Linda. 
You  were  the  better  for  that  pilgrimage 
You  made  before  ?    The  shrine  .ia.  b©a,utiftrl ;    ; 
And  then  you  «aw  fresh  country  all  the  way,     ' 
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Agatha. 
Yes,  that  is  true.     And  ever  since  that  time 
The  world  seems  greater,  and  the  Holy  Church 
More  wonderftil.     The  blessed  pictures  all, 
The  heavenly  images  with  i)Ooks  and  wings,' 
Are  company  to  me  throiigh'the  day  and  night. 
The  time  I  the  time  !     It  never  seemed  far  back,  * 
Only  to  father's  father  and  his  kin 
That  lived  before  him.     But  the  time  stretched  out 
After  that  pilgrimage  :  I  seemed  to  see 
Far  back,  and  yet  I  knew  time  lay  behind. 
As  there'  are  countries  lying  still  behind 
The  highest  mountains,  there  in  Switzerland. 
0,  it  is  great  to  go  on  pilgrimage  ! 

Countess  Linda. 
Perhaps  some  neighbours  will  be  pilgrims  too, 
And  you  can  start  together  in  a  band. 

Agatha* 

Not  from  these /hills :  peeiple-  are  bui^  here, 

The  beastis  waBili  tendacioe.  •  One  who  is  not  missed 

p 
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Can  go  and  pray  for  others  who  mnst  work. 

I  owe  it  to  all  neighbours,  yem>g  axyi  old ; 

For  they  ar^  good  past  thinking,— lads  and  girla 

Given  to  Baischief^  mepry  naiigbtinesp^j  .     . 

Quiet  it,  aa:the  hedgehqge^  smooth  t^beir  ^pinesj 

For  fear  of  ihurtiog  poor  old  Agathm 

Tia  prejtty:  why,  the  cherubs  iiji  the  .sky 

Look  young  and  meny^  p-nd  th6  angels  play 

On  citherns^  lutes,  and  ajl  sweet  instruments^ 

I  would  have  young  things  njerry.     See  the  Lprd  I 

A  little  baby  playing  with  the  birds ;  . 

And  how  the  Blessed  M.other  smiles  at  him.  . 

Countess  Linda.  .    . 

I  think  you  are  too  happy,  Agatha, 
To  care  for  heavep.     Barth  contents  you  welh 

Agatha. 
Nay,  nay,  I  shall  be  called,  and  I  shall  go 
Right  willingly.     I  shall  get  helpless,  blind, 
Be  like  an  old  stalk  to  1^  |)ittcked  away  r 
Th9  garden  must  betdeared  lor  joun^  spring  plants. 
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Tis  home  beyond  the  grave,  ^  most  are  there, 
All  those  we  jpray  to,,  all  the  Church's  lightn^/T- 
And  poor  old  aoxila  ^e  welcome  in  their  raga: 
One  sees  it  by  t^he  pictore^.  ■  Qood  Saint  Axiu,  .  > 
The  Virgin's  mother,  she  is  very  old,  r ,; 

And  had  her  troubles  with  her  husband  too. 
Poor  Kate  and  Nell  are  younger  far  tlian  I, 
But  they  will  have  thi«  voof  to  cover  them. 
I  shaU'^go  wiBingf^f  and  willingness 
Makes  the  yoke  ecM^y  tfiid>  l^e  buvden  H^Ut*  '  •■  ■ 

Countess  Linda. 


When  you  go  southward  in  your  pilgrimage. 

Come  to  see  me  in  Freiburg,  Agatha. 

Where  you  have  friends  you  should  not  go  to  inns,, 

AOATHA. 

Yes,  I  will  gladly  Cbme  to  see  you,  lady. 
And  you  wijl  give  me  aweet  hay  far  «i  bed, 
And  ia  the!  moriiiBg  I  tshall  wake  betimea 
And  start  wbidniaU  the- bhdsi  begin,  tasin^g;..  .  i  - 
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Countess  LtndX."'  ' 
You  wear  your  smart  clotTibs  on  tli6  pilgrimage, 
Such  pretty  clbtlies  as  all  thd  * wotoeh  here 
Keep  by  them  for'iiheir  best  t  a  velv^et  cap      "' 
And  coUar  goldeii-bi*oidered  ?    THey  look  well    '  *  ^ 
On  old  Bind  young  alike. '      '       •''^'•'    •■-•:- 

//  :Njay,.I  havie  iione,'-4r<ir.  I 
Never  hadbeftteri  clothemtbaB  these. j^ou  eee.:.    •  * ' 
Good  clothes  are  pretty,  but  one  sees  them  best 
When  others  wear  them^  and  I  soipehow  thought 
'Twas  not  worth  while.     I  had  so  many  things 
More  than  some  neig:hbours,  I  was  partly  shy 
Of  wearing  better  clothes  than  they,  and  now 
I  am  so  old  and  custom  is  so  strong 

'T would  hurt  me  sore  to  put  on  finery. 

"»j   . 

.  .:  OWNTlfiSS; .  L5WA,  ••      .-.'j   .     .,    : 

Your  grey  hair  is  a  crown,  dear  Agathik  '-  '   '' 

Shake  hands;  good-»by«.     The  sun  id  going  <l6wii, 
And  I  must  see  the  glory 'fitom  the  hill,   ' 
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I  stayed '  among  thoB^  hills ;  and  ofib  heard  more 
Of  Agatha.     I  liked  to  hear  hername^ 
As  that  of  one  half-  gra&dame  and  half  saint/ 
Utter^  Witt  reverent  playfdlnesB;     Tha  lads 
And  younger  'Oien  all  galled  her  niothec,  iitint., 
Or  grannyj  *^th  their  pet  diialnutives,  .    '       . 
And  bade  their  lasses  and  their  brides  behave 
Eight  well  to  one  who  snrely  made  a  link 
Twixt  faulty  folk  and  God  by  loying.both : 
Not  one  but  ootolted'  service  dote  by  heiv  :  i 
Asking  no  pay  save  just  her  daily  bread. 
At  feasts  and  Weddings^  wiien  ithey  passeid  in  groups 
Along  th€^  vale,  lund  &e  gdod  ootmtcy  wine, 
Being  vooal  in  thete,  made  them  qt&e  along 
In  quaintly  mingled  mirth  and  piety, 
They  fain  must  jest  and  play  some  friendly  trick 
On  three  old  maids ;  bmt  when  :the' moment  came 
Always  they  bated  breath-  and  made,  their  sport 
Gentle  as  feather-stroke,  that  Agaiba  .. 
Might  like  the  waking  for  the  loye  it  showed. 
Their  song  made  happy  mtffiic'mid  the  hills, 
For  nature  timed  their  race  to  htonony, 
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And  poet  Hajis,  the  tailor,  wrote,  them  i^fongs 
That  grew  from  out- their  life^  as  crocuses 
From  out  the- meadow's  moiBtoess..  JTwas  thi^ificpg^ 
They  oft  sang,  wending  homieward  fixwn  *  feaftb^-r: 
The  song  I  give  you.     It  bringd  in,  r  y^  aeei     • 
Their  gentle  jesl^g  wiiih-the  three  olid  i^c^id& 


Midnig][it  hy  the  chapel iieU:! : 
Homeward,  liomewardr  aU,  Tfiiraw^U ! 
I  with  you^  and  you  with  we, 
Mlefi  aire  short  with  oom^an^p.  • 

Keq).u3  all  b^nis^anddfi^I 


:  Moon  and  atars  aA  fiaMt  :w{tk  night 
iNow  havB^^dnink.  tiheir  fiU  of  .ligjit. 
Home  they-  Kuihry^  m^iig  tkte  . '  ' 
'  Trot'apice^^fike-inMryfThjnpaew 

IRidrtqf  Mary^  mgdic  ro$e. 
'Bemd'tt9ailla:svn$trepQfcf  • 


Run  till  you  o«ii  heat  tKe  mill/   - 
ToBi's  g^dt  is  wMdM^ng*  fi«yw, 
Shs^)ed  jisst  like  a  stioiT'^ite  c6^ 
JSeca^  of  Mtmfj  m&mk^  star. 
Ward  of  dkn^r,  midt  or  far  I 


Fell  -saad  carmiadlhim  iti  tbi  road  ' 
Twixt  these  p^im»^eB.    Nev^  fear ! 
Give  a  iidghbotiT'&  ghodtgood^bli^r. 
f?My  iftadeV'C*^^  ^^  ^'wf  Brother, 
Bikd  U8\fiik  to  one  i^iher  ! 


Hartt  f  the'mili'is  at  its  work,   '  ■    i 
Nwrr  we  pads  beji'ofti'ther  ortitk; 
To  the  hollbw,  wlieW)^  «h0  mb^ai    - 
Makes  her  stf vei«y  kft^rMon.   >i  "i"'' 

Good'B0ini^9^^;fd^ful  spouse^ 


448  AQATBk, 

Here  the  three  old  maidens  dweHi 
Agatbfk  £^nd  Ka,te  wd  Nell ;. 
See,  the.  mpoii  8to.es  on  ike  thatch. 
We  will.^  and  shake  the  latch. 
Heart  of  Mar^,  cup  of  joy, 
Qim^m  mirth  without  allot/ 1 


Hush,  'tis  here,  n<^  n<Hse,  sing  lowr, 
Rap  with  gentle  feijuQklei?— rsai 
Like  the  little  tapping  tirdi?, 
On  the  door;  then.singgjood  words. 
Meek  Saint  Anna,  fMa^ndftdr, 
HaUow  all  the  snow-wMte  hair  J 


Little  jodaidena  old,  swieet  dreamst ! 
Sleep  one.  sldep  .till  morning  beams. 
Mother  i7e,  who  help,  ub  all^ 
Quick  at  hand,  if  iU  beffell 

Holy  .Qahrlel^  Mi^'laden, 
.    V  Bki$  the  ag^d^mother-maiden  I 
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Forward,  mount  the  broad  hillside 

Swift  as  soldiers  when  they  ride. 

See  the  two  towers  how  they  peep, 

Round-capped  giants,  o*er  the  steep. 
Heart  of  Mary ^  hy  thy  sorrow ^ 
Keep  VLS  upright  through  the  morrow ! 


Now  they  rise  quite  suddenly 
Like  a  man  from  bended  knee, 
Now  Saint  Margen  is  in  sight. 
Here  the  roads  branch  off — good  night  I 
Heart  of  Mary,  by  thy  grace. 
Give  vs  with  the  saints  a  place  ! 


y 


.'[ '  • 


ARMGART 


AEMGAET, 


SCB.NB  L'    •■•  .    •' 

A  Salon  lit  with  lamps  and  ornamented  with  green 
plants.  An  open  piano,  with  mxmy  scattered  sheets 
of  music.  Bronze  bmts  of  Beethoven  and  Gluck  on 
pillars  opposite  eac^h  other,  A  small  table  spread 
tvith  supper.  To  Fraulein  Walpurga,  who  ad- 
vances with  a  slight  lameness  of  gait  from  an  adjoin- 
ing room,  enters  Grai^  Dornbebg  ai  the   opposite 

\     doer  in  a  travelling  dress. 

Graf.    . 

■  •■•'■.••-     '    '     •  *  ■   •'     ■■-'•'■  ••<  •  '■  ■■■■■    I 

Good  morning,  Fraulein  I  :    .  .     ; 
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Walpurga. 


What,  so  soon  returned? 
I  feared  your  mission  kept  you  still  at  Prague. 

Graf, 

But  now  arrived  I    You  see  my  travelling  dress. 
I  hurried  from  the  panting,  roaring  steam 
Like  any  courier  of  amba&r^j^    . 
Who  hides  the  fiends  of  war  within  his  bag. 

Yon  know  that  A^nngart  sings  to-night  ? 

■..Geaf.  .         •       . 

Has  fiKCag  I 
Tis  close  on  half-past  nine.     The  Orpheus 
Lasts  not  so  long.     Hei  spirits — were  they  high  ? 
Was  Leo  confident?  '  • 


IBM&AJtiT.  ^d 


WalpUROA; 


He 'only  feared 
Some  tameneBS  at  beginning.     Let  the  hou6e 
Once  ring,  he  said,  with  plaudits,  she  is  sEtfe. 

Graf. 
And  Armgart  ? 

Walpurga* 

She  was  stiller  than  her  wont 
But  onc^  at  some  such  trivial  word  of  mine, ; 
As  that  the  highest  prize  might  yet  be  won 
By  her  who  took  tiie  second — she  was  roused,. 
"  For  me,"  she  saicjj  "  I  triumph  or  I  faiU 
I  never  strove  for  any  second  prize." 

Graf, 

Poor  huttan4tefttted  stnging-bird  t    She  boAro 

GaBs^B  ambition  in  Irer  delkate>  breastj 

And  nouglrt  «<i«till  it  with  but  quiv^&ting'fean^I 
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Walpurga; 
I  had  not  for  the  world  be^^  there  to-night : 

Unreasonable  dread  oft  chiUB^jne  more 

Than  any  reasonable  hope  cai;i  warp, 

Graf. 
You  have  a  rare  affection  for  your  cousin ; 
As  tender  as  a  sister's. 

Walpurga. 

Nay,  I  fear 
My  love  is  little  more  than  what  I  ifelt 
For  happy  stories  when  1  was  a  child. 
She  fills  my  life  that  would  be  empty  else, 
And  lifts  my  nought  to' value  by  her  side. 

Graf. 

She  is  reason  good  enOtigh,  or  seems  to  be. 
Why -all  ^er^  b(»jn,wibpe©  being  liiimBterB 
To  her  po;cnplfetw«$Pi'.  •Jaiilto<a«tibei?.voi€ja 
Sujb^ues  ufl^?  pr  ber  mstiwpt  es^iweiite,    :,.     . 
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Informing  each  old  strain  with  some  new  grace 
Which  takes  our  sense  like  aiiy  natural  good  ? 
Or  most  her  spiritual  energy-  .      • .  i 
That  sweeps  UB.in..the  cmxenf  of  liBi:<.son^B  ^ 


Walpubga.  r  .../,. 

I  know  not.     Losing  either,  we  should  lose 
That  whole  we  call  ottr  Armgart.     For  herself, 
Sh6.Dft^[i  w6nde(cs  what  her  life  had  been 
WithoT^t  that  voice  for  channel  to  he^  soul  , ,  f 
She  s^s,  it  must  have  leaped.  throUjgl]^  ;^ll  her 

limbs —  ,  •  ,  ..V     ..-•.      \     .- 

Made  her  a  Maenad — made  her  snatch  a  Jbran^. . , 
And  fire  some  forest,  that  her  rage  might  mount 
In  crashing  roaring  flames  through  half  a  land, 
Leaving  her  still  and  patie^^t  for.  a  ytilfir  ,  . 
"  Poor  wretch  I "  she  says,  of  any  murderess — 
"\The    world    -was.   cruel,    and    she.    ocwld    not  j- 

•  ^  fiing:-  '.    ■^^'.  •  •      .-.rur  ^v  ^^^-.  \ •. 

I  carry  my  revenges  in  my  throat ;  » •  -^  .<x  s. 

I  loye  in  singing,  and  am  loved  again." 
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GrAFw 

Mere  mood !     I  cannot  yet  believe  it  more. 
Too  much  ambition  has  unwomaned  her; 
But  only  for  a  while.     Her  nature  hides 
One  half  its  treasures  by  its  very  wealth, 
Taxing  the  hours  to  show  it. 

Walpurga,  >.%... 

Hsirkt  «he<e0in»l. 

Enter  Leo  ivith  a  wreath  in  Ms  hand,  holding  the  door 
open  for  AnUGAKT,  who  wears  a  furred  mantle  and 
hood.  She  is  followed  hy  her  maid,  carrying  an 
arrnfal  of  bouquets, 

Leou       "    - 
Place  for  the  queen  of  song  f 

Graf  {advancing  tovxsurds  AsHaART,  who  throws  <3^ 
her  hood  and  mantle,  and  shows  a  star  of  hritHants 
in  her  hair).  . . 

A  tnoxnph^theti. 
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Ton  will  not  be  a  niggaTcL  of  your  joy 

And  chide  the  eagerness  thai  came  to  shave  it 

ASHaART. 

0  kind !  yon  hastened  your  return  for  me. 

1  wokAA.  yon  h«d  been  there  to  h^r  me  sing  f 
Walpnrga,  kiss  me :  never  tremWe  more 

Lest  Armgart's  wing  should  fyi  her.      ^le  has 

found 
This  night  the  region  where  her  rapture  breathes — 
I^9«fHl^  her  pttssioti  on  the  air  made  live 
Witli  humim  heartthrobs.    ITeU  them,  Leo,  t^li  them 
How  I  outsang  your  hope  and  made  yotl  cry 
Because  Glnck  could  not  hear  me.     That  was  folly ! 
He  sang,  not  Hsteried :  Bvery  linkM  note 
Was  his  immortal  pulse  that  stirred  in  mine, 
And  all  my  gladness  is  but  part  of  him;  ' 
Give  me  the  wreath. 

[Bke  crowns  the  had  <^Glw)k. 

Lbo  {scardo^/ksdUbfyi  :,•„_'.■. 

Ay,  ay,  bat  mark  jtm  this  : 
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It  was  not  part  of  liim^^tliadj: trill  you  madeli  '/  . 
In  spite  of  me  and  EeasoA:!-.'  ,  o  ■      i.     .  •    /. 

A«MGA»T. 

.    .     !■:  You  were  wi^tng-T— 

Dear  Leo,  you  we»e  wrong  i  tte  house  was  held. 
As  if  a  storm  wei:i>  Ueteping  with  Relight.   .  .:   .     // 

Aqdhu^editaithutideir.   .-:•:■      <'•■•.■.'      A  .<      I 

.  WiU  you  a^k.  the  house*  i 
T0  t^aoh  yoTi  RBiging  ?;    Quit  your  Qtpkeus  tbeh,  / 
And  sing. in  fjaroe^. grown  jto  pperas,  .  .    '    , 

•  Where,  ajl  the  prurience  oftJUe  ftiU-fe5J  mob    -  ■ 
Is  tickled  with  jjacjlodiQ  !hnpud^upe ;   ;  .  :■     -  • 

Jerk  fortlji.  hiirlesqu^  bmyuras,  square  ypur  UrTmft.  /- 
Akimbo  wit);  artqivern  wenches, ga^ace, .      .,    "*;  .  ,.y. 
And  set  the  splendid  compass  of  youi;  voipe..     .  /• . 
To  lyrip  jigi^  .Go  to  1  I  l^ought  you  meant 
To  be  an  artist — lift  your  audience 
To  see  your  vision,  not  trick  forth  a  show 

.  TppleiE^e;  the  grossest  t^te  of  grossest  numbers. 


Armgart  [taking  kp  Lio's  hanct,  and  Hshmg  «f)/ 
Pardon,  good  Leo,  I  am  penitent. 
I  will  do  penance :  sing  a  hundred  trills 
Into  a  deep-dug  grave,  then  burying  them 
As  one  did  Midas*  secret,  rid  myself 
Of  naughty  exultation.     0  I  tnlled 
At  nature^s  prompting,  like  the  nightingales. 
Go  scold  them,  dearest  Leo, 

'    ^    i  ■••^-  Lfea  ■-•  ••  V  '    •  '    '  '-^l 
listop  my  ears.  '  ^ 
Nature  in  Gluck  inspiring  Orpheus, 
Has  done  with  nightingales.     Are  bird-beaks  lips  ? 

Gkaf, 
Truce  to  rebukes  1    Tell  us— ^ who  were' not  there— 
The  double  dmmia :  how  thefexpectant'housd'  '"  " " 
Took  the  first  notes. 

WalpurgA  [iurmrvg  from  her  occupation  ^ffile<iktn^\the 
.  room  wkh  the  flowery),        .  -  ;  i . 

•Yes,  tell  us  all,  dear  Armgatt 
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Did  you  feel  tremors?    Leo,  how  did  she  look? 
Was  there  a  cheer  to  greet  her  ? 


liEO. 

Not  a  soxini 
8he  walked  like  Orpheus  in  his  solitude, 
And  seemed  .to  see  nought  but  what  no  man  saw... 
'Twas  famous.     Not  the  Sohroeder-Devrient 
Had  done  it  better.     But  your  blessed  public 
Had  never  any  judgment  in  cold  blood — 
Thinks  all  perhaps  were  better  otherwise, 
Till  rapture  brings  a  reason. 

Armgart  {scomJully\ 

I  knew  that ! 
The  women  whispered,  "  Not  a  pretty  face ! " 
The  men^  "Well,  well,  a  goodly  length  of  limb;' 
She  bears  the  chiton." — It  were  all  the  sai^e 
Were  I  the  Virgin  Mother  and  my  stage 
The  opening  heavens  at  the  Judgment-day : 
Gossips  would  peep,  jog  elbows,  rate  the  jirice 
Of  na^  a  wotaan  in  the  social  mart. 
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What  were  the  drama  of  the  world  to  them, 
Unless  they  felt  the  hell-prong  ? 

Leo. 

Peace,  now,  peace  I 
I  hate  my  phrases  to  be  smothered  o'er 
With  sauce  of  paraphrase,  my  sober  tune 
Made  bass  to  rambling  trebles,  showering  down 
In  endless  demi-semi-quavers. 

Armgart  [taking  a  bon-bon  from  the  table,  uplifting^ 
it  before  putting  it  into  her  mouth,  and  turning 

:    i 

away). 

Mum  I 

Graf. 
Yes,  tell  us  all. the  glory,  leave  the  blame. 

f   WALPURGAi  r,-: 

You  first;  dear  Leo— what  you  aaw  and  heazd^ 
Then  Armgart— »she^  must  tell  us  what  she  ielt 
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..  Lep, 
Well !     The  first  notes  came  clearly  firmly  forth. 
And  I  was  easy,  for  behind  those  rills 
I  knew  there  was  a  fountain.     I  could  see 
The  house  was  breathing  gently,  heads  were  still ; 
Parrot  opinion  was  struck  meekly  mute, 
And   human    hearts   were   swelling.      Armgart 

stood 
As  if  she  had  been  new- created  there 
And  found  her  voice  which  found  a  melody. 
The  minx  !     Gluck  had  not  written,  nor  I  taught : 
Orpheus  was  Armgart,  Armgart  Orpheus. 
Well,  well,  all  through  the  scena  I  could  feel 
The  silence  tremble  now,  now  poise  itself 
With  added  weight  of  feeling,  till  at  last 
Delight  o'ei'-toppled  it.     The  final  note 
Had  happy  drowning  in  the  unloosed  roar 
That  surged  and  ebbed  and  ever  surged  again, 
Till  expectation  kept  it  pent  awhile 
Ere  OqALdusnetiiuiijed.     Pfiiil     He  was  changed: 
My  denii^od'Waa'  pale,  had  downoast  eyes        .  . 
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That  quivered  like  a  bride's  who.  &,bx  would  send 
Backward  the  rising  tear. 

Armgart   {advancing^  but   then   turning  away,  aa  if 
to  check  her  speech), 

■•  I  «?«»  a  bride. 
As '  nuns  arb  at  •  their  spoflsals'.    ■     ' 

Leo. 

Ay,  my  lady, 
That  moment  will  not  come  again :  applause 
May  come  and  plenty ;  but  the  first,  first  draught ! 

{Snaps  his  fingers.) 
Music  has  sounds  for  it^— I  know  no  words. 
I  felt  it  once  myself  wten  they  performed 
My  overture  to  Sintram.     Well  I  'tis  strange, 
We  know  not  pain  from  pleasure  in  such  joy 


Akmgart  {turning  quickly). 

■   • '   i  i : .  .  '     :• 

Oh,  pleasure  has  cramped  dwelling  in:Ourieonls^ 
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And  when  ftiU  Being  eomen  jsmst  call  on  pain 
To  lend  it  liberal  space. 

WALPtr«6A. 

I  hope  the  house 
Kept  a  reserve  of  plaudits  :  I  am  jealous 
Lest  they  had  dulled  th^Baaelyes  for  coming  good 
That   should   have   seemed  the   better  and   the 
best. 

Leo. 

No,  'twas  a  revel  where  they  had  but  quaffed 
Their  opening  cup.     I  thank  the  artist's  star, 
His  audience  keeps  not  sober :  once  afire, 
They  flame  towards  climax,  thoi^h  his  merit,  hold 
But  fairly  even. 

Armoart  (her  hand  on  Leo's  arm). 

Now,  now,  confess  the  truth : 
I  sang  still  better  to  the  very  end — 
All  savB  the  triU ;  I  give  that  up  to  you; 
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To  bite  and  growl  at.     Why,  yon  said  yotirsel^ 
Each  time  I  sang,  it  seemed  new  doors  were  oped 
That  you  might  hear  heaven  clearer, 

Leo  (shaking  his  finger), 

I  was  raving. 

Armgart. 

I  am  not  glad  with  that  mean  vanity 
Which  knows  no  good  beyond  its  appetite- 
Full  feasting  upon  pndse !    I  am  only  glad, 
Being  praised  for  what  I  know, is  worth  the  praise; 
Glad  of  the  proof  that  I  myself  have  part 
In  what  I  worship  I     At  the  last  applause — 
Seeming  a  roar  of  tropic  winds  that  tossed 
The  handkerchiefs  and  many-coloured  flowers, 
Falling  like  shattered  rainbows  all  around— 
Think  you  I  felt  myself  A  ^wa  dfowAaf    ; 
No^.but  a  happy  aptritual  star 
Such  as  old  Dante  saw,  wrought  in  a  Jres^ 
Of  light  in  Paradise,  whose  only  self    .-       ■ 
Was  consciousnesfl  of  glory  wi4erdiffu8e(Jt 
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Music,  lif^e,  power^^I  moving  in  the  midst 
Witha  enfelime  hecesBity  of  good. 

Leo  [with  a  shrug). 

I  thought  it  was  a  prima  donna  came 
Within  the  eide-scenes  ;  ay,  and  she  was  proud 
To  find  the  bouquet  from  the  royal  box 
Enclosed  a  jewel-case,  and  proud  to  wear 
A  star  of  brilliantly,  qtlite  an  earthly'  stat,    '  ' 
Valued  by  thalers.     Cdme,  iny  lady,  owti 
Ambitioto'has  iive  sensesj  and  a  self''  '  •-  ■  ■ 
Thfeit  gives  it  good  vmrm  lodgfoig  when  it  sinks 
Plump  down  froM'  ecstasy,  ;      • 

.  Abmgart. 

•  '         -'    •  Own  it?  why  hot? 

Am  I  a  sage  whose  ^ords  must  fall  like  seed 
Silently  buried  toward  a^  feir-off  spriiig  ? 
I  sing  to  living  men  j3ttid  iny  eflfeot      : 
Is  like  the-STimmer'fi  exin,  that  ripefts  com     '  '  '■ 
Or  now  or  never.     If  the  world  brings  nie  gifts. 
Gold,  incense,  myrA-^'twill- be  the  needful  sign 


ARMGABT.  469 

That  I  have  stirred  it  as  the  high  year  «tirs    : : 
Before  I  sink  to  wipter. 

•  . ,,     •:  .  Graf. 

;•  EiOBtibsi^B 
Are  short-T'iBOfjt.bappily !     \Ve  sliould  but.  Lose  . 
Were  Anutg«^ibome  tt)o  oommanlj  and  loijig  . ;  ■• 
Ont  Qi  tbck  sciJf .tha*'iehpj?m»;iji^    CcwW  J'chooBeb^; 
She  werQ.less  9^  to  soar  beypndtjie.jreaph  ... 
Of  woman's  f^ibl^s,'  i^m^ent.yQ^tieSi .  ..    -  / 

Fondness  for  trifles  like  .that  prc^ty^.star  . . .  :  f  -  <. 
Twinkling  beside  her  cloud  of  ebon  hair. 

Ari^qart  {talcinf  out  the  gem  and  looking  al;  it). 

This  littlestar  I    i  trotfld  it  were. .ihe- seed 

Of  a  whole' Jffilfcy  Way,  if  swch  bright  ihitainer-  i 

Were  the  sole  speeJfch:  men-  told  their,  raptiire  'wsida 

At  Armgairt's  tousribi     Miall  I  itumi««ide.:  -^    '  "'♦ 

From  splendours  which  flash  oiit  th*e 'glomr TT  mite, 

And  live  to  make,  in  all  the  chosen  breasts 

Of  lialf  a  Continent  ?     JSTo,  may  it  come, 

Tb^ft 'Splendour  1     May  the  day  be  near  when  men 
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Think  much  to  let  m j  horses  draw  me  home. 
And  new  lands  welcome  me  npon  their  beaoh. 
Loving  me  for  my  fame.     That  is  the  tnith 
Of  what  I  wish,  nay,  yearn  for.     Shall  I  lie  ? 
Pretend  to  seek  ol)iBOurity — to  sing 
In  hope  of  disregard?    A  vile  pretence  f 
And  Masphemy  besides.    For  what  ia-Hmm 
Bat  the  benignant  strength  of  Otie,  ^ti:«a}sft)^ed 
To  joy  of  Many?    Tritmtes,  pkodits  come 
As  necessary  breathing  of  sttob- joy  y 
And  may  they  come  to  met 

Graf. 

The  aagnries 
Point  clearly  that- way.    Is  it  no  offence 
To  wish  the  eagle's  wing  may  find  i^epobe^  -/ 
As  feebler  wings  do,  in  a. quiet  nest? 
Or  has  ih^  iatte<of  &me.ftlready  tami^d 
•The  Womioi  to  a  Mtuie .;  •-  * 

Leo  {goirig  to  the  table). 

Who  needa.no  6^pp0X. 


I 
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I  am  her  priest,  ready  to  eat  her  share 
Of  good  Walpurga^s  offerings. 

Walpubga. 

Armgart,  come. 
Oraf,  will  you  come? 

Graf. 

Thanks,  I  play  ttmad  here, 
And  tntist  retrieve  my  self-indulged  delay. 
But  will  the  Muse  receive  a  votary 
At  any  hour  to-morrow  ? 

Armoartu 

Any  hour 

After  rehearsal,  att&r  twelve  k%  \ 
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SOENE    II. 

Thfi  sarm  Sahn,  rnorning.  ;  Armgart  seated,  in  her 
bonnet  and  walking'  dress.  The  Ctkaf  '^tandtfiff 
near  her  against  the  piano; 

Armgart,  to  many  minds  the  first  success 

Is  reason  for  deaistijig.     I  have  known 

A  man  so  versatile,  jhe  tried  all  iarts,  ...    ,^ 

But  when  in  each  by  turns  he  had  achieved 

Just  so  much  mastery  as  made  men  say, 

"  He  could  be  king  here  if  he  would,"  he  threw 

The  lauded  skill  aside.     He  hates,  said  one. 

The  level  of  achieved  pre-eminence, 

He  must  be  conquering  still ;  but  others  said 
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Armgart. 

The  trathf,  I  hope  :  he  had  a  moagyre  aoul, 

Holding  no  depth  where  love  could  root  itaelt 

"  Could  if  he  would  ?  "     True  greatness  ever  wills — 

It  lives  in  wholeness  if  it  live  at  all, 

And  all  its  strength  is  Itnit  with  constancy. 

Graf. 


He  us^  to  saiy  Umaetf  he  waa  ^o- san^ .  . 
To  give  \m  life  away  6}r  e^od^^noe  ..  ; 
Which  yet  muftt  jtaud,.an:ivoii5f  a1^^€k(^  -  ,.  ; .      « 
Wrought  to  perfeotion  '^(;>ugk  long,  Ipiaeljf  year^  • 
Hi^d4)ed  in  the  mart  of  me^i^riti^.    .  ,    ,       ,  t  // 
He  said,  the  veffypnestdoi^g  T^ini^,  i    . 
The  admiriBg only;  V^uttpleav^.uadc^^^-    ;. 
Promise  and  ipiot  fulfil^  like  bi^^.yoiith,. .     . 
Wins  all  the  euviouA)  makes  them  sigh  ypur  na|i^9. 

As  that  fair  Absaxit,  blaiv^ao  Posaibtei.. < 

Which  could  alocke  impa^ionthem i,  $p;i4i,thv%  ...  ' 
Serena liiegatian  haa  free. giftt of  all«  ,  ./.: 
Panting  achievement  stfugglei^,  is.dpmied)  ,  '  r 

Q 
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Or  wins  to  lose  again.     What  say  yon,  Armgart? 
Tmth  has  rongh  flavours  if  we  bite  it  through; 
I  think  this  sarcasm  came  from  ottt  it^  core 
Of  bitter  irony. 


.    Armgaht.  . 

It  is  the  truth 
Mean  souls  select  to  feed  upon.     What  then  ? 
Their  meanness  is  a  truth,  which  I  Ttrill  spurn; 
The  praise  I  seek  lives  not  in  envious  breeith 
Using  my  name  to  blight  Another's  deed,    v^ 
I  sing  for  love  of  song  and  that  renoWi    *      - 
Wliich  is  the  spreading  actj  the  world-wide  shai*e, 
Of  good  that  I  was  born  with.     Had  I  failed — ' 
Well,  that  had  been  a  truth  most  pitiable 
I  cannot  bear  to.tiiink  what  life  would  be 
With  high  hope  ^rank  to  endu'ranoe,  stunted  -aims 
Like  broken  lances  ground  to  eating-knives, 
A  self  suiik  down  to  look' With  level  eyes       i     :    •' 
At  low  achievement,  doomed  from  day  toddy'        ''- 
To  distaste  'of  its  consciouRriess,     But  I-  ■■  '  >> 
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Graf. 
Have  won,  not  lost,  in  your  decisive  throw. 
And  I  too  glory  in  this  issue  ;  yet, 
The  public  verdict  has  no  potency 
To  sway  my  judgment  of  what  Armgart  is  : 
My  pure  delight  in  her  would  be  but  sullied, 
If  it  overflowed  with  mixture  of  men's  praise. 
And  had  she  failed,  I  should  have  said,  ''  The  pearl 
Remains  a  pearl  for  me,  reflects  the  light 
With  the  same  fitness  that  first  charmed  my  gaze- 
Is  worth  as  fine  a  setting  now  as  then." 

Armgakt  (rising). 
Oh,  you  are  good  I     But  why  will  you  rehearse 
The  talk  of  cynics,  who  with  insect  eyes 
Explore  the  secrets  of  the  rubbish-heap  ? 
I  hate  your  epigrams  and  pointed  saws 
Whose  narrow  truth  is  but  broad  falsity. 
Confess  your  friend  was  shallow. 

Graf. 

*  I  ooAfess 
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Life  is  not  rounded  in  an  epigram, 

And  saying  anght,  we  leave  a  world  unsaid. 

I  quoted,  merely  to  shape  forth  my  thought 

That  high  success  has  terrors  when  8^5hieved — 

Like  preternatural  spouses  whose  dire  love 

Hangs  perilous  on  slight  observances : 

Whence  it  were  possible  that  Armgart  crowned 

Might  turn  and  listen  to  a.  pleading  voice^ 

Though  Armgart  striving  in  the  race  was  deaf. 

You  said  you  dared  not  think  what  life  had  been 

Without  the  stamp  of  eminence  ;  have  you  thought 

How  you  will  bear  the  poise  of  eminence 

With  dread  of  sliding?     Paint  the  future  out 

As  an  unchecked  and  glorious  career, 

'Twill  grow  more  strenuous  by  the  very  loye 

You  bear  to  excellence,  the  very  fate 

Of  human  powers,  which  tread  at  every  step 

On  possible  verges. 

Armgart. 
I  B,ccefit  the  periL 
I  choose  to  W^^  high  with  sublimer  dread 
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Bather  tham  orawi  in  safety.    And,  besideB, 

I  am  an  artist  as  yon  are  a  nobis : 

I  ougbt  to  bear  the  burthen  of  my  rank. 

Gbap. 
Snch  parallels,  dear  Armgait,  sace  but  snares 
To  octeh  the  mmd  vritii  seeming  argument— 
Small  baits  of  likeness  'mid  disparity. 
Men  rise  the  higher  as  their  task  is  high, 
The  task  being  ^5^11  aohieved.     A  woman's  rank 
lies  in  lite  fulness  of  ber  womanhood : 
Therein  alone  she  id  iV)yal* 

Abmgart. 

Yes,  I  know 
The  oft-tanght  Gospel :  **  Woman,  thy  desire 
Sliall  be  that  all  sttperlativ^s  on  earth 
Belong  to  men,  sa/ve  the  one  highest  kind— 
To  be  a  mcrt^her.     Thon  shalt  not  desire 
To  do  aught  best  save  pure  subservience : 
Natoe  has  willed  it  so  1"    O  blessed  Nature ! 
Let  her  be  arbitretos ;  she  gave  me  y^i^  ^^ 
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Such  as  she,  only  gives  a  woman  child,   ■ 
Best  of  its  kind,  gave  me  ambition  too, 
That  sen^  transe^ndent  wMoh  can  taste  the  joy 
Of  swaying  multitudes,  of  being  adored 
For  such  achievement,  needed  excellence, 
As  man's  best-  art  must  wait  for,  or  be  dumb. 
Men  did  not  say,  when  I  had  sung  last  n^ht, 
"  'Twas  good,  nay,  wonderful,  considering 
She  is  a  woman  !'— and  then  turn  to  add, 
"  Tenor  qr  baritone  had  sung  her  songs 
Better,  of  course  :  she's  but  a  woman  spoiled." 
I  beg  your  pardon,  Grg^f,  you  "said  iU  •  / 

Graf. 

No! 

How. should  I  say  it,.AiTngart?    I  who  oWn 
The  magic  of  your  natitre^givett  fttt 
As  sweetest  effluence  of  yom*  womanhood 
Which,  being. -to  my  choice  the  beet,  must  find 
The  best  of  ptteraixioev     But  thia^I  say : . 
Your  feryid  youth  beguiles  yoiui;  you  mistake 
A  strain  of  lyriq. passion  ft>f  ft^Ufot .  ;  ' 
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Which  in  the  spending  is  a  chrcMiiole    • 

With  ugly  pages.     Trust  me,  Armgart,  trUBt  me ; 

Ambition  exquisite  as  yours  which  soars 

Toward  something  quiiitessential  yo*d  call  fame, 

Is  not  robust  enough  for  this  gross  w6rld 

Whose  fame  is  dense  with  false  and  foolish  breafh.' 

Ardour,  a-twin  with  nice  refining  thought, 

Prepares  a  double  pain.     Pain  had  been  saved. 

Nay,  purer  glory  reached,  had  you  been  throned  ' 

As  woman  only,  holding  all  yowt  art       ' 

As  attribute  to  that  dear  sovereignty-^'  '    •  *    ■'^'  * 

Concentering  your  power  in  home  delights ' 

Which  penetrate  and  purifv  the  world. 

Aehqabt. 

What !  leave  the  opera  with  my  part  ill-sung 
While  I  was  warbling'  in  a  drawing-tooirf  ? 
Sing  in  the  chimney-corner  to  inspire  •     »    •     ' 
My  husband  reading  news?     Let  the  world  hear* 
My  music  only  in  his  morning  speech  ' 

Less  stammering  than  most  honourable  men  s'?     ^- 
No !  tell  me  that  my  song  is  poor,  my  arf 
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The  piteous  fe«it.  of  w^knesB  nfing  ilardiigslih. — • 

That;  were  fit  pxoem  to  your  argumeut 

Till  then,  I  am  an  artist  by  my  \)kih — 

By  the  same  warrant  that  I. am  a  woman  i 

Nay,  in  the  added  rarer  gift  I  ftee 

Supreme  yocatiion :  if  a  confliot  oomed, 

Perish — no,  not  the  woman,  but  tli/e  joys 

Whioh  men  make  nsirrow  by  their  D&»irrownee& 

Ohj  I  am  happy  1    The  gireat  masters  write 

For  women^s  yoice^,  and  ^e^bt  MUsic;  waists  laael 

I  need  not  csrushmyi^lf  witbiSi  a  3lao=uid, 

Of  theory  oaEed  Nature :  I  have  room-  .    . 

To  breathe  and  grp w  unsti^ated* 

Armgart,  hew  ttfe. 
I  meant  not, tl^t  on??  talk.sjbould  hurry  oft 
To  such  collision.     FoBe«ight  of  the  ill^ 
Thick  shadowing  yo^r  path,  drew  oan  my  ispeeoh 
Beyond  intention.     True,,  Ijcame  to  aak 
A  great  renuacfation,  but  T^ot  thi^ 
Towards  wjiich  my.  worda  M  first  perversely  Btrayad, 
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As  if  in  memory  of  their  earlier  suit, 

Forgetful 

Armgart,  do  you  remember  too  ?  the  suit 
Had  but  postponetn^nt/  was  iiot  qmte  (Mfidftinoii-- 
Was  told  to  Wait  and  lemm — ^what  it  ham  leanveck^ 
A  more  suhmifisire  speech. 

Armgart  {with  aome  agitast^ony 
^  Theii  it  ibtgot 

Its  lesson  onieily.     Ab  I  rem«Hibwr,  ' 
'Twas  not  to  fipeak  save  to  the  artist  onHmeid, 
Nor  speak  to  her  of  oosting  off  lusx  crownu 

Nor  will  it,  Armgart     J  cotne  not  to  sqelr  i 

Any  renuncdation  sar-e  the  wife*s,  • 

Which  turns  away  from  other  ^ossiKte  love 
Future  and  worthier,  to  taAe  his  love     f  1 

Who  asks  the  nam^  of  hasbaxni.     He  whd  son^^ 
Armgart  obscure,  and  heard  her  answer,  <*^  Wsflt**^ — 
May  come  without  suspicion  now  to  sisefc 
Armgart  applauded.  ''• 
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Armgart  [turning  towards  him). 

Yes,  without  euspioioii  . 
Of  aught'  aave  what  ooasiets  with  faithfiilnesft 
In  all  expressed  intent     Forgive  me,  Graf — 
I  am  ungrateful  to  no  soul  that  loves  me~ 
To  you  most  grateful.     Yet  the  best  intent 
Grasps  but  a  living  present  which  may  grow 
Like  any  lujfledged  bird.     You  are  a  noble, 
And  have  a  high;  career ;  just  now  you  said 
'Twas  higher  fai^  than  aught  a  woman  seeks 
Beyond  mere  womanhood.     You  claim  to  be 
More  than  a  husband,  but  could  not  rejoice 
That  I  were  more  than  wife.     What  follows,  then  r 
You  choosiAg  me  with  such  persistency 
As  is  but  stretched-out  rashness,,  soon  must  find 
Our  marriage  asks  concessions,  asks  resolve. 
To  share  renunciation  or  demand  it 
Either  we  both  renounce  a  mutual  ease, 
As  in  a  nation's  need,  both  man 'and  wife 
Do  public  services,  or  one  of  us 
Must  yield  tliat  something  else  foi*  which  each  lijres 
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Besides  the  other.  Men  are  reasoners  : 
That  premiss  of  superior  claims  perforce 
Urges  conclusion — "  Armgart,  it  is  you." 


Gbaf. 

But  if  I  say  I  have  considered  this 

With  strict  prevision,  counted  all  the  cost 

Which  that  great  good  of  loving  you  demands — 

Questioned  my  stores  of  patience,  half  resolved 

To  live  resigned  without  a  bliss  whose  threat 

Touched  you  as  well  as  me— and  finally. 

With  impetus  of  undivided  will 

Returned  to  say,  "  You  shall  be  free  as  now ; 

Only  accept  the  refuge,  shelter,  guard. 

My  love  will  give  your  freedom  '* — then  your  words 

Are  hard  accusal. 

ArMCiABT, 

Well,  I  accuse  myself. 
My  love  would  be  accomplice  of  your  will. 
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Graf. 

Again — my  will?  : 

Armgart. 

Oh,  your  unspoken  will 
Your  silent  tolerance  would  torture  me, 
And  on  that  rack  I  should  deny  the  good  . 
I  yet  believed  in.  .      , 

■  GfitAp;    ■         ■ 

Then  I  am  the  man 
Whom  you  would  love  ? 

Armgart. 

Whom  I  refuse  to  love  I 
No ;  I  will  live  alone  and  pour  my  pain 
With  passion  into  music,  where  it  turns 
To  what  is  best  within  my  better  8el£ 
I  wiU  not  take  for  hilsband  one  who  deems 
The  thing  my  sou^l  acknowledges  as  good-  - 
The  thing  I  hold  worth  striving,  sufifering  fer,.. 
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To  be  a  thing  dispensed  with  easily, 
Or  else  the  idol  of  a  mind  infirm. 


Graf. 

Armgart,  you  are  ungenerous  ;  you  strain 
My  thought  beyond  its  mark;     Our  difference 
lies  not  so  deep  at^  lore — as  union 
Through  a  mystieHons  fitnesa  that  trauscexh^ 
Formal  agreeinent. 

It  lies  deep  enough 
To  chafe  the  union.     If  many  a  man 
Refrains,  degraded,  frbm  the  litmbst  rightr,"     ■  ^ 
"Because  tlie  pldadirlgs  of  his  wife's  stii?6;ll  fettrsr' 
Are  little  serpents  biting  at  his  heel, — 
How  shall  a  woman  keep  tar  steadfastness 
Beneath  a  frost  within  h^r  husband's  eyes 
Where  coldness  scorches  ?     Graf,  it  is  your  sorrow 
That  you  love  Armgart.    ^ay,  it  is  her  sorrow 
That  slie  may  noi  love  j6M',''  -  r  .'.••!  r 
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Graf. 

Woman,  it  seems, 
Has  enviable  power  to  love  or  not 
According  to  her  will. 

Abmgart. 

Sbe  hfi^  the  will-*r 
I  have— who  am  one  woman — not  to  takei 
Disloyal  pledges  that  divide  her  will. 
The  man  who  marries  me  must  wed  my  Art — 
Honour  and  cherish  it,  not  tolerate. 

Uraf. 
The  man  is  yet  to  come  whose  theory 
Will  w^b  as  nought  with  you  against  his  love. 

Armga&t. 
Whose  theory  will  plead  beside  his  love. . 


Graf. 

t 

Himself  a  singer,  then  ?  whp  knows  no,  life 
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Out  of  the  opera  books,  where  tenor  parts 
Are  found  to  suit  him  ? 

Armgart. 

You  are  bitter,  Graf. 
Forgive  me  ;  seek  the  woman  you  deserve, 
All  grace,  all  goodness,  who  has  not  yet  found 
A  meanirig  in  her  Kffe,  nor  any  end 
Beyond  fulfilling  yours.     The  type  abounds. 

IGraf." 

And  happily,  for  the  world. 

Armgart. 

Yes,  happily. 
Let  it  excuse  me  that  my  kind  is  rare : 
Commonness  is  its  own  security. 

Graf. 
Armgart,  I  would  with  all  my  soul  I  knew 
The  man  so  rare  that  he  could  make  your  life 
As  woman  sweet  to  you,  as  artist  safe. 


4jJ8  armqart. 

Armgart. 
Oh,  I  can  live  unmated,  but  not  live 
Without  the  bliss  of  pinging,  to  the  world, 
And  feeling  all  m^  wwld  respond  to  me. 

Graf. 
May  it  be  lastii^g.    Jheii,  w  two  Tnustpwt?: 

Armgart. 
I  thank  you  from  my  tieart^for  alL     6'arewell  I 
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SCENK  in; 

A  Teah   Latrbl" 


7%6    ^am^    Baton.      Walpurga   is  starting   looking 
towards   the   window   with   an    air   of  uneasiness, 

DiOCTOfe'GRAHN. 


DocTQlt,  .      ; 

Where  is  my  patient,  Fraulein? 

.    .  '  ,         .     ;    / 

Walpurga. 

'  Fled  !  escaped ! 

Gone  to  reliearsal.     Is  it  dangerous  P  ' 
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Doctor. 
No.  no ',  her  throat  is  cured.     I  only  came 
To  hear  her  try  her  voice.     Had  she  yet  sung? 

Walpurga. 
No  ;  she  had  meant  to  wait  for  you.     She  said, 
"  The  Doctor  has  a  right  to  my  first  song." 
Her  gratitude  was  full  of  little  plans, 
But  all  were  swept  away  like  gathered  flowers 
By  sudden  storm.     She  saw  this  opera  bi|l-- 
It  was  a  wasp  to  sting  her :  she  turned  palOi  • 
Snatched  up  her  hat  and  mufflers,  said  in  hast\e>. 
"  I  go  to  Leo — to  rehearsal — none 
Shall  sing  Fidelio  to-night  but  me  1 " 
Then  rushed  down-stairs. 

Doctor  {looking  at  his  watch). 

And  this,  not  long  ago  ? 

f  J.     '      Walpurga. 

Barely  an  hour. 
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Doctor. 
I  will  come  again, 
Betuming  j6rom  Charlottenburg  at  one. 

Walpurga. 
Doctor,  I  feel  a  st^g^  proseiitiment. 
Are  you  quite  easy  ? 

Doctor. 

She  can  tfi^e  «o  haroL     ,. 
Twaa  tim.e  for  her  to  sing :  her, throat, k  welL . 
It  was  a  fierce  a-ttack,  9.ndl  dangerous;; 
I  had  to  use  strong  remedies,  but — well  I 
At  one,  dear.Fraulein,  we  shall  meet  again, 
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SCENE  IV/       -^ 

Two  Hours  Lateb. 

Wal^UR^a  iM^  itpj  hakhtg  towards  the  door,  Abm- 
aA»T  ent&s,^lloived'b^ijEt3-  &i&  thir&voi  herself  on 
a  chair  tohiidk  stands  with  its  hack  towards  the  dooTj 
speechless^  hot  seeming  to  see  anytKing,  WALl^ukaA 
casts  a  quetHoning^  terrified  holt  ai'lJEo:  H^  slitugs 
his  shoulders,  and  lifts  up  his  hands  behind  Armgart, 
who  sits  like  a  helpless  image,  while  Walpurga  takes 
off  her  hat  and  mantle. 

Walpurga. 
Armgart,    dear   Armgart    {kneeUng    and  taking   her 
hands),  only  speak  to  me, 


ABMOAliT;  49S 

Your  poor  W^lpttfga.     Oh,  yonr  hands  are  cokL 
Clasp  ytdnej  tsad  warm  them  !     I  iriU  Mbs  ibuA 
waim*- 

(ARMGxnT.h^ks  ai  her  mn  m^temt^  iheM  4raws>  t^ufog 
her*.  JtoHchy  ^nd^  twming  iiside^  bu?ie9  her  /aee 
u^imi  ike  kaek,  sf  the  chairs  WAL?ii^K^.>  n^}?^ 
and  standing  near.) 

'  .'  .  '  (Doctor  Grahn  enters,) 

POCTOR,  .. 

News !  tliiTuig  xi^wa  t^-daj  I  woadens  ofxoi^  tbiiQJc.  I 

Abmqart  (starting, vp  at  the  first  sound  of  his  voice^, 
and  peaking  vehemently). 

Yes,  thick,  thi^  thick  I  and  jou  have  mufdered  ^i 

Murdered  my  voice — poisoned  the  soul  in  me, 

And  kept  me  liviugi         ^ 

You  novel:  told  md  tjbofc  your  cruel  eutes 

Were  clogging  fiims — a;  aaouldj,  deadening  blight-'— 

A  lava-m^.to  carusl  aad  buiry  m^^ 

Yet  hold  m/s  Jiving  in  a  deep,  deep  tomb^  i 
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Crying  unheard  for  ever !    Oh,  your  cuxee 
Are  deviUB  triumphs :  you  can  rob,  maim,  alAy^ 
And  keep  a  hell  on  the  other  side  your  cum 
Where  you  can  see  your  victim  quivering 
Between  the  te^th  of  torture— see  a  Botil 
Made  keen  by  loss — all  anguish  with  a  good 
Once  known  and  gone  I    (Ticms  and  sikks  back  «n  her 
chair.) 

0  misery,  misery  I 
You  might  have  killed  me,  might  have  let  me  sleep 
After  my  happy  day  and  wake — not  here  I 
In  some  new  unremembered  world,— not  h^e,  . 
Where  all  is  faded,  flat — a  feast  broke  off- 
Banners  all  meaningless — exulting  word6 
Dull,  dull — a  drum  that  lingers  in  the  air  • 
Beating  to  melody  whidi  no  man  hears. 

Doctor  (after  a  momev£8  silence)^ 
A  sudden  check  has  shaken  you,  poor  child ! 
All  things  se^m  livid,  tottering  to  your  sense, 
From  inward  tumult.     Stricken  by  a  threat 
You  see  your  terrors  only.   .  Tell  me,  Leo  ? 
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Tis  not  ffticb:  titter  loss. 

(Leo,  with  a  shrug y goes  quietly  out.) 
The- freshest  bloom 
Merely,  has  left  the  finit ;  the  finit  itself  .  .  . 

Ajimgart, 
Is  ruined,  withered,  is  a  thing  to  hide  - 

Away  from  scorn  or  pity.     Oh,  you  stand 
And  look  compassionate  now,  but  when  Death  came 
With  mercy  in  his  hands,  yon  hindered  him. 
I  did  not:  choose  to  live  and  have  your  pity. 
You  never  told  me,  never  gave  me  choice 
To  diiB  a  singer,  lightning-struck,  unmaimed, 
Or  live  what  yon  would  mate  me  with  your  cures — 
A  self  aOCtttsed'with  consciousness  of  change, 
A  mind  that  lives  in  nought  but  members  lopped, 
A  power  turned  to  pain — as  meaningless 
As  letters  fallen  asimder  that  once  made 
A  hymn  of  rapture.     Oh,  I  had  meaning  once. 
Like  day  and  sweetest  air.     What  am  I  now  ?  i 
The  millionth  woman  in  superfluous  herds.  ^ 

Why  should  I  be,  do,  think  ?     'Tis  thistle-seed, 
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That  grows  and  grows  to  feed  tbe  rabbidh4ieap* 
Leave  me  alone  I 

DoCTOB« 

Well,  I  will  come  again ; 
Send  for  me  when  you  will,  though  but  to  rate  me. 
That  is  medicinal- — a  lotting  blood 

Oh,  there  is  one  pbjsiGuui,  <mly  one^ 

Who  cures  -amd  never  flpail&     Him.  I  shall  seodifi^  ) 

He  comes  readily. 

Doctor  {to  Walpurga), 

One  word,  dear  Fraideia). 


4^7 


SCENE     Y. 

AKMGAftt,   WaLPUKGA. 

i      .■  ••  •  ' 

Armqart. 
Walpurga,  have  jou  walked  this  morning? 

Walpuro-A. 

,    ■    .  No. 

Armgabt^ 
Gk>,  theBi  aiiid  Wulk  y  I  wis^i  to  bie  «leii». 

I  will  notlesTB  ymi.  .  .- 
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ASMGABT. 

Wil(  not,  at  my  wish  ? 

Walpurga. 
Will  not,  becanse  yon  wish  it     Say  no  more, 
But  take  this  draught. 

AUMGABT, 

The  Doctor  gave  it  yon  ? 
It  is  an  anodyne.     Put  it  away. 
He  cured  me  of  my  voice,  and  now  he  wants 
To  cure  me  of  my  vision  and  resolve — 
Drug  me  to  sleep  that  I  may  wake  again 
Without  a  purpose,  abject  as  the  rest 
To  bear  the  yoke  of  life.     He  shall  not  cheat  me 
Of  that  fresh  strength  which  anguish  gives  the  soul, 
The  inspiration  of  revolt,  ere  rage 
Slackens  to  felteting.     Now  I  see  the  truth* 

Walpurga  {setting  doUm  the  glass). 
Then  you  must  see  a  future  in  your  reach, 


ARMGAKT.  4*99 

With  happineas  enough  to  make  a  dower 
For  two  of  modest  claims. 

Armgakt. 

Oh,  you  intone 
That  chant  of  consolation  wherewith  ease 
Makes  itself  easier  in  the  sight  of  pain, 

Walpurga. 
No ;  I  would  not  console  you,  but  rebuke. 

Armgart. 
That  is  more  bearable.     Forgive  me,  .dear. 
Say  what  you  will.     But  now  I  want  to  write. 

[She  rises  and  moves  towards  a  table,] 

Walpurga. 

I  say  then,  you  are  simply  fevered,  mad ; 
You  cry  aloud  at  horrors  that  would  vaiiisji  -       ' 
If  you  would  change  th»  light,  throw  into  ^hade 
The  losd  you  aggrandise,  and  let  day  fell  ' ' 

On  good  reniaining,  nay  on  good  refusfed    '  f 
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Which  ipa^  be  gain  now.     Did  yeo  not  Teject 
A  woman's  lot  more  brilliant,  a4»  tome  hel«^ 
Than  any  singer's  ?     It  may  still  be  yours. 
Graf  Domberg  loved:  yon  welL 

Armgart. 

Not  me,  not  me. 
He  loved  one  well  who  was  like  me  in  all 
Save  in  a  voice  which  made  that  All  unlike 
As  diamond  is  to  charcoal.     Oh,  a  man*s  love  I 
Think  you  he  loves  a  woman's  inner  self 
Aching  with  loss  of  loveliness  ? — as  mothers 
Cleave  to  the  palpitating  pain  that  dwells 
Within  their  misformed  ojSHpring  ? 

Waipubga. 

P^t  the  Graf 
Chose  ;;^;fm.ssjaim|de  Atmguri — had  preferned 
That  yon  «haald  never  seek  for  aaty  issme 
But  such  ais  mlitronft  inve  who  ;e^  great  sontk- 
And  therefoue  you  rejected  hua ;  tmt  now-— 


Armgart. 
Ay,  now — now  he  would  see  me  as  I  am, 

[She  takes  up  a  hand-mirror,) 
Busset  and  songless  as  a  missel-thrusli. 
An  ordinary  girl — a  plain  brown  girl, 
Who,  if  some  meaning  flash  from  out  her  words. 
Shocks  as  a  disproportioned  thing — a  Will 
That,  like  an  arm  astretch  and  broken  off. 
Has  nought  to  hurl — the  torso  of  a  soul. 
I  sang  him  into  love  of  me  :  my  song 
Was  consecration,  lifted  me  -apart 
From  the  crowd  chiselled  like  me,  sister  forms, 
But  empty  of  divineneaa.     Nay,  my  charm 
Was  half  that  I  could  win  fame  yet  renounce ! 
A  wife  with  glory  possible  absorbed 
Into  her  husband's  actual, 

Walpurga. 

For  shame  I 
Armgart,  you  slander  him.     What  would  you  say 
If  now  he  came  to  you  and  asked  again 
That  you  would  be  his  wife  ? 
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Armgabt. 

No,  and  thrice  no ! 
It  would  be  pitying  constancy,  not  love. 
That  brought  him  to  me  now.     I  will  not  be 
A  pensioner  in  marriage.     Sacraments 
Are  not  to  feed  the  paupers  of  the  world. 
If  he  were  generous — I  am  generous  too. 

Walpurga. 
Proud,  Armgart,  but  not  generous, 

Armqabt. 

Say  no  more. 
He  will  not  know  until — 

Walpurga 


He  knows  already. 


Armgart  [quickly)' 
Ib  he  come  back  ?    .  . 
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Wa^i?roa. 

YeB,  and  will  soon  be  here. 
The  Dpctor  had  twice  seen  him  and  would  go 
From  hence  again  to  see  him,.  .        '  . 

AHMGART, 

Well,  he  knows. 
It  is  all  one. 

Waj-purga,  . 

Wh-at  if  he  were  outside^?  ' 
I  hear  a  footstep  in  the  ante-room. 

Armgart  {raisifig  herself  and  assuming  calmnets.) 

Why  let  him  cdme,  of  eouti^e.     I  shall  behave 
Libe  whsit  I  am,  a  common  p^sonage 
Who  Ick)ks  for  nothing  but  civility.  - 

I  shall  not  play  the  fallen 'heroine,       '•. 
Asibiidie  a  tragic  part  and  throw  oiit  cues  ' 

For  d  beseebhin^  looser.  •      * 


^^i  AJIMOAET. 


WAL^trfl(JA. 


'  '  Some  one  raps, 

{Goes  to  i^e  ddor.) 
A  letter — ^from  the  Qra£ 

Armoart. 

Then  open  it. 
(Walpurga  stilt  offers  it) 
Nay,  my  head  swims.     Bead  it.     I  cannot  see. 

(WALPtTRGA  opens  it,  reads  and  pauses.) 
Bead  it*  '  Have  done  1    No  matter  what  it  is. 

Walpurga  (reads  in  a  low,  hesitating  voice). 

"I  am  dedply  moted^-iny  hefart  is  i-ent,  fi^'Iiear  of 
your  ill,&€^s:aod  Its  (^\ial  result^  justj:na\f  (Jonaftniini- 
cated  to  me.  by  Dr  .Grs^xh  But  swely  it  !•.  piOBsible 
that  this  result  vd^^y  not  be  p^tnmnmU  -  For  yjtmth 
such  as  yours,  Time  may  hold' iivdtpte:  sdmfething' 
more  than  $  resignation :  iwha  shall  lay  ilnd; :  ii;  does 
not  hold  renewal?     I  have  nod  dordd  to  «isk  admis- 
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sion  to  jon  in  the  hours  of  a  recent  shock,  but  I 
cannot  depart  on  a  long  mission  without  tendering 
my  sympathy  and  my  farewell.  I  start  this  evening 
for  the  Caucasus,  aiid  thence  I  proceed  to  India, 
where  I  am  intrusted  by  the  Government  with  busi- 
ness which  may  be  of  long  duration." 

(Walpurga  sits  dotvn  dejected b/.) 

Armgart  {after  a  slight  shudder j  bitterly). 
The  Graf  has  much  discretion.     I  am  glad. 
He  spares  us  both  a  pain,  not  seeing  me. 
What  I  like  least  is  that  consoling  hope- 
That  empty  cup,  so  neatly  ciphered  "  Time," 
Handed  me  as  a  cordial  for  despair. 
[Slowly  and  dreamily)  Time — what  a  word  to  fling  as 

charity  I 
Bland  neutral  word  for  slow,  dull-beating  pain — 
Days,  months,  and   years  !  —  If  I  woilld  wait  for 

them 

(^She  takes  up  her '  hat  and  puts  it  on,  then  ivraps 
her  rnantle  round  her:  WALt^uRGA  leaves 
the  rooni,) 

R 
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Why,  this  i§  but  b^i^ning.    {Wa1^>  Vi^-^^Hr^,)  Rifts 

I  ^m  gping  nQA¥— ?,lone— outrh-%  a  r^^a^t    . .         . . . , 
Sa-j^  yoy,-wil].  never  jvvotti^d  mqi?#j,flfiore.  . 
WitV  *^ch  cajolery  as  n^rsep  aipe    .    r  •      ;  : 
To  patients  amorous  of  a  or^pp^-ed  life. 
Flatter  ih^  \>lix\d ;  I  ^^ 


Walpurga, 

Well j  I  -'  was  wi<ong. 
In  haste  to  sootke,^  I  snatched  at  ihckers  merely; ; 
Believe  iue,  I  will  flatter  you  no  more.       .   ,'  ' 

Armgart. 

Bear  witness,  I  am  cahn.     |  re^fd  n^  loft . 
As?  soberly  as  if  it  were  a  tale       ;  , 

Writ  by  a  creeping  feuilletonist  and  called  ,    .   t 
"  T;ke  Womaii>;Lot ;  ^  T^le  pf  JEv^ryd^y  V' 
A  widdling  woman's,  to  impx^^s  .^(^  wml^ 
With  high  superfluousness ;  her  tiipug^ite-  a  crop 
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Of  chick-weed  errors  or  of  pot-herb  facts, 
Smiled  at  like  some  ehild*s  drawing  on  a  slate. 
"  Genteel  ?  "     "0  yeSy  gives  lefesons  •;  not  so  good 
As  any  man's  would  be,  but  cheaper  far." 
"  Pretty  ?  "     "  No ;  yet  she  makes  a  figure  fit 
For  good  society.     Poor  thing,  she  sews 
Both  late  and  early,  turns  and  alters  all 
To  suit  the  changing  mode.     Some  widower 
Might  do  well,  marrying  her ;  but  in  these  days  ! .  .  . 
Well,  she  can  somewhat  ek^  her  narrow  gains 
By  writing,  juafc  t6  furnish  her  "wiAh  gloves 
And    droscbkiies '  i|i    fiie  Ufariii*      Th^   prkit   hiei^ 


Ofben  for  charity." — Oh,  a.dog'alife  I      -       - 
A  harnessed  dog's,  that  draws  a  little  cart 
Voted  a  nuisance  !     I*  am  goilig  now. 

Wax<pu»ga.  •  ; 

Not  JDQW^' the  door  is  Ibebed*     . 

Abmgabt.      .  ^ 

:..(>••.•»:      •   '" ''  '   .,  Giy^  irie  the  k^y  r 
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Looked  on  the  outside.     Gretohen  has  the  key : 
She  is  gone  on  errands. 

What,  you  dare  to  keep  me 
Your  prisoner  V. 

WALFtiRaA. 
And  haive  Inot  bedn  jours  ? 
Your  wish  has  baen  a  bolt  to  keep  me  iiu 
Perhaps  that  middling  woman  whom  you  paint. 
With  fer-off  scorn  .  .  •  •  . 

.    Armgajbt. 

I  paint  what  I  must  be  1 
What  is  my  soul  to  me  wii^iout  the  voice 
That  gave  it  freedom  ? — gaVe  it  one  grand  touch 
And  made  it  nobly  human  ? — Prisoned  now, 
Prisoned  in  all  the  petly  ittfmicries 
Called  woman's  knowledge,  that  will  fit  the  world 
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As  doll-clothes  fit  a  man.     I  can  do  nonglit 
Better  than  what  a  millioix  women  do— - 
Must  drudge, among  the  prowd  and  feel  my,  Ufe 
Beating  upon  the  world  without  response,. 
Beating  with  passion  through  an  insect's,  horn 
That  moves  a  millet-seed  laborioualyr.     / 
If  I  would  do  it ! 

Walpukga  [coldly). 

And  why  should  you  not  ? 

KviUOA^T  [tvrning  quickly). 
Because   Heaven   made   me   royal  —  wrought  me 

out  .  , 

With  subtle  finish  towards  pre-eminence, 
Made  every  channel  of  my  soul  converge 
To  one  high  function,  and  then  flung  me  down, 
That  breaking  I  might  turn  to  subtlest  pain. 
An  inborn  passion  gives  a  rebeVs  right : 
I  would  rebel  and  die  in  twenty  worlds     .. 
Sooner  than  bear  the  yoke  of  thwarted  life, 
Each  keenest  sense  turned  into  keen  distaste, 
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Hunger  not  satisfied  but  kept  ialive 

Breathing  in  languor  half  a  cerfturV. 

All  tlie'  wdrld  now  ib  biit  a  i*ack  of  tlite^ds 

To  twist  and  dwaif  me  into  pettiness 

And  bas^ij^  feigned  cbhtent,  the  placid  'msifek 

Of  women's  misery.'   '  .      i    -    '■ 


WiLPUBGA  ijndignaritly). 

Ay,  such  a  mask 
As  the  few  bom  like  you  to  easy  joy, 
Cradled  in  privilege,  take  tor  natural 
On  all  the  lowly  faces  that  must  look 
Upward  to  you  !     What  revelation  now 
Shows  you"  the  mask  or  gives  presentiment 
Of  sadness  hidden?     You  who  every  day 
These  five  years  saw  me  limp  to  wait  on  you, 
And  thought  the  order  perfect  which  gave  me, ' 
The  girl  without  pretension  to  be  aught, 
A  splendid  cousin  fcJr  my  happiness  : 
To  watch  the  niglit  through  when  her  brain  was 
fired 
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With  too  mn€k  giaduesa— listetiy  al^r^ye- listen  . 

To  what  ^A«  felt,  who  having  power  bad  right 

To  fee]  exorbitantly,  «nd  auhmerge    .  . 

The  souls  around  her  wiik  ika  pottradK)ut  flood 

Of  what  must  be  ere  she.  w^e  saitifified !  >-  ./ 

That  wa^  feigned  patiente,'  was  it?;  Wh^  nolj  lpyQ| 

Love  nurtured. even 'wifli  tiiai. strength /of  self  ...      j 

Which  found  no  room  sayQ  in  anottor'e  'life  ? 

Oh,  such  as  I  know  joy  by  negatives,  _  y 

And  all  their  deepest  passion  is  a  pang 

Till  they  accept  theiy- pauper's  heritage, 

And  meekly  live  fe^nd  out  the  general  store 

Of  joy  they  were  bom  stripp^  o£     I  accept — 

Nay,  now  would  sooner  ohoose  it  X\i^n  the  weAlth  • . ) 

Of  natures  you  cedl  Toy€d^  who  qan  -Jiye  . 

In  mere  mock  knawledge  of  their  .fellows'  woe,   ^  .  ^ 

Thinking  theiv  smiles  miay  healit  <    r^.  ;    . 

••■    •'     '     •       •  ■•  »■:  .  .M-  .   ^-  /  r   / 

I  did  not  make  a  palace  of  nay  joy    .<  .    -  .        -.  t  .. 
To  shut  the  .World's,  truth  fto^  p^;     AU  ^JS^^^'  " 
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Was  that  I  touched  the  world  and  made  a  part 
In  the  world*s  dower  of  beauty,  strengUi,  and  bliss ;  - 
It  was  the  glimpse  of  conBciousness  divine 
Which  pours  out  day  and  sees  the  day  is  good. 
Now  I  am  fallen  dark ;  I  sit  in  gloom ^ 
Remembering  bitterly.     Yet  you  speak  truth ; 
I  wearied  you,  it  seems  5  took  all  your  help 
As  cushioned  nobles  use  a  weary  serf^ 
Not  looking  at  his  face. 

Walpuboa. 

Oh,  I  but  stand 
As  a  small  symbol  for  the  mighty  6um 
Of  claims  unpaid  to  needy  myriads ; 
I  think  you  never  set  your  loss  beside        -    , 
That  mighty  deficit.     Is  your  work  gonfeT-n 
The  prouder  queenly  work  that  paid  itoelf- 
And  yet  was  overpaid  with  men's  applause  ? 
Are  you  no  longer  chartered,  privileged, 
But  sunk  to  simple  woman's  penury. 
To  ruthless  Nature's  chairy  average — 
Where  is  the  rebel's  right  for  you  alone?  . 
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Noble  rebellioti  lifts  a  commoa  load ; 
But  what  is  he  who  flings  his  own  load  off 
And  leaves  his  fellows  toiling  ?     KebeVs  right  ? 
Say  rather,  the  deserter's.     Oh,  you  smiled 
From  your  clear  height  on  all  the  million  lots 
Which  yet  you  brand  as  abject. 

Akmgart. 

I  was  blind 
With  too  much  happiness  :  true  vision  comes 
Only,  it  seems,  with'  sorrow.     Were  there  one 
This  moment  near  me,  suffering  what  I  feel, 
And  needing  me  for  comfort  in  her  pang — 
Then  it  were  worth  the  while  to  live ;  not  else. 

Walpurg'a. 
One — -near  you~why,  they  throng  I  you  hardly  stir 
But  your  act  touches  them.     We  touch  afar.  . 
For  did  not  swarthy  slaves  of  yesterday 
Leap  in.  their  bondage  at  the  Hebrews'  flight, 
Which  touched  them  through  the  thrice  millennial 
dark?  ,    .  . 
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But  you  can  find  the  Btiflferer  you  need 
With  touch  less  subtle. 

AUMGART. 

Who  has  need  of  mt^  ? 

Walpukga. 
Love  finds  the  need  it  fills.     But  you  are  hard. 

.  Akmgakt. 
Is  it  not  you,!  Walpiu'ga,  wlio  are  bard  ?  ,    • 

You  humoured,  all  nay  wishes  till  to-day,      • 
When  fate,  has,  blighted  me. 

•Walfurqa. 

You  would  not  bear 
The  "  charit  <tf  consolation : "  words  of  hope 
Only  embittered  you/. '  Then  hear'  tlie  tnith-^ 
A  lame  girl^B  truth,  whom  no  one  evei*  praSsed  ■ 
Fof  being  cheerful      <*  It  is  well,"  they  said  : 
"  Were  she  cross-grained  she  could  not  be  endured." 
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A  word  of  truth  from  her  had  startled  you ; 

But  you — you  claimed  the  utiiverse  ;  nought  less 

Than  ail  exiateuoe  wbrkimig  in  sure  tracks  '  . 

Towards  your  supremacy-    The  wheek  mig^it  scathe 

A  myriad  destinies — nay,  must  perforce  ; 

But  yours  they  must  keep  Mear  of;  just  for  you 

The  seetbiiig  atoms  throiigh  the  firmament 

Must  bear  a  human  he«irt — which  yoi^  had  ^ot  f 

For  what  is;  dt-to  you  that  women,  men. 

Plod,  faint,  are  weary,  and  espouse  despair 

Of  aught  but  fellowship  ?     S^v0  that  you  spurn 

To  be  among  them  ?    Now,  ihm,  yoti  sare  lame-s— 

Maimed,  as  you  said,  and  levelled  with  the  crowd  : 

Call  it  new  birth — birth  from 'that  monstrous  Self 

Which,  smiling  down  upon  a  race  oppressed, 

Says,  "  All  is  good,  for  I  am  throned  at  eas^:^^ 

Dear  Armgart— nay,  you  tremW^^^I  am  cruel. 


Armgart. 

O  no !  hark  1    Some  one  knocks.    Come  in  ! — come  in  ! 
.    .  [Enter  Leo.) 
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See,  Gretclien  let  me  in.     I  could  Jiot  rest 
Longer  away  from  you.  ; 

Akmoart. 

Sit  down,  dear  Leo*  ' 
Walpurga,  I  would  speak  witk  him  alone.   : 

{WALPVBCtA  ffoesoui,) 

.     Jjmijimtatingly^      ,  .       .       . 

You  mean  to  walk  ? 

.,,  . .  Akmgart.      .  ,    . 

...;..        No,  I  shJall  stay  within.  . 
(She  take^  off  her  hq.t  and  mcmile^  and  sits  down 
imme4iaie^\     After  a  pause,  ^peahitig  in.^ 
subdued  tone  to  Leo.) 
How  old  are  you  ? 

Leo. 

Threescore  and  five. 
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Armgart. 

That's  old* 
I  never  thought  till  now  how  you  have  lived. 
They  hardly  ever  play  your  umsic  ? 

Leo  (raising  his  eyebrows  and  throwing  out  his  lip),  . 
.      •■    .     .     .No!    _ 
Schubert  too  wrote  for  sileuoe :  half  bis,  work  . , 
Lay  like  a  frozen  Rhine  till  summers  came 
That  warmed  the  grass  above  him.     Even  so  ! 
His  musio  lives  now  with  a  mighty  youth. 

Armgakt. 
Do  you  think  yours  will  live  when  you  are  dead? 

Leo. 
Pfui!      The  time  was,  I  drank  that  home-brewed 

wine 
And  found  it  heady,  while  my  blood  was  young : 
Now  it  scarce  warms  me.     Tipple  it  as  T  may, 
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I  am  sober  still,  and  say :  "  My  old  friend  Leo, 
Much  grain  is  wasted  in  th©  world  and  rots  ; 
Why  not  thy  handful?" 

Armoart. 

Strange  !  since  I  have  known  you 
Till  now  I  never  wondered  how  you  lived.  ' 

When  I  sang  well — that  was  your  jubilee. 
But  you  were  old  *blrea.idy. 

Leo.      -      •   •      !•    •• 

Yes,  (M\d^  yes:        -    i 
Youth  thinks  itself  the  goal  of  each  old  life  ; 
Age  has  but  travelled  from  a  far-off  time 
Just  to  J)e  ready  for  youth*e  service.     Well  I 
It  was  my  chief  delight  to  perfect  you. 

Armgart. 

Good  Leo  !     You  have  lived  on  little  joys. 

But  your  delight  in  me  is  crushed  for  ever. 

Your  pains,  where  are  they  now  ?  They  shaped  intent 
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Which  action  fiHiBtrates ;  shapmi  i,n.mwatd  sense 
Which  is  bat  keen  de^paif,  the  ag6hy 
Of  highest  vision  in  the  lovVest  pit. 

Leo. 
Nay,  nay,  I  hdVfea  tlVcrtigM  :  k^ef)  to  the  Stage, 
To  drama  without  sotog ;  for  fon  can  ftct-^ 
Who  knows  h(5w  wellj  #hen  ftfi  the  soul  fe  pmired 
Into  that  sluice  alone? 

r  know,  aM  3^on : 
The  second  br  "third  best  in  tragedies 
That  cease  to  touch  the  fibl-e  of  the  time. 
No ;  song  is  gone,  but  hatUre^s  oth^r  gift, 
Self-judgment,  is  not  gone;   '  Song  w'as  iny  speech*. 
And  With  itfe  impulse  dhly,  actibn  came : 
Song  was  the  battle's  onset,  when  cool  purpose 
Glows  into  rage,  becomes  a  warring  god 
And  moves  the  limbs  with  miracle.     But  now — 
Oh,  I  should  stand  hemmed  in  with  thoughts  and 
-    ttllefe--'  •-      •  ■  "'^ 
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Say  "  This  way  passion  acts,"  yet  never  feel 
The  might  of  passion.     How  should  I  declaim  ? 
As  monsters  write  with  feet  instead  of  hands. 
I  will  not  feed  on  doing  great  tasks  ill, 
Dull  the  world's  sense  with  mediocrity, 
And  live  by  trash  that  smothers  excellence. 
One  gift  I  had  that  ranked  me  .with  the  best — 
The  secret  of  my  frame — ^and  that  is  gone. 
For  all  life  now  I  am  a  broken  thing. 
But  silence  there  !     Good  Leo,  advise  me  now. 
I  would  take  humble  work  and  do  it  weU — 
Teach  music,  singing — what  I  can — not  here, 
But  in  some  smaller  town  where  I  may  bring 
The  method  you  have  taught  me,  pass  your  gift 
To  others  who  can  use  it  for  delight. 
You  think  I  can  do  that? 

[S^  pauses  with  a  sob  in  her  voice,) 

Leo. 

Yes,  yes,  dear  child  | 
And  it  were  well,  perhaps,  to  change  the  place — 
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Begin  afresh  as  I  did  when  I  left 

Vienna  with  a  heart  half  broken. 

* 

Akmgart  (rotised  by  surprise). 
You? 

liEO, 

Well,  it  is  long  ago.     But  I  had  lost — 
No  matter  1     We  must  bury  our  dead  joys 
And  live  above  them  with  a  living  world. 
But  whither,  think  you,  you  would  like  to  go? 

Armgart. 
To  Freiburg. 

Leo, 
In  the  Breisgau  ?     And  why  there  ? 
It  is  too  small. 

Armgart. 

Walpurga  was  bom  there, 
And  loves  the  place.     She  quitted  it  for  me 
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These  five  years  past.     Now  I  wiH  take  her  there. 
Dear  Leo,  I  will  bury  my  dead  joy. 

Leo. 

Mothers  do  so,  bereaved  ;  then  learn  to  love 
Another's  living  child. 

Armgakt. 

Oh,  it  is  hard 
To  take  the  little  corpse,  and  lay  it  low. 
And  say,  ^*  None  misses  it  but  me.'' 
She  sings  .  .  . 

I  mean  Paulina  sings  Fidelio, 
And  they  will  welcome  her  to-night. 

Leo. 

Well,  well, 
'Tis  better  that  our  griefs  should  not  spread  fkr. 

1870. 
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HOW   LISA   LOVED    THE   KING. 


Six  hundred  years  ago,  in  Dante's  time, 

Before  his  cheek  was  farrowed  by  deep  rhyme —  : 

When  Europe,  fed  afresh  from  Eastern  story, 

Was  like  a  garden  tangled  with  the  glory  • 

Of  flowers  hand-planted  and  of  flowers  air-isown, 

Climbing  and  trailing,  budding  and  full-blown, 

Where  purple  bells  are  tossed  amid  pink  stars, 

And  springing  blades,  green  troops  in  innocent  wai:a, 

Crowd  every  shady  spot  of  teeming  earth. 

Making  invisible  motion  visible  birth — - : 

Six  hundred  years  ago,  Palermo  town 

Kept  holiday.     A  deed  of  great  renown. 
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A  high  revenge,  had  freed  it  from  the  yoke 

Of  hated  Frenchmen,  and  from  Calpe's  rook 

To  where  the  Bosporus  caught  the  earlier  sun, 

'Twas  told  that  Pedro,  King  of  Aragon, 

Was  welcomed  master  of  all  Sicily, 

A  royal  knight,  supreme  as  kings  should  be 

In  strength  and  gentleuees  that  mabe  hig;b  chivalry. 

Spain  was  the  favourite  home  of  knightly  grace, 
Where   generous   men   rode   steeds   of  generous 

race ;     .  ' 

Both  Spanish,  yet  half  Arab,  both  inspire^ . 
By  mutual  spirit,  that  each  motion  fired 
With  beauteous  response,  like  minstrelsy  .. 
Afresh  fulfilling  ireeh  expectancy. 
So  when  Palermo  made  high  festival,    • 
The  joy  of  matrons  and  of  maidens  all 
W«s  the  mock  terror  of  the  tournament^ 
Where  safety,  willi  the  glimpse  of  danger  blent,    , 
Took  exaltation  as  from  epio  song, 
Which   greatly  tella   the    pains  that  to   great  life 
belong. 
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And  iu  all  eyes  King  Pedro  was  the  king 

Of  cavaliers  :  as  in  a  full-gemmed  ring 

The  largest  raby,  or  as  that  bright  star 

Whose  shining  shows  us  where  the  Hyads  are. 

His  the  best  jennet,  and  he  sat  it  best ; 

His  weapon,  whether  tilting  or  in  rest, 

Was  woriiiiest  watching,  and  his  face  onbe  seen 

Gave  to  the  promise  of  his  royal  mien 

Such  rich  fnlfilment  as  the  opened  eyes 

Of  a  loved  sleeper,  or  the  long-'Watched  rise 

Of  vernal  day,  whoise  joy  o'er  stream  and  meadow  flies, 

But  of  the  maiden  forms  thart;  thick  en  wreathed 
The  broad  piazza  and  sweet  witchery  breathed,. 
With  innocent  faces  budding  all  arow 
From  balconies  and  windows  high  and  low, 
Who  was  it  felt  the  deep  mysterious  glow, 
The  imprecation  with  supernal  fire 
Of  young  ideal  love — ^transformed  desire. 
Whose  passion  is  but  worship  of  that  Best 
Taught  by  the  many-mingled  creed  of  eatjli  yoiiifg 
breast? 
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'Twas  gentle  Lisa,  of  no  noble  line, 

Child  of  Bernardo,  a  rich  Florentine, 

Who  jBrom  bis  merchant-city  hither  came 

To  trade  in  drugs ;  yet  kept  an  honest  fame, 

And  had  the  virtue  not  to  try  and  sell 

Drugs  that  had  none.     He  loved  his  riches  well, 

But  loved  them  chiefly  for  his  Lisa's  sakey 

Whom  with  a  father's  care  he  sought  to  mske 

The  bride  of  some  true  honourable  man  :— 

Of  Perdicone  (so  the  rumour  ran), 

Whose  birth  was  higher  than  his  fortunes  were ; 

For  still  your  trader  likes  a  mixture  fair 

Of  blood  that  hurries  to  some  higher  strain 

Than  reckoning  money's  loss  and  money's  gain. 

And  of  such  mixture  good  may  surely  come : 

Lords'  scions  so  may  learn  to  oast  a  sum, 

A  trader's  grandson  bear  a  well-set  head, 

And  have  less  conscious  manners,  better  bred  5 

Nor,  when  he  tries  to  be  poUte,  be  rude  instead* 

'Twas  Perdicone  *8  friends  made  overtures 
To  good  Bernardo;  so  one  dame  assures 
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Her  neighbour  dame  who  notices  the  youth 
Fixing  his  eyes  on  Lisa ;  and  in  truth 
Eyes  that  could  see  her  on  this  summer  day 
Might  find  it  hard  to  turn  another  way. 
She  had  a  pensive  beauty,  yet  not  sad ; 
Rather,  like  minor  cadences  that  glad 
The  hearts  of  little  birds  amid  spring  boughs  ; 
And  oft  the  trumpet  or  the  joust  would  rouse 
Pulses  that  gave  her  cheek  a  finer  glow, 
Parting  her  lips  that  seemed  a  mimic  bow 
By  chiselling  Love  for  play  in  coral  wrought, 
Then   quickened    by    hira    with    the    passionate 

thought, 
The  soul  that  trembled  in  the  lustrous  night 
Of  slow  long  eyes.     Her  body  was  so  slight, 
It  seemed  she  could  have  floated  in  the  sky, 
And  with  the  angelic  choir  made  symphony; 
But  in  her  cheek's  rich  tinge,  and  in  the  dark 
Of  darkest  hair  and  eyes,  she  bore  a  mark 
Of  kinship  to  her  generous  mother  earth. 
The  fervid  land  that  gives  the  plumy  palm-trees 

birth. 
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She  saw  not  Perdicone  ;  her  young  mind  • 
Dreamed  not  that  any  man  liaxj  eiver  pined 
For  suoh  a  little  simple  maid  as  she : 
She  had  but  dreamed  how  heavenly  it  would  bb 
To  love  some  hero  nobble,  beauteous,  great, 
Who  would  liye  stories  worthy  to  narrate, 
Ijike  Roland,  or  the  warriors  of  Troy, 
The  Gid,  or  Amadis,  or  that  fair  boy 
Who  conquered  everything  beneath  the  buh. 
And  somehow,  some  time,  died  at  Babylon 
Fighting  the  Moors.     For  heroes  all  were  good 
And  fair  as  that  archangel  who  withstood 
The  Evil  One,  the  author  of  all  wrong- 
That  BvilOii©  who  made  the  French  so  strong;    . 
And  now  the  flower  of  heroes  must  be  he      ' 
Who  drove  those  tyrants  from  dear  Sicily, 
So  that  he*'  inaide  might  walk  to  vespers  tranquilly. 

Young  Li&a  saw  thi&  hero  in  the  king. 
And  as  wood-lilies  that  sweet  odours  bri^g 
Might  dream  the  light  that  opes  their  modest  eyne 
Was  lily-odoured, — and  as  rites  divine, 
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Kotind  turf-laid  altars,  or  'neath  roofs  of  stone, 
DrarW  tonicity  from  out  the  heart  alone 
That  loves  and  worships,  so  the  miniature 
Perplexed  of  her  sours  world,  aU  virgin  pure, 
Filled  with  heroic  virtues  that  bright  fortn, 
Baona's  royalty,  the  finished  norm 
Of  Wsematidhip — ^the  half  of  chivalry : 
For  ho^  could  generous  men  avengers  be, 
Save  as  God's  messengers  on  coursers  fleet  ?^— 
These,  scouring  earth,  made  Spain  with  Syria  meet 
In  one  Self  world  where  the  same  right  had  swiiy, 
And  good  mtjst  grow  as  grew  thfe  blessed  day. 
No  more  ;  grgat  Love  his  essence  had  endued 
•  With  Pekiro-s  form,  and  entering  6ubdu!ed 
The  flottl  of  Lisa,  fervid  and  intense, 
Proud  in  its  choice  of  proud  obedience 
To  hardship  glorified  by  perfect  reverence. 

Sweet  Lisa  homewar<J  carried  that  dir^  gtiest. 
And  in  her  chamber  th]fougb  the  hours  6f  Yest 
The  darkness  was  alight  for  her  with  sheen  ■-'■■'■■     ' 
Of  annd)  and  plumed  helm>  and  bright  between 
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Their  commoner  gloss,  like  the  pure  living  Bpring 
'Twixt  porphyry  lips,  or  living  bird's  bright  wing 
'Twixt  golden  wires,  the  glances  of  th^.king 
Flashed  on  her  soul,  and  waked  vibrations  there 
Of  known  delights  love-mixed  to  new  and  rare : 
The  impalpable  dxeam  was  turned  to  breathing  flesh, 
Chill  thought  of  summer  to  the  warm  clos^  mesh 
Of  sunbeanis  held  between  the  citron-leaves, 
Clothing  her  life  of  Hfe.     Oh,  she  believes 
That  she  could  be  content  if  he  but  knew 
(Her  poor  small  self  could  claim  no  other  due) 
How  Lisa's  lowly  love  had  highest  reach  ■ 
Of  winged  passion,  whereto  winged  speech 
Would  be  scorched  remnants  left  by  mounting  flafia^B. 
Though,  had  she  such  lame  message,  were  iit  blame 
To  tell  what  greatness  dwelt  in  her,  what  ra^nk     ,  i 
She  held  in  loving  ?     Modest  maidens  s^nk 
From  telling  love  that  fed  on  selfish  hope ; 
But  love,  as  hopeless  as  the  shattering.  6ong 
Wailed  for  loved  .beings-  who  have  joined  th^  throng 
Of  mighty  dead  ones.  .  •  .  Nay,  but /she  was  weak — 
Knew  oi^y  pm^rers  a^d  ballads — cpuld  not  ^peak 
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With  eloquence  save  what  dumb  creatures  have, 
That  with  Bmall  ories  and  touches  small  boons 
crave. 

She  watched  all  day  that  she  might  see  him  pass 
With  knights  and  ladies ;  but  she  said,  "  Alas ! 
Though  he  should  see  me,  it  were  all  as  one 
He  saw  a  pigeon  sitting  on  the  stone 
Of  wall  or  balccmy :  some  coloured  ispot 
His  eye  just  sees,  his  mind  regardeth  not» 
I  have  m^  music-touch,  tbftt  could  bring  nigh , 
My  love  to  his  soul's  hearing.     I  shall  die, 
And  he  will  never  know  who  Lisa  was — 
The  trader's  child,  whose  soaring  spirit  rose 
As  hedge-bom  aloe-flowexs  that  rarest  years  dis 
close. 

"  For  were  I  now  a  feir  deep-breasted  queen 
A-horseback,  with  blonde  hair,  aud  tunic  green 
Gold-bordered,  like  Costanza,  I  should  ne^d 
No  change  within  to  make  me  queenly  there ; 
Fc«  they  the  royal-hearted  women  are 
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Who  nobly  Ibve  the  noblest;  yet  haY^  gtn<sfs 

For  needy  suffering  lives  in  lowliest  place,'    • 

Carrying  a  choicer  sunlight  in  their  smil^, 

The  heavenliest  ray  that  pitieth  the  vile. 

My  love  is  such,  it  cannot  choose  hUt  meiir  • 

Up  to  the  highest ;  yet  for  everm6t€J, 

Though  I  were  happy,  throned  beside^  th^  Mng, 

I  should  be  tender  t6  each  Kttle  thihg     . 

With  hurt  watm  breast,  that  had  no  speech  to  teli  - 

Its  inward'  p^iig,  and  T  w'oilM  ^bth^  it  ^^11    . '  '  •  - 

With  tender  touch  and  wil3i'  ^  Ibw  soft  mofeito  ' 

For  company  :  my  dumb  lov^f>ang  is  lone, 

Prisoned  as  toJ)az-beam  within  a  rough^garbed  ^tine." 

So,  inward-T wailing,  Lisa  J)aiS8ed' h^e^  daysi      '     ^  ' 
Each  night  the  August  moon  with  changing  phase 
Looked  broader,  harder  on  her  unchanged  pain  ; 
Each  nooti  the  heat  lay  heavier  again 
On  h^r  despair ;  Until  hei-  body  frftil  ;    ' 

Shrank  like  the  snow  th)5it  watchers  in  the  vafo 
See  narrowed  on  the  height  each  suminer  mortt  ;- 
While  her  dark  glance  burnt  larg^,  more  forlofnt, 
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As  if  the  BO\il  within  lier  all  on  fire 
Made  of  Jifjr  being  one  swift  fiyieral  pyre. 
Father  and  mother  saw  with  gad  dismay 
The  meaaaing  of  their  riohes  melt  away.; 
For  without  Lisa  what  would  sequipe  buy  ? 
What  wish  were  left  if  Lisa  were  to  die  ?■  . 
Through  her  they  cared  for  summers  etill  to  oome, 
Else  they  would  be  aa  gbosts  without  a  home 
In  any  fleeh  that  could  feel  glad  desire. 
Tliey  pay  the  best  physicians,  never  tire 
Of  $eekang  what  will  soothe  her,  promising 
That  :  aught   she  longed  fdr,  though-  it  were  a 

thing 
Hard  to  be  come  at  as  the  Indi^-n  ^now', 
Or  roses  tliat  on  alpine  summits,  bio w— ^   ,  .     ; 

It  should  be  hers.     She  answers  with.Jow  voice,  ' 
She  longs  for  death  aloiie— death  is  her  ehoioe  ; 
Death  is  the  King  who  never  did  think  (^corn, 
But  rescues  every  meanest  soul  to  sorrow  born,    . 

Yet  one  day,  as  they  beiit  above  her  bed       !   = 
And  patched  her  in  brief  sleep,  her  droopijng  head; 
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Turned  gently,  as  the  thirsty  floweiB  tiiat  feel 

Some  moist  leviyal  thioogh  tiieir  petals  steal. 

And  little  flutterings  of  her  lids  and  lips 

Told  of  such  dreamy  joy  as  sometimes  dips 

A  skyey  shadow  in  the  mind's  poor  pool. 

She  oped  her  eyes,  and  tnmed  their  dark  gems  full 

Upon  her  &ther,  as  in  utterance  dumb 

Of  some  new  prayer  tibat  in  her  sleep  had  ooma 

"  What  is  it,  Lisa  ?  "     "  Father,  I  would  see 

Minuccio,  the  great  singer ;  bring  him  me." 

For  always,  night  and  day,  her  unstilled  thought, 

Wandering  all  o'er  its  little  world,  had  sought 

How  she  could  reach,  by  some  soft  pleading  touch, 

King  Pedro's  soul^  that  she  who  loved  so  much 

Dying,  might  have  a  place  within  his  mind — 

A  little  grave  which  he  would  sometimes  find 

And  plant  some  flower  on  it — some  thought,  some 

memory  kind. 
Till  in  her  dream  she  saw  Minuccio 
Touching  his  viola,  and  chanting  low 
A  strain  that,  falling  on  her  brokenly, 
Seemed  blossoms  lightly  blown  from  off  a  tree, 
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Each  burthened  with  a  word  that  was  a  soent- — 
Raona,  Lisa,  love,  death,  tournament ; 
Then  in  her  dream  she  said,  '*  He  sings  of  me-*- 
Might  be  my  messenger ;  ah,  now  I  see 

The  king  is  listening ^"     Then  she  awoke, 

And,  missing  her  dear  dream,  that  new-born  longing 
spoke. 

She  longed  for  music :  that  was  natniral ;    ' 

Physicians  said  it  was  medicinal ; 

The  humours  might  be  schooled  by  true  consent 

Of  a  fine  tenor  and  fine  instrument ; 

In  brief,  good  music,  mixed  with  doctor^s  stuff, 

Apollo  with  Asklopios— enough  1 

Minuccio,  entreated,  gladly  came. 

(He  was  a  singer  of  most  gentle  fame— 

A  noble,  kindly  spirit^  not  elate 

That  he  was  famous,  but  that  song  was  great — 

Would  sing  sls  finely  to  this  suflfering  child 

As  at  the  court  where  princes  on  lum.  smiled.) 

Gently  he  entered  and  sat  dcWn  by  her, 

Asking  what  sort  of  stmin  she  would  preler**^ 
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The  voice  aloae,  or  voice  with  viol  wed ; 

Then,  when  she  chose  the  last,  he  preluded 

With  magic  hand,  that  summoned  from  the  strings 

Aerial  spirits,  rare  yet  vibrant  wings 

That  fenned  the  pulses  of  his  listener, 

And  waked  each  sleeping  sense  with  blissful  stir. 

Her  cheek  already  showed  a  slow  faint  blush, 

But  soon  the  voice,  in  pure  full  liquid  rush, 

Made  all  the  passion,  that  till  now  she  felt, 

Seem  but  cool  waters  that  in  wanner  melt. 

Finished  the  song,  she  prayed  to  be  alone 

With  kind  Minuccio  ;  for  her  faith  had  grown 

To  trust  him  as  if  missioned  like  a  priest 

With  some   high   grace,  that  when   his  singing 

ceased 
Still  made  him  wiser,  more  magnanimous 
Than  common  men  who  had  no  genius. 

So  laying  her  small  hand  within  his  palm, 
She  told  him  how  that  secret  glorious  harm 
Of  loftiest  loving  had  befallen  her ; 
That  death,  her  only  hope,  most  bitter  were, 
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If  when  she  died  her  love  must  perish  too 

As  songs  unsung  and  thoughts  unspoken  do,        i 

Which  else  might  live  within  another  bueast* 

She  said,  "  Minuocio,  the  grave  were  restj 

If  I  were  sure,  that  lying  cold  and  lone^ 

My  love,  my  best  of  life,  had  safely  jflown 

And  nestled  in  the  bosom  of  the  king ; 

Sqo,  'ti3  a  pmall  weak  bird,  wdth  unfledged  wing* 

But  you  will  carry  it  for  me  secretly,    . 

And  bear  it  to  the  king,  then  come  to  me 

And  tell  me  it  is  safe,  and  I  shall  go 

Content,  knowing  that  he  I  love  my  love  doth  know/' 

Then  she  wept  silently,  but  each  large  tear    - 
Made  pleading  music  to  the  inward  ear  i 

Of  good  Minucoio.     "  Lisa,  truist  in  me,'* 
He  said,  and  kissed  her  fingers  loyally; 
"  It  is  sweet  law  to  me  to  do  your  will, 
And  ere  the  sun  his  round  shall  thrice  fulfil," 
I  hope  to  bring  you  news  of  such  rare  skill 
As  amulets  have,  that  aches  in  trusting  bosomd 
stilL" 
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He  needed  not  to  pause  and  first  devise 
How  be  should  tell  the  king  ;  for  in  nowise 
Were  «uok  love^message  worthily  bested 
Save  in  fine  ver»e  by  masic  rendered. 
He  sought  a  poet4riend,  a  Siennese, 
And  "  Mioo,  mine,"  he  Baid,  **  full  oft  to  please 
Thy  whim  of  sadness  I  have  «ung  thee  strains 
To  make  thee  weep  iai  verse  :  now  pay  my  painis, 
And  write  me. a  cansciki  divinely  sad, 
Sinlessly  passionate  auftd  meekly  mad 
With  young  despair,  speaking  a  maiden's  heart 
Of  (fofteen  summers,  who  would  fain  depart 
From  ripening  life's  new-urgent  mystery — 
Love-choioe  of  ohe  too  high  her  love  to  be- 
But  cannot  yield  her  breath  till  she  has  poured 
Her  strength  away  iii  this  hot-bleeding  word 
Telling  the  secret  of  her  soul  to  her  soul's  lord." 

Said  Mico,  ^  Nay,  that  thought  is  poesy, 
I  need  but  listen  as  it  sings  to  ine. 
Oome  thou  again  djo-wiarww."     The  third  day, 
When  linked  notes  had  perfected  the  lay, 
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Minuccio  had  his  summons  to  the  court 

To  make,  as  he  was  wont,  the  moments  short 

Of  ceremonious  dinner  to  the  king. 

This  was  the  time  when  he  had  meant  to  bring 

Melodious  message  of  young  Lisa's  love  : 

He  waited  till  the  air  had  ceased  to  move 

\  To  ringing  silver,  till  Falernian  wine 
Made  quickened  sense  with  quietude  combine, 

'  And  then  with  passionate  descant  made  each  ear 
incline. 

Love^  thou  didst  see  fne,' light  as  morning's  hreattt.  ' 

Roaming  a  garden  in  ajoyotis  error, 

Laughing  at  chafes  vain,  a  happy  child, 

Till  of  thy  countenance  the  alluring  terror 

In  majesty  from  out  the  blossoms  smiled, 

From  out  their  life  seeming  a  beauteous  Death 

0  Love,  who  so  didst  choose  me  for  thine  own. 
Taking  this  little  isle  to  thy  great  sway. 
See  now,  it  is  the  honour  of  thy  throne  * 
That  what  tkou  gavest  perish  not  away^ 
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Nor  leave  some  sweet  remembrance  to  atone 

By  life  that  will  be  for  the  brief  life  gone : 

Hear  J  ere  the  shroud  o^er  these  frail  limbs  be  throvm- 

Since  every  king  is  vassal  unto  thee, 

My  hearths  lord  needs  must  listen  hyaUy-^ 

0  tell  him  I  am  waiting  for  my  Death  J 

Tell  himj  for  that  he  hath  such  royal  power 
^Twere  hard  for  him  to  think  how  small  a  thing, 
How  slight  a  sign,  would  make  a  wealthy  dower 
For  one  like  me,  the  bride  of  that  pale  king 
Whose  bed  is  mine  at  some  sw^ft-nearing  hour. 
Go  to  my  lord,  and  to  his  memory  bring 
That  happy  birthday  of  my  sorrowing. 
When  his  large  glance  mxude  meaner  gazers  glad, 
Entering  the  bannered  lists :  Hwas  then  I  had 
The  wound  that  laid  me  in  the  arms  of  Death. 

Tell  him,  0  Love,  I  am  a  hwly  maid, 
No  more  than  any  little  knot  of  thyme 
That  he  with  careless  foot  may  often  tread; 
Yet  lowest  fragrance  oft  wiU  mount  sublime 
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And  cleave  to  things  most  high  and  hallowM, 
As  doth  the  fragrance  of  my  life's  springtime ^ 
My  lowly  love,  that  soaring  seeks  to  climb 
Within  his  thought^  and  make  a  gentle  bliss. 
More  blissful  than  if  mine,  in  being  his : 
So  shall  I  live  in  him  and  rest  in  Death, 

The  strain  was  new.     It  seemed  a  pleading  cry; 
And  yet  a  rounded  perfect  melody, 
Making  grief  beauteous  as  the  tear-filled  eyes 
Of  little  child  at  little  miseries. 
Trembling  at  first,  then  swelling  as  it  rose. 
Like  rising  light  that  broad  and  broader  grows, 
It  filled  the  hall,  and  so  possessed  the  air 
That  not  one  breathing  soul  was  present  there, 
Though  dullest,  slowest,  but  was  quivering 
In  music's  grasp,  and  forced  to  hear  her  sing. 
But  most  such  sweet  compulsion  took  the  mood 
Of  Pedro  (tired  of  doing  what  he  would). 
Whether  the  words  which  that  strange   meaning 

bore 
Were  but  the  poet's  feigning  or  aught  more, 
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Was  bounden  question,  since  their  aim  must  be 

At  some  imagined  or  true  royalty. 

He  called  Minuocio  and  bade  him  tell 

What  poet  of  the  day  had  writ  so  well ; 

For  though  they  came  behind  all- former  riiymeB,. 

The  verses  were  not  bad  for  tbisse  poor  times. 

"  Monsignor,  they  are  only  three  days  old," 

Minuccio  said  ;  "  but  it  must  not  be  told 

How  this  song  grew,  save  to  your  royal  ear/' 

Eager,  the  king  withdrew  where  none  was  near> 

And  gave  close  audience  to  Minuccio, 

Who  meetly  told  that  love-tale  meet  to  know. 

The  king  had  features  pliant  to  confess 

The  presence  of  a  mcmly  tenderness — 

Son,  father,  brother,  lover,  blent  in  one, 

In  fine  harmonio  exaltation — 

The  spirit  of  religious  chivalry. 

He  listened,  and  Minuocio  could  see 

The  tender,  generous  admiration  spread 

O'er  all  his  face,  and  glorify  his  head 

With  royalty  that  would  have  kept  its  rank 

Though  his  brocaded  robes  to  tatters  slirank. 
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He  answered  without  pause,  *^  So  sweet  a  maid, 

In  nature's  own  insignia  arrayed, 

Tiiough  she  were  come  of  unmixed  trading  blood 

That  sold  and  bartered  ever  since  the  Flood, 

Would  have  the  self-contained  and  single  worth     * 

Of  radiant  jewels  born  in  darksome  earth. 

Raona  were  a  shame  to  Sicily, 

Letting  such  love  and  tears  unhonoured  be  : 

Hasten,  Minuccio,  tell  her  that  the  king 

To-day  wiU  surely  visit  her  when  vespers  ring." 

Joyful,  Minuccio  bore  the  joyous  word. 
And  told  at  full,  while  none  but  Lisa  heard, 
How  each  thing  had  befallen,  sang  the  song. 
And  like  a  patient  nurse  who  would  prolong 
All  means  of  soothing,  dwelt  upon  each  tone, 
Each  look,  with  which  the  mighty  Aragon 
Marked  the  high  worth  his  royal  heart  assigned 
To  that  dear  place  he  held  in  Lisa's  mind. 
She  listened  till  the  draughts  of  pure  content 
Through  all  her  limbs  like  some   new   being 
went — 
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Life,  not  recovered,  but  untried  before, 
From  out  the  growing  world's  unmeasured  store 
Of  fuller,  better,  more  divinely  mixed. 
'Twas  glad  reverse  :  she  had  so  firmly  fixed 
To  die,  already  seemed  to  fall  a  veil 
Shrouding  the  inner   glow   from    light   of  senses 
pale. 

Her  parents  wondering  see  her  half  arise — 

Wondering,  rejoicing,  see  her  long  dark  eyes 

Brimful  with  clearness,  not  of  'scaping  tears, 

But  of  some  light  ethereal  that  enspheres 

Their  orbs  with  calm,  some  vision  newly  learnt 

Where  strangest  fires  erewhile  had  blindly  burnt. 

She  asked  to  have  her  soft  white  robe  and  band 

And  coral  ornaments,  and  wath  her  hand 

She  gave  her  locks'  dark  length  a  backward  fall. 

Then  looked  intently  in  a  mirror  small, 

And  feared  her  face  might   perhaps  displease   the 

king; 
"  In  truth,"  she  said,  "  I  am  a  tiny  thing ; 
I  was  too  bold  to  tell  what  could  such  visit  bring." 
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Meanwhile  the  king,  revolving  in  his  thought 

That  virgin  passion,  was  more  deeply  wrought 

To  chivalrous  pity;  and  at  vesper  bell, 

With  careless  mien  which  hid  his  purpose  well, 

Went  forth  on  horseback,  and  as  if  by  chance 

Passing  Bernardo's  house,  he  paused  to  glance 

At  the  fine  garden  of  this  wealthy  man, 

This  Tuscan  trader  turned  Palermitan : 

But,  presently  dismounting,  chose  to  walk 

Amid  the  trellises,  in  gracious  talk 

With  this  same  trader,  deigning  even  to  ask 

If  he  had  yet  fulfilled  the  father's  task 

Of  marrying  that  daughter  whose  young  charms 

Himself,  betwixt  the  passages  of  arms. 

Noted  admiringly.     "  Monsignor,  no. 

She  is  not  married  ;  that  were  little  woe. 

Since  she  has  counted  barely  fifteen  years  ; 

But  all  such  hopes  of  late  have  turned  to  fears  ; 

She  droops  and  fades;  though  for  a  space  quite 

brief — 
Scarce  three  hours  past — slie  finds  some  strange 

relief." 
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The  king  a  vised :  "  'Twere  dole  to  all  of  us^ 
The  world  should  lose  a  maid  so  beauteons ; 
Let  me  now  see  her ;  since  I  am  her  liege  lord, 
Her  spirits  must  wage  war  with  death  at  my  strong 

word." 
In  such  half-serious  playfulness,  he  wends, 
With  Lisa's  father  and  two  chosen  iriends, 
Up  to  the  chamber  whete  she  pillowed  sits 
Watching  the  open  door,  that  now  admits 
A  presence  as  much  better  than  her  dreams, 
As  happiness  than  any  longing  seems* 
The  king  advanced,  and,  with  a  reverent  kiss 
Upon  her  hand,  said,  "  Lady,  what  is  this  ? 
You,  whose  sweet  youth  should  others'  solace  bej  . 
Pierce  all  our  hearts,  languishing  piteously. 
We  pray  you,  for  the  love  of  us,  be  cheered. 
Nor  be  too  reckless  of  that  life,  endeared 
To  us  who  know  your  passing  worthiness, 
And  count  your  blooming  life  as  part  of  our  life's 

bUss." 
Those  words,  that  touch  upon  her  hand  from  him 
Whom  her  soul  worshipped,  as  far  seraphim 
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Worship  tike  difttaxit  glory^  brought  BomegkbAO^    . 

Quivering  ufon  her  ciidek^  yet  thrilled  h&r  Csamei 

With  such  deep  joy  she  seemed  in  paradise, 

In  wonderiB^  gladneas,  and  in  dumb  iwiTprke 

That  bliss  could  be  so  biissfol :  then  she  spofceT-r 

"  Signor,  I  was  tool  weak  ta  bear  the  yoke> 

The  golden  yoke  of  thai^h*B  too  great  far43tie  f  - 

That  was  the  ground;  ©fray  infirmity* 

But  now,  I  pray  yotiT  grace  to  have  belief 

That  1  shall  soon  be  well,  ma  any  more  esuxu^  gnetT^ 

The  king  alone  perceived  tha  eoTert  sense 
Of  all  her  words,  which  made  one  evidence 
With  her  pure  voiee  and  candid  lovelineas, 
That  he  had  lost  much  honour,  honouriog  letfii 
That  message  of  her  paasicaiate  diatreaa. 
He  stayed  beside  her  for  a  little  while. 
With  gentle  looks  and  speech,  until  a  smile    : 
As  placid  as  a  ray  of  early  morn 
On  opening  flower-cups  o'er  her  lips  was  b<»ne. 
When  he  had  left  her,  and  the  tidings  spread 
Through  all  the  town  how  he  had  visited 
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The  Tuscan  trader's  daughter,  who  was  sick, 
Men  said,  it  was  a  royal  deed  and  catholic. 

And  Lisa  ?  she  no  longer  wished  for  death ; 
But  as  a  poet,  who  sweet  verses  saith . 
Within  his  soul,  and  joys  in  music  there, 
Nor  seeks  another  heaven,  nor  can  hear 
Disturhing  pleasures,  so  was  she  content, 
Breathing  the  Hfe  of  giutefiil  sentiment. 
She  thought  no  maid  betrothed  could  be  more  blest ; 
For  treasure  nmst  be  valued  by  the  test 
Of  highest  excellence  and  rarity. 
And  her  dear  joy  was  best  as  beat  could  be ; 
There  seemed  no  other  crown  to  her.  delight 
Now  the  "high  loved  one  saw  her  love  aright. 
Thus  her  soul  thriving  on  that  exquisite  mood, 
Spread  like  the  May-time  all  its  beauteous  good 
O'er  the  soft  bloom  of  neck,  and  arms,  and  cheeky 
And  strengthened  the  sweet  body,  once  so  weak, 
Until  she  rose  and  walked,  and,  like  a  bird 
With  sweetly  rippling  throat,  she  made  her  spring 
joys  heard. 
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The  king,  when  he  the  happy  change  had  seen, 

Trusted  the  ear  of  Constance,  his  fair  queen, 

With  Lisa's  innocent  secret,  and  conferred 

How  they  should  jointly,  by  their  deed  and  word, 

Honour  this  maiden's  love,  which,  like  tlie  prayer 

Of  loyal  hermits,  never  thought  to  share 

In  what  it  gave.     The  queen  had  that  chief  grace 

Of  womanhood,  a  heart  that  can  embrace 

All  goodness  in  another  woman's  form ; 

And  that  same  day,  ere  the  sim  lay  too  warm 

On  southern  teiraces,  a  messenger 

Informed  Bernardo  that  the  royal  pair 

Would  straightway  visit  him  and  celebrate 

Their  gladness  at  his  daughter's  happier  state. 

Which  they  were  fain  to  see.     Soon  came  the  king  • 

On  horseback,  with  his  barons,  heralding 

The  advent  of  the  queen  in  courtly  state  ; ' 

And  all,  descending  at  the  garden  gate, 

Streamed  with  their  feathers,  velvet,  and  brocade, 

Through  the  pleached  alleys,  till  they,  pausing,  made 

A  lake  of  splendour  'mid  the  aloes  grey — 

When,  meekly  facing  all  the.ir  proud  array, 
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The  white-robed  liisa  with  h^r  parents  Btobd, 

As  some  white  dove  before  the  gorgeotis  bfood 

Of  dapple-breasted  birds  born  by  the  Colohiaii  flood. 

The  king  and  queen,  by  gracious  looks  and  speech^ 

Encourage  her,  and  thus  their  courtiers  teach 

How  this  fair  morning  they  may  courtUefst  be 

By  making  Lisa  pa«s  it  happily. 

And  soon  the  ladies  and  the  barons  all 

Draw  her  by  turns,  as  at  a  festival 

Made  for  her  sake,  to  easy,  gay  ^isoowrse, 

And  compliment  with  looks  and  smiles  etiforbe  ; 

A  joyous  hum  is  heard  thjg  gardens  round ; 

Soon  there  is  Spanish  dancing  and  the  sound 

Of  minstrel's  song,  and  autttmn  fruits  aT6  pltickt ; 

Till  mindfully  the  king  ^nd  queen  conduct 

Lisa  apart  to  where  a  trellised  shade 

Made  pleasant  resting.     Then  King  Pedto  said — 

"  Excellent  maiden,  that  rich  gift  of  love 

Your  heart  hath  made  ns,  hath  a  worth  above 

All  royal  treasures,  nor  is  fitly  met 

Save  when  the  grateful  memory  of  deep  debt 
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Lies  Btill  behind  the  outward*  honours  done  : 

And  a»  A  sign  that  no  oblivion 

Shall  overfiood  that  faithful  memory, 

We  while  we  live  your  cavalier  will  be, 

Nor  will  we  ever  arm  ourselves  for  fight. 

Whether  for  struggle  dire  or  brief  delight 

Of  warlike  feigning,  but  we  first  will  take 

The  ooiours  you  ordain,  and  for  your  sake 

Charge  the  more  braVely  where  your  emblem  is ; 

Nor  will  we  ever  claim  an  added  bliss 

To  our  sweet  thoughts  of  you  save  one  sole  kiss. 

But  there  still  rests  the  outward  honour  meet 

To  mark  your  worthinesB,  and  we  entreat 

That  you  will  turn  yotrr  e^r  to  proflftnvd  vows 

Of  one  wlio  loves  you,  and  would  be  your  spouse. 

We  must  not  wrong  yourself  and  Sicily 

By  letting  all  your  blooming  years  pass  by 

Unmated :  you  will  give  the  world  its  due 

From  beauteous  maiden  and  become  a  matron  true." 

Then  Lisa,  wrapt  in  virgin  wonderment 
At  her  ambitions  love's  complete  content, 
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Which  left  no  farther  good  for  her  to  seek 

Than  love's  obedience,  said  with  accent  meek-^ 

"  Monsignor,  I  know  well  that  were  it  known 

To  all  the  world  how  high  my  love  had  flown, 

There  would  be  few  who  would  not  deem  me  mad, 

Or  say  my  mind  the  falsest  image  had 

Of  my  condition  and  your  lofty  place. 

But  heaven  has  seen  that  for  no  moment's  space 

Have  I  forgotten  you  to  be  the  king, 

Or  me  myself  to  be  a  lowly  thing — 

A  little  lark,  enamoured  of  the  sky, 

That  soared  to  sing,  to  break  its  breast,  and  die. 

But,  as  you  better  know  than  I,  the  heart 

In  choosing  ohooseth  not  its  own  desert,   - 

But  that  great  merit  which  attracteth  it ; 

'Tis  law,  I  struggled,  but  I  must  submit, 

And  having  seen  a  worth  all  worth  above, 

I  loved  you,  love  you,  and  shall  always  love. 

But  that  doth  mean,  my  will  is  ever  yours, 

Not  only  when  your  will  my  good  insures. 

But  if  it  wrought  me  what  the  world  calls  harm — 

Fire,  wounds,  would  wear  from  your  dear  will  a  charm 
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That  yon  will  be  my  knight  is  full  content, 
And  for  that  kiss — I  pray,  &st  for  the  queen's 
consent.'^ 

Her  answer,  given  with  such  firm  gentleness, 
Pleased  the  qneen  well,  and  made  her  hold  no  less 
Of  Lisa's  merit  than  the  king  had  held. 
And  so,  all  cloudy  threats  of  grief  dispelled. 
There  was  betrothal  made  that  very  morn 
'Twixt  Perdicone,  youthful,  brave,  well-born, 
And  Lisa,  whom  he  loved ;  she  loving  well 
The  lot  that  from  obedience  befelL 
The  queen  a  rare  betrothal  ring  on  each 
Bestowed,  and  other  gems,  with  gracious  speech. 
And  that  no  joy  might  lack,  the  king,  who  knew 
The  youth  was  poor,  gave  him  rich  Ceffalu 
And  Cataletta,  large  and  fruitful  lands — 
Adding  much  promise  when  he  joined  their  hands. 
At  last  he  said  to  Lisa,  with  an  air 
Gallant  yet  noble  :  "  Now  we  claim  our  sliare^ 
From  your  sweet  love,  a  share  which  is  not  small : 
For  in  the  sacrament  one  crumb  is  alL" 
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Then  taking  her  small  face  his  handa  between^ 

He  kissed  her  on  the  brow  with  kias  serene^ 

Fit  seal  to  that  pure  vision  her  young  aoul  had 

seen. 

Sicilians  witnessed  that  King  Pedro  kept    - 
His  royal  promise  :  Perdicone  stept 
To  many  honours  honourably  won, 
Living  with  Lisa  in  true  union. 
Throughout  his  life  the  king  still  took  delight 
To  call  himself  fair  Lisa*s  faithfdl  knight ; 
And  never  wore  in  field  or  tournament 
A  scarf  or  emblem  save  by  Lisa  sent. 

Such  deeds  made  subjects  loyal  in  that  land : 
They  joyed  that  one  so  worthy  to  command,- 
So  chivalrous  and  gentle,  had  become 
The  king  of  Sicily,  and  filled  the  room 
Of  Frenchmen,  who  abused  the  Church's  trust, 
Till,  in  a  righteous  vengeance  on  their  hist, 
Messina  rose,   with  God,  and  with  the  dagger^a 
thrust. 
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L'envoi. 

Reader,  this  story  pleased  ine  long  ago 

In  the  bright  pages  of  Boccaccio, 

And  where  the  author  of  a  good  we  know, 

Let  us  not  fail  to  pay  the  grateful  thanks  we  owe, 

1869. 
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I  HAVE  a  friend,  a  vegetariau  seer. 

By  name  Ellas  Baptist  Butterworth, 

A  harmlesB,  bland,  disinterested  man, 

Whose  ancestors  in  Cromwell's  day  believed 

The  Second  Advent  certain  in  five  years, 

But  when  King  Charles  the  Second  came  instead, 

Eevised  their  date  and  sought  anodier  world : 

I  mean — not  heaven  but— America. 

A  fervid  stock,  whose  generous  hope  embraced 

The  fortunes  of  mankind,  not  stopping  short 

At  rise  of  leather,  or  the  fall  of  gold, 

Nor  listening  to  the  voices  of  the  time 
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As  housewives  listen  to  a  cackling  hen, 
With  wonder  whether  she  has  laid  her  egg 
On  their  own  nest-egg.     Still  they  did  insist 
Somewhat  too  wearisomely  on  the  joys 
Of  their  Millennium,  when  coats  and  hats 
Would  all  be  of  one  pattern,  books  and  songs 
All  fit  for  Sundays,  and  the  casual  talk 
As  good  as  sermons  preached  extempore. 

And  in  Elias  the  ancestral  zeal 

Breathes  strong  as  ever,  only  modified 

By  Transatlantic  air  and  modem  thought. 

You  could  not  pass  him  in  the  street  and  fail 

To  note  his  shoulders'  long  declivity. 

Beard  to  the  waist,  swan-neck,  and  large  pale  eyes; 

Or,  when  he  lifts  his  hat,  to  mark  his  hair 

Brushed  back  to  show  his  great  capacity— 

A  fiiU  grain's  length  at  the  angle  of  the  brow 

Proving  him  witty,  while  the  shallower  men 

Only  seem  witty  in  their  repartees. 

Not  that  he's  vain,  but  that  his  doctrine  needs 

The  testimony  of  his  frontal  lobe. 
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On  all  ijoints  he  adopts  the  latest  views ; 

Takes  for  the  key  of  universal  Mind 

The  "  levitation  "  of  stout  gentlemen ; 

Believes  the  Eappings  are  not  spirits'  work, 

But  the  Thought-atmosphere's,  a  steam  of  brains 

In  correlated  force  of  raps,  as  proved 

By  motion,  heat,  and  science  generally; 

The  spectrum,  for  example,  which  has  shown 

The  self-same  metals  in  the  sun  as  here ; 

80  the  Thought-atmosphere  is  everywhere  : 

High  truths  that  glimmered  tmder  other  names 

To  ancient  sages,  whence  good  scholarship 

Applied  to  Bleusinian  mysteries—^ 

The  Vedas— Trijpitaka—Vendidad — 

Might  furnish  weaker  proof  for  weaker  minds 

That  Thought  was  rapping  in  the  hoary  past, 

And  might  have  edified  the  Greeks  by  raps 

At  the  greater  Dionysia,  if  their  ears 

Had  not  been  filled  with  Sophoolean  verse. 

And  when  all  Earth  is  vegetarian — 

When,  lacking  butchers,  quadrupeds  die  out, 

And  less  Thought-atmosphere  is  reabsorbed 
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By  nerves  of  insects  parasitical, 

Those  liiglier  tmths,  seized  now  by  higher  minds 

But  not  expressed  (the  insects  liindering) 

Will  either  fla^h  out  into  eloquence, 

Or  better  still,  be  oomprehensible 

By  rappingB  simply,  without  need  of  rootcw 

Tis  on  this  theme— the  vegetaaian  ^w»ld— 

That  good  Elias  willingly  expands  : 

He  loves  to  tell  in  mildly  nasal  tones 

And  vowels  stretohed  to  suit  the  widest  view$, 

The  future  fortunes  of  our  in&mt  Earth--^    . 

When  it  will  be  too  full  of  human.  Wnd 

To  have  the  room  for  wilder  animals. 

Saith  he,  Sahara  will  be  popuk>i]|« 

With  families  of  gentlemen  retired 

From  commjerce  in  more  Central  Africa, 

Who  order  coolness  as  we  order  coal, 

And  have  a  lobe  antejior  strong  enough 

To  think  away  the  sand-storms.     Science  thfus 

Will  leave  no  spot  on  this  terraqueous  globe 

Unfit  to  be  inhabited  hy  nxan, 
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The  chief  of  animals  :  all  meaner  brutes 

Will  have  been  smoked  and  elbowed  out  of  life. 

No  lions  then  shall  lap  Caffrarian  pools, 

Or  shake  the  Atlas  with  their  midnight  roar : 

Even  the  slow,  slime-loving  crocodile, 

The  last  of  animals  to  take  a  hint, 

Will  then  retire  for  ever  from  a  scene 

Where  public  feeling  strongly  sets  against  him. 

Fishes  may  lead  carnivorous  lives  obscure. 

But  must  not  dream  of  culinary  rank 

Or  being  dished  in  good  society. 

Imagination  in  that  distant  age, 

Aiming  at  fiction  called  historical. 

Will  vainly  try  to  reconstruct  the  times 

When  it  was  men's  preposterous  delight 

To  sit  astride  live  horses,  which  consumed 

Materials  for  incalculaWe  cakes  ; 

When  there  wexe  milkmaids  who  drew  milk  from 

cows 
With  udders  kept  abnormal  for  that  end 
Since  the  rude  mythopoeic  period 
Of  Aryan  dairymen,  who  did  not  blush 
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To  call  their  milkmaid  and  their  daughter  one — 

Helplessly  gazing  at  the  Milky  Way, 

Nor  dreaming  of  the  astral  cocoa-nuts 

Quite  at  the  service  of  posterity. 

^Tis  to  be  feared,  though,  that  the  duller  boys, 

Much  given  to  anachronisms  and  nuts^ 

(Elias  has  confessed  boys  will  be  boys) 

May  write  a  jockey  for  a  centaur,  think 

Europa's  suitor  was  an  Irish  bull, 

iEsop  a  journalist  who  wrote  up  Fox, 

And  Bruin  a  chief  swindler  upon  'Change. 

Boys  will  be  boys,  but  dogs  will  all  be  moral) 

With  longer  alimentary  canals 

Suited  to  diet  vegetarian. 

The  uglier  breeds  will  fade  from  memory, 

Or,  being  palaeontological, 

Live  but  as  portraits  in  large  learned  books, 

Distasteful  to  the  feelings  of  an  age 

Nourished  on  purest  beauty.     Earth  will  hold 

No  stupid  brutes,  no  cheerful  queemesses, 

No  naive  cunning,  grave  absurdity. 

Wart-pigs  with  tender  and  parental  grunts, 
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Wombats  much  flattened  as  to  their  contour,   ^ 

Perhaps  from  too  much  crushing  in  the  ark, 

But  taking  meekly  that  fatality  ; 

The  serious  cranes,  unstung  by  ridicule ; 

Long-headed,  short-legged,  solemn-looking  curs, 

(Wise,  silent  critics  of  a  flippant  age) ; 

The  silly  straddling  foals,  the  weak-brained  geese 

Hissing  fallaciously  at  sound  of  wheels — 

All  these  rude  products  will  have  disappeared 

Along  with  every  faulty  human  type. 

By  dint  of  diet  vegetarian 

All  will  be  harmony  of  hue  and  line. 

Bodies  and  minds  all  perfect,  limbs  well-turned. 

And  talk  quite  free  from  aught  erroneous. 

Thus  far  Elias  in  his  seer's  mantle : 

But  at  this  climax  in  his  prophecy 

My  sinking  spirits,  fearing  to  be  swamped, 

Urge  me  to  speak.     "  High  prospects  thest.,  my 

friend, 
Setting  the  weak  carnivorous  brain  astretoh  %    ■. 
We  will  resume  the  thread  another  day." 
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"tomorrow,"  cries  Elias,  " at  this  hour?" 
"  No,  not  to-mori'ow — I  shall  have  a  cold— 
At  least  I  feel  some  soreness— this  endemic — 
Good-bye/  ' 

No  tears  are  sadder  than  the  knile 
With  which  I  quit  Elias.     Bitterly 
I  feel  that  every  change  npon  this  earth 
Is  bought  with  sacrifice.     My  yearnings  fail 
To  reach  that  high  apocalyptic  mount 
Which  shows  in  bird's-eye  view  a  perfect,  world, 
Or  enter  warmly  into  other  joys 
Than  those  of  faulty,  struggling  humati  kind. 
That  strain  upon  my  soul's  too  feeble  wing 
Ends  in  ignoble  floundering  :  I  Ml 
Into  short-sighted  pity  for  the  men 
Who  living  in  those  perfect  future  times 
Will  not  know  half  the  dear  imperfect  things 
That  move  my  smiles  and  tears— will  never  know 
The  fine  old  incongruities  that  raise 
My  friendly  laugh ;  the  innocent  conceits 
That  like  a  needless  eyeglass  or  black  patch 
Give  those  who  wear  thena  harmless  liappin^ss  ; 
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The  twists  and  cracks  in  our  poor  earthenware, 

That  touch  me  to  more  con&oious  fellowship 

(I  am  not  myself  the  finest  Parian) 

With  my  coevals.     So  poor  Colin  Clont, 

To  whom  luw  onion  gives  prospective  zest, 

Consoling  hours  of  dampest  wintry  work. 

Could  hardly  fancy  any  regal  joys 

Quite  unimpregnate  with  the  onion's  scent : 

Perhaps  his  highest  hopes  are  not  all  clear 

Of  waftings  from  that  energetic  bulb : 

Tis  well  that  onion  is  not  heresy. 

Speaking  in  parable,  I  am  Colin  Clout. 

A  clinging  flavour  penetrates  my  life — 

My  onion  is  imperfectness  :  I  cleave 

To  nature's  blunders,  evanescent  types 

Wliich  sages  banish  from  Utopia. 

"Not  worship  beauty?"  say  you.     Patience,  friend 

I  worship  in  the  temple  with  the  rest ; 

But  by  my  hearth  I  keep  a  sacred  nook 

For  gnomes  and  dwarfs,  duck-footed  waddling  elves 

Who  stitched  and  hammered  for  the  weary  man 

In  days  of  old.     And  in  that  piety 


I  clotjj^0/^?^gie^ipl:^  foirms  inberilled  :•! 

From  teilix^g  geneyaUi^as,  daily,  iwiit  ^ 

At  desk,  or  plough;  or. loom;' or. iin. the  miiae^      •<  ' 
In  pioneering. l-ajbours. for  the^^orJkL  'y    ''' ^' 

Nay,  I  Etfja  ^pt  wheii  fli^>m^erin@  ,ocwaft»3ed  .  .  -  J 
From  too .?»rf>, fli^t,, tq ^aap  all  paradox^  ..,.;.  ^ 
And  pity  future  ip^x^  wi^o  will  not  k»ow  .  .  ' 
A  keen  ^3^p«fl•i^lftc$.  with  pity  bleat,  i>'< » 

The  patb,os  e^tquisite^  «f  iavely  miuds  -  i  - 
Hid  in  harsh  fotmB— ^not ;  penetaoting*  ilhesaa'  /'  » » ) 
Like  fire  divine  wirjteb  it  oommon Toosh  ^^  '.  •/  i" 
Which  glow^teransfigut-ted'-by^  tbe  beayeuiiy:  gaieak|'< 
So  that  men  pat  thair,'8hoe&  off 5  buit/eticj3,gbd-!i'>  /- 
Like  a  sweet  chiW  Mfithinj^om^- tbiob-twallodioeU^'/ 
Who  leaps  a^d  fe^itei^Q  hald^^h,®  fw6ndaiv+barBy . ; .  P 
But  having  showA,a  iittlle  dimpled  band  -  .  //" 
IftVftit^dittieniJeforthty  tender  heairtS'  -  -/•  7  " 
Whose  eyes  Jcf^p  witobf^^boui^.tfaj^  pidsoii  >f!aiH»^>/  '• 
A  foolish,  nay,  »  wii^fced  para,dox !  1:  - 

J'^t  paT€!$tf,pityJ&.tl3^,;eye.Qf  ]|<>:Vfii.  !-:i  ^-  ■  >  -  ' 

Melting  st.Bi^tbif  sdriow;^  and  to  grieve  '  '^ 

Because  it  sees  n0'soarr(j)«rj  abowa-'a  loW'*^<      -.  ''   '» 
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Warped  fbom  its  truer  nature,  turned  to  love 
Of  merest  habit^  like  the  miser's  greed* 
But  I  am  Colin  still ;  my  prejudice 
Is  for  the  flavour  of  my  daily  food. 
Not  that  I  -doubt  the  world  is  growing  still 
As  onoe  it  grew  from  phaos  and  from  Night ; 
Or  hare  a  soul  too  shrunken  for  the  hope 
Which  dawned  in  human  breasts,  a  d<7uble  mom, 
With  efekrliesfc  watchin^s  of  the  rising  light 
Chasing  the  darkness ;  and  through  many  an  age 
Sas  taised  the  vision  of  &  future  time 
That  stands  an  Angel  with  a  face  all  mild 
Spearing  the  dem^av  .  I  too  rest  in  faith  .  . 
Thttt  mask's  peifectjfeA  is  the  crowning  flower, 
Toward  which  the  i^rgeBt  sap  in  life's  great  tree 
Is  piessitig,— rseeti  %  ptujy  blossoms  nowj  . 
But  in  the  world's  great  morrows  to  expand 
With  broadest  petal  s^nd  with  deepest  glow* 

X^t,  see  the  pa;fcohed  and  plodding  citizen, 
Waiting,  apoiii  the  payepaent  with  tl;^e  throng 
While  some  victorious  world-herp  makes  . 
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Triumphal  entry,  and  the  peal  of  shouts 
And  flash  of  faces  'neath  uplifted  hats 
llun  like  a  storm  of  joy  along  the  streets  I 
He  says,  "  God  bless  him  !  ^'  almost  with  a  sob, 
As  the  great  hero  passes  ;  he  is  glad 
The  world  holds  mighty  men  and  mighty  deeds ; 
The  music  stirs  his  pulses  like  strong  wine, 
The  moving  splendour  touches  him  with  awe — 
'Tis  glory  shed  around  the  common  weal, 
And  he  will  pay  his  tribute  willingly, 
Though  with  the  pennies  earned  by  sordid  toiL 
Perhaps  the  heroes  deeds  have  helped  to  bring 
A  time  when  every  honest  citizen 
Shall  wear  a  coat  unpatched.     And  yet  he  feels 
More  easy  fellowship  with  neighbours  there 
Who  look  on  too  ;  and  he  will  soon  relapse 
From  noticing  the  banners  and  the  steeds 
To  think  with  pleasure  there  is  just  one  bun 
Left  in  his  pocket,  that  may  serve  to  tempt 
The  wide-eyed  lad,  whose  wieight  is  all  too  much 
For  that  young  mother's  arms  :  and  then  he  falls 
To  dreamy  picturing  of  sunny  days 
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When  he  himself  was  a  small  big-K5heeked  iad 

In  some  far  village  where  no  heroes  came, 

And  stood  a  listener  ^twixt  his  feather's  legs 

In  the  warm  fire-light,  while  the  old  folk  talked 

And  shook  their  heads  and  looked  upon  the  floor ; 

And  he  was  puzzled,  thinking  life  was  fine — 

The  bread  and   cheese    so  nice  all   through   the 

year 
And  Christmas  sure  to  come.     Oh  that  good  time  ! 
He,  could  he  choose,  woidd  have  those  days  again 
And  see  the  dear  old-fa)3hioned  tilings  once  more. 
But  soon  the  wheels  and  drums  have  all  passed  by 
And  tramping  feet  are  heard  hke  sudden  rain  :     • 
The  quiet  startles  our  good  citizen ; 
He  feels  the  child  upon  his  arms.,  and  knows 
He  is  with  the  people  making  holiday 
Because  of  hopes  for  better  days  to  come. 
But  Hope  to  him  was  lil^e  the  brilliant  west 
Telling  of  sunrise  in  a  world  unknown, 
And  from  that  dazzling  curtain  of  bright  hues 
He  turned  to  the  familiar  face  of  fields 
Lying  all  clear  in  the  calm  morping  land. 
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Maybe  'tis  m&&r  not  to  fix  a  lens 

Too  scrutinising  On  the  glorious  times  i 

When  Barbarossa  shall  arise  and  shake  ■ 

His  mountain,  good  King  Arthur  come  again^ 

And  all  the  heroes  of  stidi  giant  soul 

That,  living  once  to  oheer  mankind  with  hope,     . 

They  had  to  sleep  until  the  time  was  ripe 

For  greater  deeds  to  match  their  greater  thought. 

Yet  no  !  the  earth  yields  nothing  more  Divide 

Than  high  prophetic  vision — than  the  Beer 

Who  fasting  from  man^s  meaner  joy  beholds 

The  paths  of  beauteous  order,  and  oonstraot* 

A  fairer  type,  to  shame  our  low  oontent. 

But  prophecy  is  like  potential  sotmd 

Which  tutiied  to  music  seems  a  voice  subHme 

From  out  the  soul  of  light ;  but  turns  to  noise    • ' 

In  scrannel  pipes,  and  makes  all  ears  averse* 

The  faith  thftt  life  on  earth  is  being  shaped 
To  glorious  ends,  tha4;* order,  justice,  love     .    ^ 
Mean  man's  completeness,  mean  effect  a»  sore 
Ab  roundnesib  ia  4ihie  dew<>drop^^that  great  faitik  .  • 
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Is  but  the  nuihiog  and  expanding  stream 

Of  thought,  of  feeling,  fed  by  all  the  past 

Our  finest  hope  is  finest  memory, 

As  they  \\fho  Iqt©  in  age  think  youth  is  blest         ' 

Because  it  has  a  life  to  fill  with  love. 

Full  souls  are  double  minx>rs,  making  Rtill 

An  endlesa  vista  of  fair  tilings  before 

Repeating  things  behind  ;  so  faith  i^  strong 

Only  when  we  are  strong,  shrinks  when  we  shrink?  \ 

It  <?omes  when  m,usio  stirs  us,  and  the  chords 

Moving  on  some  gi:and  climax  shake  our  souls 

With  influx  new  that  makes  new  energiea. 

It  comes  in  swellings  of  the  heart  and  tears 

That  rise  at  noble  and  at  gentle  deeds--^ 

At  labours  pf  the  master-artist's  hand 

Which,  trembling,  touches  to  a  finer  end, 

Trembling  before  an  image  seen  within. 

It  comes  in  moments  of  heroic  love, 

Unjealous  joy  in  joy  not  made  for  us — 

In  conscious  triumph  of  the  good  within 

Making  us  worship  goodness  that  rebukes. 

Even  our  failures  are  a  prophecy, 
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Even  our  yearnings  and  onr  bitter  tears 
After  that  fair  and  true  we  cannot  grasp ; 
As  patriots  who  seem  to  die  in  vain 
Make  liberty  more  sacred  by  their  pangs. 

Presentiment  of  better  things  on  earth 
Sweeps  in  with  every  force  that  stirs  our  souls 
To  admiration,  self-renouncing  love, 
Or  thoughts,  like  light,  that  bind  the  world  in  on6 : 
Sweeps  like  the  sense  of  vastness,  when  at  night 
We  hear  the  roll  and  dash  of  waves  that  break 
Nearer  and  nearer  with  the  rushing  tide. 
Which  rises  to  the  level  of  the  cliff 
Because  the  wide  Atlantic  rolls  behind 
Throbbing  respondent  to  the  far-off  orbs. 

1865. 


BEOTHEE   AND    SISTEE 
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I  CANNOT  choose  but  think  upon  the  time 
When  our  two  lives  grew  like  two  buds  that  kiss 
At  lightest  thrill  from  the  bee*s  swinging  chime, 
Because  the  one  so  near  the  other  is. 

He  was  the  eldex  a»d.a  Utile  man 
Of  forty  inches,  bound  to  show  no  dread, 
And  I  the  girl  that  puppy-like  now  ran, 
Now  lagged  behind  my  bijother's  l^ger  t^eud, 

I  held  him  wise,  and  when  ho  talked  to  me 
Of  snakes  and  birds,  and  which  God  loved  the  best, 
I  thought  his  knowledge  marked  the  boundary 
Wher(^  men  grew  blind,  though  angels  knew  tlie  rest. 

If  he  said  "Hush  !"  I  tried  to  hold  my  breath 
Wherever  he  said  "  Come  !  •*  I  stepped  in  faiths. 
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IL 

Long  years  have  left  their  writing  on  my  brow, 
But  yet  the  freshness  and  the  dew-fed  beam 
Of  those  young  mornings  are  about  me  now, 
When  we  two  wandered  toward  the  far-oflf  stream 


With  rod  and  line.     Our  basket  held  a  store 
Baked  for  us  only,  and  I  thought  with  joy 
That  I  should  have  my  share,  though  he  had  more, 
Because  he  was  the  elder  and  a  boy. 


The  firmaments  of  daisies  since  to  tne 
Have  had  those  mornings  in  their  opening  eyes, 
The  bunched  cowslip's  pale  transparency 
Carries  that  sunshine  of  sweet  memories, 


Ai^d  wild-rose  branches  take  their  finest  scent 
From  those  blest  hours  of  infantine  oontent* 
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II  r. 
Our  mother  bade  ns  keep  the  trodden  ways, 
Stroked  down  my  tippet,  set  my  brother*B  frill, 
Tlien  with  the  benediction  of  lier  gaze 
Climg  to  us  lessening,  and  pursued  ns  still 


Across  the  homestead  to  the  rookery  elms, 
Whose  tall  old  trunks  had  each  a  grassy  mound, 
So  rich  for  us,  we  counted  them  as  realms 
With  varied  products  :  here  were  earth-nuts  found, 


And  here  the  Lady-fingers  in  deep  shade ; 
Here  sloping  toward  the  Moat  the  rushes  grew, 
The  large  to  split  for  pith,  the  small  to  braid : 
Wliile  over  all  the  dark  rooks  cawing  flew, 


And  made  a  happy  strange  solemnity, 

A  deep-toned  chant  frorn  life  unknown  to  me. 
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Our  nieado^-pa^tb  had  ix^emoraiAo,  ^ppts  f . 

One  where  it  bridged  a  tiuy  rivulet,         _  ,\  ' 

Deep  hid  by  tangled  blue  Forget-ia^-iipta ;, 

And  all  alp|^  X\\e  wavii^  gy^sse^s  met  ,    ,  • 

My  little  palm,  or  nodded  to  my  cheek, 
When  flowers  with  upturned  faces  gazing  drew 
My  wonder  downward,  seeming  all  to  speak 
With  eyes  of  souls  that  dumbly  heard  and  knew. 

Then  came  the  copse,  where   wild   things   rushed 
unseen,  .     i  >.  ...... 

And  bl'acfc-scathed  grass  betrayed  the  pasi;  alxTde '  '  ' 
Of  mystic  gypsies,  who  still  lurked  between 
Me  and  eaich  hidden  distance  of  the  road. 

A  gypsy  Qnoe  had  startled- m^,  at  p}^^'    .  .  •  .  . 
Blottingtwith  he^idark  ^miWrflay  suftpy  day.,    / 
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Thus  camblip)^  we  were  Bobooled  in  deepest  lore; 
And  learned  I  the  mea&ingB  tiiiat'give  Words  a  sooil, 
The  fear^  ^e  lov^e^  iiie  iprimal  ptaerrodate  strore^ 
Whose  shg^n^.iEapi^ls^B  mike  BQ^tihood  wfaotei 


Those  hours  were  >  «eed  :td  jatioaay  after  'giJdd  i 
Mj  infant  gladn^^a^  tlmouglk  eyoj  «n:^>  and  ttkrah, 
Took  ^aoily  ais  i^^arwiitb > a  yamoiw- Ibod  -  ■> 
V  To  npiirish  the  e^«^  ^Ibll  of  ioiring  •  mudu :  < .    * 


For  wht>  in;  Agd  shali  rc««n  ^  Ji&ttrih  4nd'-find         • 
Keasone-forJoving  tinat-^wiii  stsrtke '6u%'ioV^    ' 
With  sudden- rod: Ifoism  the  Jiaad.  yteEtf-j)resiB^(i'  tnthfl  ? 
Wepre.jveaMitBi'aMW^rniia&ftkipk  as 'Stars  alto^^^^  ' 


'Tis  lord- zniuitir  see  iliem^  ais  tfae'cfj^  de^b  light: 
Day  is  but  Numljeir'to  the.darkenbd  feigbti 
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vt. 


Qur  blown  canal  was  endless  to  my  thought; 
And  on  its  banks  I  sat  in  di«eamy  peace,    ' 
Unknowing  how  the  good  I  loved  was  wrought, 
Untroubled  by  the  fear  *hat  it  would  cease. 


Slowly  the  barges  floated  into  view 
Rounding  a  grassy  hill  to  me  sublime 
With  some  Unknown  beyond  it,  whither  flew 
The  parting  ciickoo  toward  a  fresh  spring  time. 


The  wide-arched  bridge,  the  ©cisnted  elder-flowers, 
The  wondrou^.  watery  rings  that  died  too  soon, 
The  echoes  .of  the  quarry^  the  stiil  hours 
With  white  fobe  sweepington  the  shadeless  noor, 


Were  but  my  growing  aelf,  are  part  of  me, 
My  present  Fast,  my  root  of  piety. 
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VIL 


Those  long  days  measured  by  my  little  feet 
Had  chronicles  which  yield  me  many  a  text; 
Where  irony  still  finds  an  image  meet 
Of  full-grown  judgments  in  this  world  peirplext 


One  day  my  brother  left  me  id  high  charge, 
To  mind  the  rod,  while  he  went  se^ng  bait. 
And  bade  me,  when  I  saw  a  nearing  barge, 
Snatch  Out  the  line,  lest  he  should  come  too  late. 


Proud  of  the  task,  I  watched  with  all  my  might 
For  one  whole  minute,  till  my  eyes  grew  wide, 
Till  sky  and  earth  took  on  a  strange  new  light 
And  seemed  a  dream-world  floating  on  some  tide- 


A  fair  j)aviKoned  boat  for  me  alone 

Bearing  me  onward  through  the  vast  unknown. 
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VIII. 

But  aoddeaa  odmie'tite  barge's  pitch-bla<3k  pmw; 
Nearer  and  angrier  cdttug  xny  bro'thet'e  cry,  •  ^  « 
And  all  my  isoul  was  quivei-mg  iear,  iHien  lo  1  • 
U^n  tiw,  ihiperiUed  line^  •  «ii0p$kid$d  bigfe, 


A  sily^r  iperot J     My  g^ifltitfasi;!  wo*i  the  |)tey;=  • ' 
Now  turned  ito^merity  had  i  gtieafcloti  ricH  ' 

Of  hii^8  aad  pTaiueca, -and  mbdi^'ittepry  playj'     ' « 
Until  my  tariwmph  ieajched  iitiiMgh^  pitoh     '  "' 


\^b«nL:aU athome  wbrei toM die^ wdtidr^ik  fofct/' 
A»d  bow-  stte  4ittie  «iBter  had; fifeiiied  'vreiL  '  ^ 
Inri^ed-e*^  thcmgh  ray  fortune 'taated  iweeV"  '^'^ 
I  troiide4:ed  wiiy  dihiB  h&ppinsM  ibefelL       '    ^  •  - 

'^  The  littiielhJBshaiiliiDk^'^  ibhe  g^Tdepei;  las^: 
.    And' BO  I.  jeaimed,  inck  was  with  giory  wi&dU 


BROrrflER^  AND    SIBXER.  $87 


lit.      ' 
We  had  the  seliHsaiaiMe  world  enlarged  for  each 
By  loving  diffewaoe  of  girl  afad  Ixjy: 
The  fruifcthat  imng  on  high  beyoiid  tny  reach  ' 
He  plucked  for  me,  aikl  oft  he  mufit  employ. 


A  measuring  glance  to  guide  my  tiiiy  shoe 
Where  lay  firm  steppi'ng'-stones,  or  call  to  rairid 
"  This  thing  T  like  m;^  sister  may  not  do, 
For  she  is  little,' and  I^'mxi^  be  khid.'*  '  ■    ''  '■■"'' 


Thus  boyish  Will  the  nobler  mastery  learned 
Where  inward  vision  over  impulse  reigns, 
.  Widening  its  life  with  separate  life  discerned, 
A  Like  unlike,  a  Self  that  self  restrains. 


His  years  with  others  must  the  sweater  be 
Fot  tboBe  bi;Wf  days  he  spejit.  in  Jovi^ig  va^ 


588  BUOTHEU   AND    SISTER. 


His  sorrow  was  my  sorrow,  and  his  joy- 
Sent  little  leaps  and  laughs  through  all  my  frame ; 
My  doll  seemed  lifeless  and  no  girlish  toy 
Had  any  reason  when  my  brother  came, 

I  knelt  with  him  at  marbles,  marked  his  fling 
Cut  the  ringed  stem  and  make  the  apple  drop, 
Or  watched  him  winding  close  the  spiral  string 
That  looped  the  orbits  of  the  humming  top. 

Gmsped  by  such  fellowship  my  vagrant  thought 
Ceased  with  dream-fruit  dream-wishes  to  fulfil ; 
My  aSry-pioturing  fantasy  was  taught 
Subjection  to  the  harder,  truer  skill 

That  seeks  with  deeds  to  grave  a  thought-tracked 

line. 
And  by  "What  is/'  "What  will  be''  to  define. 
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XL 


School  parted  us  ;  we  never  found  again 
That  childish  world  where  our  two  spirits  mingled 
Like  scents  from  varying  roses  that  remain 
One  sweetness,  nor  can  evermore  be  singled. 

Yet  the  twin  habit  of  that  early  time 
Lingered  for  long  about  the  heart  and  tongue : 
We  had  been  natives  of  one  happy  clime, 
And  its  dear  accent  to  our  utterance  clung. 

Till  the  dire  years  whose  awful  name  is  Change 
Had  grasped  our  souls  still  yearning  in  divorce, 
And  pitiless  shaped  them  in  two  forms  that  range 
Two  elements  which  sever  their  life's  course. 


But  were  another  childhood-world  my  share, 
I  would  be  born  a  little  sister  there. 
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YotTK  soul  waB  lifted  by  the  wingB  to-day 

Hearing  the  master  of  the  violin  : 

You  praised  him,  praised  the  great  Sebastian  too 

Who  made  that  fine  Chaconne  ;  but  did  you  think 

Of  old  Antonio  Stradivari  ? — him 

Who  a  good  dentnry  arid  half  ago 

Put  his  true  work  in  that  brown  instrument 

And  by  the  nice  adjustment  of  its  frame 

Gave  it' responsive  life,  continuous 

With  the  master's  finger-tips  and  perfected 

Likd  them  by  delicate  rectitude  of  use. 

Not  Bach  alone,  helped  by  fine  precedent 
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Of  genius  gone  before,  nor  Joachim 

Who  holds  the  strain  afresh  incorporate 

By  inward  hearing  and  notation  strict 

Of  nerve  and  muscle,  made  our  joy  to-day: 

Another  soul  was  living  in  the  air 

And  swaying  it  to  true  deliverance 

Of  high  invention  and  responsive  skill : — 

That  plain  white  -  aproned  man  who  stood  at 

work 
Patient  and  accurate  fiill  fourscore  years, 
Cherishcid  Im  sigU^  a;ud  towcb  by  ti^piperan^  , 
And  since  keen  sense  is  Ipve  pf  pejffftotnesB 
Made  perfect  violins^  tliie  needed  p9ith» 
jfor  inapiratioii  and  high  mastery* 

No  simpler  man  tfcan  he ;  he  nev«r  cried, 
"  Wl^  ^^fj^,  I  bojTp,  tQ  tlw  mQiiotoi^oua  task 
Of  making  violins  ?  "  or  flwg  theito  down, 
To  suit  with  hiwling  act  a  wellnhurled  cnrse 
At  labour  on  suph  perishable  stuE. 
Hence  neighbpnrs  in.  CremowaJield  him  dull,     • 
Called  hii^  ^  al^ve,  a  mtU-JiorsQ,  amachiney 
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Begged  him  to  tell  his  motives  or  to  lend 
A  few  gold  pieces  to  a  loftier  mind. 
Yet  he  had  pithy  words  full  fed  by  fact ; 
For  Fact,  well-trnsted,  reasoiis  and  persuades, 
Is  gnomic,  cutting,  or  ironical, 
Draws  tears,  or  is  a  tocsin  to  arouse*— 
Can  hold  all  figurefe  of  1^6  orator 
In  on'e  plain  sentence  ;  has  her  pauses  too-^ 
Eloquent  silence  at  the  chasm  abrupt  * 
Where  knowl-edge  ceases*     TIdub  Antonio 
Made  answers  as  Fact  wiUed,  and  daadethexu 
strong.  ' 

Naldo,  a  paititer  of  eclectic  school. 

Taking  his  dicers,  candlelight  and  griiMS  .   ' 

From  Carattiggi<>,  and  in  holier  groups  ' 

Combining  Flemish  flesh  With"  mairtyrflom— ^ 

Knowing  all  tricks  of  styld  at  thirty-one, 

And  weary  of  them,  While  Antonio 

At  sixty-nine  wrought  j)lacidly  his  best 

Making  the  violin  you  heard  to-day-- 

Naldo  would  tease  hiin  oft  to  tell  his  aiuHu 
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"  Perhaps  tliou  hast  some  pleasant  vice  to  feed — 

The  love  of  louis  d^ors  in  heaps  of  four, 

Each  violin  a  heap — I've  nought  to  blame  ; 

My  vices  waste  isuoh  heaps.     But  then,  why  work 

With  painful  nicety?     Since  fame  once  earned 

By  luck  or  merit — offcenest  by  luck — 

(Else  why  do  I  put  Bonifezio's  name 

To  work  that  ^pinocit  Naldb^  would  not  sell?) 

Is  welcome  index  to  the  wealthy  mob 

Where  they  should  pay  their  gold,  and  where  they  pay 

There  they  find  merit — take  your  tow  for  flax, 

And  hold  the  flax  unlabelled  with  your  najne, 

Too  coarse  for  sufferance." 

Antonio  then : 
"  I  like  the  gold — well,  yes — but  not  for  meals. 
And  as  my  stomach,  so  my  eye  and  hand, 
And  inward  sense  that  works  along  with  both, 
Have  hunger  that  can  never  feed  on  coin. 
Who  draws  a  line  and  satisfies  his  soul. 
Making  it  crooked  where  it  should  be  straight  ? 
An  idiot  with  an  oyster-shell  may  draw 
His  lines  along  the  sand,  all  wavering, 
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Fixing  no  point  or  pathway  to  a  point ; 

An  idiot  one  remove  may  choose  his  line, 

Straggle  and  be  content ;  but  God  be  praised, 

Antonio  Stradivari  has  an  eye 

That  winces  at  false  work  and  loves  the  true, 

With  hand  and  arm  that  play  upon  the  tool 

As  willingly  as  any  singing  bird 

Sets  him  to  sing  his  morning  roundelay, 

Because  he  likes  to  sing  and  likes  the  song." 

Then  Naldo  :  "  *Ti8  a  petty  kind  of  fame 
At  best,  that  comes  of  making  violins  ; 
And  saves  no  masses,  either.     Thou  wilt  go 
To  purgatory  none  the  less." 

But  he : 
"  'Twere  purgatory  here  to  make  them  ill ; 
And  for  my  fame — when  any  master  holds 
'Twixt  chin  and  hand  a  violin  of  mine. 
He  will  be  glad  that  Stradivari  lived. 
Made  violins,  and  made  them  of  the  best. 
The  masters  only  know  whose  work  is  good : 
They  will  choose  mine,  and  while  God  gives  them  slcill 


598  StUADlVJlillUS. 

I  give  them  ibstrntinentB  to  play.iipon^   . 
God  choosing  me  to  help  Him*"  , ,  ,  .-  / 

^.*.Wh^tlw0i;eG<«i 
At  fault  for  violins,  thou  absent  ?  ? 

"    .•        '/^Yes-;.-  ■  ,    .  ■ 
He  were  at  fault  Ibr  8tirabdivtoi'«  wwk."  ..  '    , 

"  Why,  many  hold  -Giuseppe^s  viollna  ' 
As  good  as  thine*"'  . ,        . 

"  May  be  :  they  are  different 
His  quality  decliiies  :  he  spoils  hii^ihto^        .    u 
With  over-drinking.     Biit;  were  his  the  ibft&t,,  •■ 
He  could  not  work  Ibr  two*     My  work  ia  miuey  . 
And,  heresy  or  not,  if  my  hand.filaoked  .  ;' 

I  should  rob  God-^^ce  He  is  fullest  good — 
Leaving  a'  blank  instead  erf  violins; 
I  say,  not  God  Himself  canimake  man'B  beet..         .' 
Without  best  men  tohelp  Hinl.  *  I'  AuitO^e  boi^ 
Here  in  Cremona,  -iifiing  suoiight.well 
To  fashion  finest  maple  till  it  ^aerv^ 
More  cunningly  than  thvoats,  forhafmony.  . . 
^TiR  rar^  detighii :  I  would*  i&ot  ohioige  my  i^kill       i 


To  be  the  Emperor  with  bungling  hands, 

And  lose  my  ^^vork,,  which  coiiDjes  aa  naturaJi     .  . 

As  self  at  wakwg.r  ;    i .         / 

"  Thdu.  art  little  mfor©     . 
Thftn  a  deft  patter's  wheel,  Antonio  ; 
Turning  out  wo^k  by  mea^e  necessity  V  . 

And  lack  of  varied  funption.  '  Higher  arta    ' 
Subsist  .on  freedomr-z^QO^itriQity'— r  / . 

Uncounted  inspirations — influence  '.      ■' 

Thatcomes-  with-drinkiijgy  gel^ftblingjtpflk  turned  wild. 
Then  iHlQady  mi^ry  »fld  lac^:  of  foodrrr 
With  every  dithyraiinbi^  J j^.. excess :  .    ..:■  :••.! 

These  make  at  last  a  storm,  wl^b  flasb^  ou;t  " 
In  lightning. revelations.  ,  Steady  wox\^       •.  ,,.    \  :  ;/ 
Turns  genius  to  a  loom ;  the  soul  must  lie 
Like  grapes  beneath  the  sun  till  ripeness  comes' 
And  mellow  vintage.     I  could  paint  you  now 
The  finest  Crucifixion  ;  yesternight 
Eetuming  home  I  saw  it  on  a  sky 
Blue-black,  thick-starred.     I  want  two  louis  d'ors 
To  buy  the  canvas  and  the  costly  blues — 
Trust  me  a  fortnight." 
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"  Where  are  those  last  two 
I  lent  thee  lor  thy  Judith  ? — ^her  thou  saw'st 
In  saffron  gown,  with  Holofernes'  head 
And  beauty  all  complete?" 

"  She  is  but  sketched: 
I  lack  the  proper  model — and  the  mood. 
A  great  idea  is  an  eagle's  egg, 
Craves  time  for  hatching ;  while  the  eagle  sits 
Feed  her." 

"  If  thou  wilt  call  thy  pictures  eggs 
I  call  the  hatching,  Work.     'Tis  God  gives  skill, 
But  not  without  men's  hands  ;  He  could  not  make 
Antonio  Stradivari's  violins 
Without  Antonio.     Get  thee  to  thy  easel." 

1873. 
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Young  Hamlet,  not  the  hesitating  Dane, 
But  one  named  ^fter  him,  ^ho  iiately  fitrove 
For  honours  at,  our  English'  Witteiiberg, —    ;  / 
Blond,  metaphysical,  and  eensnous, 
Questioning  all  things  and  yet  half  cbnvinced ) 
Credulity  were  bettiejp ;  held  inert.  » 

'T  wixt  fascinations  of  all  oppoaites, 
And  half  suspecting  that  the  mightiest  soul 
(Perhaps  his  own  ?)  was  union  of  extremes, 
Having  no  choice  but  oboioe  .of  everything :: 
As,  drinking  deep  to-day  for  love  of  wine, 
To-morrow  half  a  Brahniin,  scorning  life  ■'■.'  '>:  /. 
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As  mere  illusion,  yearning  for  that  True 

Which  has  no  qualities ;  another  day 

Finding  the  fount  of  grace  in  sacraments, 

And  purest  reflex  of  the  light  divine 

In  gem-bossed  pyx  and  broidered  chasuble, 

Kesolved  to  wear  no  stockings  and  to  iast 

With  arms  extended,  waiting  ecstasy; 

But  getting  cramps  instead,  and  needing  change, 

A  would-be  pagan  next: — 

Young  Hamlet  sat 
A  guest  wilih  five  <!)f  somewhat  riper  ftg© 
At  breakfast  with  Horatio,  a  friend 
With  few  opinions^  but  of  ftiitiiful  heetrt, 
Quick  to  detect  tbe  fibrous  spreading  roots 
Of  character' that  feed  men's  theories^  '    ' 

Yet  cloaking  weaknesses  with  eharity 
And  ready  in  all  service  save  rebuke* 

With  ebb  bfbrealrfa^t  and  the  cider-btp 
Came. high  debate:  the  others  sealfed  there  <    ' 
Were-Osric,  spiTmier  of  fiiie  rietttet»c'es," 
A  delicate  insect  creeping  over  liJPe 
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Feeding  on  molecules  of  floral  breath, 
And  weaving  gossamer  to  trap  the  snn ; 
Laertes  ardent,  rash,  and  radical; 
Discursive  Eosenoranz,-  grave  Guildenstern, 
And  he  for  'whom  the  social  meal  was  miade— ^ 
The  polished  priest,  a  tolerant  listener, 
Disposed  to  give  a  tearing  tio  the  lost, 
And  breakfast  with:  them  ere  they  went  below. 

From  alpine  metaphysio  glaciers  first 

The  talk  sprang  copious;  the  themes  were  old,  '    ^ 

But  so  is  human  breath,  so  infant  eyes. 

The  daily  nurslings  of  cr(*ative  light. 

Small  words  held  mighty  meanings:  Matter,  Force, 

Self,  Not-self,  Being,  Seeming,  Space  and  Time — 

Plebeian  toilers  on  the  dusty  road 

Of  daily  traffic,  turned  to  G'enii 

And  cloudy  giants  darkening  sun  and  moon.    \ 

Creation  was  reversed  in  hnman  talk: 

None  said,  "  Let  Darkness  be,"  but  Darkness  was ; 

And  in  it  weltered  with  Teutonic  ease. 

An  argumentative  Leviathan, 
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Blowing  cascades  from  out  his  element, 
The  tliunderous  Rosencranz,  till 

"Truce,  I  beg  I" 
Said  Osric,  with  nice  accent.     "  I  abhor 
That  battling,  of  the  ghosts,  that  strife  of  terms 
For  utmost  lack  of  colour,  form,  and  breath, 
That  tasteless  squabbling  called  Philosophy: 
As  if  a  blue- winged  butterfly  afloat 
For  just  three  days  above  the  Italian  fields, 
Instead  of  sipping  at  the  heart  of  flowers. 
Poising  in  sunshine,  fluttering  towards  its  bride, 
Should  fast  and  speculate,  considering 
What  were  if  it  were  not  ?  or  what  now  is 
Instead  of  that  which  seems  to  be  itself? 
Its  deepest  wisdom  surely  were  to  be 
A  sipping,  marrying,  blue-winged  butterfly; 
Since  utmost  speculation  on  itself 
Were  but  a  three  days'  living  of  worse  sort — 
A  bruising  struggle  all  within  the  bounds 
Of  butterfly  existence." 

"I  protest,*' 
Burst  in  Laertes,  "  against  arguments 
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That  start  with  calling  me  a  buttei-fly, 
A  bubble,  spark,  or  other  metaphor 
Which  carries  your  conclusions  as  a  phrase 
In  quibbling  law  will  carry  property. 
Put  a  thin  sucker  for  my  human  lips 
Fed  at  a  mother's  breast,  who  now  needs  food 
That  I  will  earn  for  her ;  put  bubbles  blown 
From  frothy  thinking,  for  the  joy,  the  love, 
The  wants,  the  pity,  and  the  fellowship 
(The  ocean  deeps  I  might  say,  were  I  bent 
On  bandying  metaphors)  that  make  a  man — 
Why,  rhetoric  brings  within  your  easy  reach 

Conclusions  worthy  of — a  butterfly. 

The  universe,  I  hold,  is  no  charade. 

No  acted  pun  unriddled  by  a  word, 

Nor  pain  a  decimaL  diminishing 

With  hocus-pocus  of  a  dot  or  nought. 

For  those  who  know  it,  pain  is  solely  pain  : 

Not  any  letters  of  the  alphabet 

Wrought  syllogistically  pattern-wise, 

Nor  any  cluster  of  fine  images, 

Nor  any  missing  of  their  figiu-ed  dance 
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By  blundering  molecules.     AnalyBis  '      - 

May  show  you  the  right  physio  for  the  ill,  ' 
Teaching  the  molecules  to  find  their  dance, 
But  spare  me  your  analogieif*,  that  hold 
Such  insight  as  the  figure  of  a  crow 
And  bear  of  music  put  to  signify 
A  crowbar." 

Said,  the  Priest,  "  There  1  agtfee — 
Would  add  that  sacramental  grace  is  grace'  '  • 
Which  to  be  known  must  first  be  felt,  with  all 
The  strengthening  influxes  that  come  by  prayer. 
I  note  this  passingly— would  not  del-ar 
The  conversation's  tenor,  save  to  hint 
That  taking,  stand  with  Bosen<Jranz  one  i^es 
Final  equivalence  of  all  wfe  name 
Our  Good  and  lU-^fheir  diiSference  meanwhile 
Being  inborn,  prejudice  that  plumps  you  doWn 
An  Ego,  brihgs  a  weight  into  your  scale 
Forcing  a  standard.     That  resistless  weight 
Obstinate,  irremovable'  by  thought, 
Persisting  through  disproof,  an  aohe,  a  need 
That  spaceless  stays  where  sharp  analysis 
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Has  Bhown  a  plenum  filled  without  it— what 

If  this,  to  use  your  phrase,  were  just  that  Being 

Not  looking  solely,  grasping  from  the  dark, 

Weighing  the  difference  you  call  Ego  ?     This 

Gives  you  persistence,  regulates  the  flux 

With  strict  relation  rooted  in  the  AIL 

Wlio  is  he  of  your  late  philosophers 

Takes  the  true  name  of  Being  to  be  Will  ? 

I — nay,  the  Church  objects  nought,  is  content  r 

Keason  has  reached  its  utmost  negative, 

Pliysic  and  metaphysic  meet  in  the  inane 

And  backward  shrink  to  intense  prejudice, 

Making  their  absolute  and  homdgene 

A  loaded  relative,  a  choice  to  be 

Whatever  is — supposed :  a  What  is  not. 

The  Church  demands  no  more,  has  standing  room 

And  basis  for  her  doctrine  :  this  (no  more) — 

That  the  strong  bias  .which  we  name  tlie  Soul, 

Though  fed  and  clad  by  dissoluble  wave^y 

Has  antecedent  quality,  aad  rules 

By  veto  or  consent  tlie  strife  of  thought, 

Making  arbitrament  tihat  ww  oaU  fiiitb.''' 


V       ! 
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Here  was  biief  silence,  till  young  Hamlet  spoke. 

"  I  crave  direction,  Father,  how  to  know 

The  sign  of  that  imperative  whose  right 

To  sway  my  act  in  face  of  thronging  donbts 

j  Were  an  oracular  gem  in  price  beyond 

I  Urim  and  Thummim  lost  to  IsraeL 
i 
That  bias  of  the. soul,  that  conquering  die 

Loaded  with  golden  emphasis  of  Will— 

How  find  it  where  resolve,  once  made,  becomes 

The  rash  exclusion  of  an  opposite 

Which  draws  the  stronger  as  I  turn  aloof." 

"  I  think  I  hear  a  bias  in  your  words,'^ 

The  Priest  said  mildly ,< — *^that  strong  natural  bent 

Which  we  call  hunger.     What  more  positive    ' 

Than  appetite  ?— of  spirit  or  of  flesh, 

I  care  not — ^  sense  of  need '  were  truer  phrase. 

You  hunger  for  authoritative  right, 

And  yet  discern  no  difference  of  toAes, 

No  weight  of  rod  that  marks  imperial  rule  ? 

Laertes  granting,  I  will  put  your  case 

In  analogic  form :  the  doctors  hold 
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Hunger  which  gives  no  relish— save  caprice 
That  tasting  venison  fonoies  mellow  pears — 
A  symptom  of  disorder,  and  prescribe 
Strict  discipline.     Were  I  physician  here 
I  would  prescribe  that  exercise  of  soul 
Which  lies  in  full  obedience  :  you  ask, 
Obedience  to  what  ?     The  answer  lies 
Within  the  word  itself ;  for  how  obey 
What  has  no  rule,  asserts  no  absdcute  ciaim  ? 
Take  inclination,  tfeste — ^why,  that  is  you, 
No  rule  above  you.     Science,  reasoning 
On  nature's  order^tbey  exist  and  move 
Solely  by  disputation,  hold  no  pledge 
Of  final  consequence,  but  push  the  swiug 
Where  Epicurus  and  the  Stoic  sit 
In  endless  see*saw.     One  autiiofpity, 
And  only  one,  says  simply  this,  Obey : 
Place  yourself  in  that  current  (test  it  so  I) 
Of  spiritual  order  where  at  least 
Lies  promise  of  a  high  communion, 
A  Head  informing  members,  Life  that  breathes 
With  gift  of  forces  over  and  above 
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The  plus  of  arithmetic  interchange.  ■.  '■ 

'  The  Church  too  has  a  body,'  you  object,  V 

^  Can  be  diafleoted,  put  beneath  the  lens 

And  shown  the  merest  continuity.     .  • 

Of  all  existence  else  beneath  th-e  sun.' 

I  grant  you  ;  but  the  lens  will  not.  disproye.*    , ' 

A  presence  which  eludes  it.     Take  your  wit,  '  ; 

Your  highest  passion,  widest-feaehing  thougihti 

Show  their  oonditkaKS  if  you-  will  or  can,  . 

But  though  you  saw  the  final  atoibrdance  ;" 

Making  each  molecule  that  stands  for  sign 

Of  love  being  present,  where  is  still  your  love  ? 

How  measure  that,  how, certify  its  weight? 

And  sq.I  say,  the  body  of  the.  Church  > 

Carries  a  Presence,  jiromises  and  goifts;       •: 

Never  disproved^— whose  argnment  is  foiind 

In  lasting  failure  of  the  search  elsewhere: 

For  what  it  holds  to  satisfy  man's  need. 

But  I  grow  lengthy':  my  excuse  must:be'        •  ' 

Your  question,  'Hamlet,  Vehich  has  probed  right 

through'      '  :  / 

To  the  pith  of  (mi  belief.     And  I  have  robbed 
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Myaelf  of  pleasure  as  a  lietener.  ;, 

Tis  noon,  I  see ;  and  my  appoiivtmewt  stan4fi( 
For  half-past  twelve  with  Voltimawd,     Goqti-bya;" 

Brief  partitig,  brief  regret— rftino we,.  bi|t  quej^^Ji/Hl 
In  fdme»  fCf  beet  Havannab^  wJiioh  cott3ole$  ;  t  . 
Few  lack  of  otber  oejrtitTide,     Tthmx  /saodj, .    .      1 
Mildly  sarcastic,  quieit  GuildeuiiateiTi ;  .  •* » 

"  I  mart€4.hQw  the  Fattier  gave  niaw  ebaim  /  '' 
To  weak  ooholiiisions :  I  wia6:  h^]£  convinced : .  I 
The  pooxefrt  reasoner  made  the  finest  m*ii,  :  '■  ? » 
And  hield  hlfl  logic  lovelierifoi?  ite  limj^-"      '■:   . -T 

••     •      •  ..'•         *■-..•  \\     .'•    "H  r 

"  I  fain  .would  hear,",  said  Samlet^  ^'  how  you  firifl 

A/  stronger  footing  tiian  tha  Fatlier  gsiv^i     ■    :  1 

How  base  your  self-remst^olce  save  on.' faith   .     '  < 

In  some  invisible  Order^  highei:  Right  : 

Than:  changing  impulse.     What  does  Reason  bid  ? 

To  take  a  fullest  rationality  .-    *  ' 

What  offers  best  solution :  so  the  Ohurcb.  i 

Science,  detecting  hydrogen  aflame  : 

Outside  our  firmament,  lectves  mykfceiry  -      i 
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Whole  and  untouched  beyond  ;  nay,  in  our  blood 
And  in  the  potent  atoms  of  each  germ 
The  Secret  lives— envelops,  penetrates     ■ 
Whatever  sense  perceives  or  thought  divines. 
'Science,  whose  eouHs  explanation,  halts 
With  hostile  front  at  mystery,  .  The  OhiStTch 
Takes  mystery  as  her  empire,  brings  its  wealtii  ' 
Of  possibility  to  fill  the  void 
'Twixt  contradictions — 'warrants  so  a  faith     "  ' 
Defying  sense  and  all  its  ruthless  train  s 

Of  arrogant  *  Therefores.'     Science  with  her  lens 
Dissolves  the  Forms  that  made  the  other  half  ' 
Of  all  our  love,  which  thenceforth  widowed  lives 
To  gaze  with  maniac  stare  at  what  is  not. 
The  Church  explains  not,  governs — ^fbeds  reserve 
By  vision  fraught  with  heart-expeiience 
And  human  yearning." 

'  "  Ay,"  said  G-uildenstelrh, 

With  friendly  nod,  "  the  Father,  I  can  see. 
Has  caught  you  up  in  his  air-chariot. 
His  thought  takies  rainbow-bridges,  out'of  readi 
By  solid  obstables,  evaporates 
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The  ooarBe.  and  common  into  subtiltiee, 
Insists' that  what  is  real  in  the  CKuroh 
Is  something  out  of  evidence,  and  begs 
(Just  in  pak'entheflis)  jou^ll  never  mind 
What  stares  you  in  the  face -and  bruises  you. 
Why,  by  his  method  I  ooxM  juistify 
Eaoli  superstition  and  each  tyranny 
That  e(ver  rode  upon  the  back  of  man, 
Pretending  fitnesa  for  his  sole,  defence 
Against  lifers  evil.     HoW  can  augkt  subsist 
That  holds  no  theory  of  gain  or  good  ? 
Despots  with*  terror,  in  their  red' right  liand 
Must  argue  good  to  helpers  and  themselves. 
Must  let  submission  hold  a  cote  of  gain 
To  make  their  slaves  bhoose  life.     Their  theory, 
Abstracting  .inc»nvenience  o£  racks. 
Whip-lashes,  dragonhades  and  aU  things  coarse 
Inherent  in  the  fact  or  concrete  mass. 
Presents  the  pure  idea— utmost  good 
Secured  by  Order  only  to  be  found 
In  strict  subordination,  hierarchy 
Of  forces  where,  by  nature's  law,  tiie  strong 
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Has  rightful  empire,  riil©  of  weafcer  proved 
Mere  dissolution.     What  can  you-  object  ?  ' 
The  Inqnisition— if  you  tnm  away 
From  narrow  notioe  how  the  seent  of  goU       • 
Has:giiided  sense  of  datoning  heresy — ^  '' 

The  Inquisition  is  sublime,  is  love  •  ♦' 

Hindering  theepTead  of  poison  in  Uaea's  sonla  i 
The  flames  are  nothing ;  only  smaller  pom  •  :' 
To  hinder  greater,  or  the  pain  o£^0S3ie  i 

To  save  the  many,  such  afe  throbs  at  heart  ■■     ^ 
Of  every  system  bom  into  the  T^orld. 
So  of  thie.Ohureh  as  higih  oommunion 
Of  Head  with  members,  fount  of  apirit  forcd- 
Beyond  the  calculus,  and  carrying  proof 
In  her.  sole  power  to  scUiisfy  man's  need :      . 
That  seems  ideal  truth  as  clear  as  lineB 
That^  necessary  though  invisible,  traoe       .!'■■' 
The  balance  of  the  ploaieta  and  the  sim — 
Until  I  find  Ov  hi t^  in  that  last  claim.         >  ■■- 
'■  To  satisfy  man'«  teed*'     Sir,  that  depfeikde : 
We  settle  first  the  measure  of  mian's'need 
Before  we  girant  capacity  ta  filL ,  -i     ) 
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John,  James,  or  ThomaB,  you  may  satisiy; 
But  since  you  ohoo«e  ideals  I  demand 
Your  Church  shall  satisfy  ideal  man, 
His  utnioflt  reason  and  his  utmost  love. 
And  say  these  rest  a-hungefed — ^iind  no  scheme 
Content  them  both,  but  hold  the  world  accursed, 
A  Calvary  where  ReaS6n  mooks  at  Love, 
And  Love  forsaken  sends  out  orphan  cries 
Hopeless  of  answer ;  still  the  soul  remains 
lArgeVj  diviner  than  your  half-way  Church, 
Which  raclre  your  reason  into  false  consent. 
And  soothes  your  Love  with  sops  of  selfishness." 

"  There  I  am  with  you,"  cried  Laertes.     "  What 
To  me  are  any  dictates,  though  they  came 
With  thnnderg  from-  the  Mount,  if  still  within 
I  see  a  higher  Right,  a  higher  Good 
Compelling  love  and  worship  ?    Though  the  earth 
Held  force  electric  to  discern  and  kill 
Each  thinking  rebel — what  is  martyrdom 
But  death-defying  nttei^nce  of  belief. 
Which  being  mine  remains  my  truth  supremo 
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Though  solitary  as  the  throb  of  pain 
Lying  outside  the  pulses  of  the  world  ? 
Obedience  is  good  :  ay,  but  to  what? '  ■■    i 

And  for  what  ends  ?    For-  say  that  I  rebel 
Against  your  rule  as  devilieh,  or  as  rule:      -       . . 
Of  thunder-guiding  powers  that  deny  .;    . .    '' 

Man's  highest  benefit :  rebellion  th^n-.     t-. 
Were  strict  obedience  to  another  mle      - ,     .  ;      . 

Which  bids  me  flout  your  thunder."     '!.  -  ^^ ' . 

,  ;    ,  >A^oyou.iiow!" 
Said  Osric,  delicately,  ^^  how  you  :Oome, 
Laertes  mine,  with  all  your,  warring  zeal ; . 
As  Python-slayer  of  the  present  age — 
Cleansing  all  social  swamps  by  da'rting  ritya    '  l  ^ 
Of  dubious  doctrine,  hot:  with,  energy      , 
Of  private  judgment  and  disgust  for  doutotr—  ' .' 
To  state  my  thesis,  which' you  most  iahliQi!        ,-;  . 
When  sung  in  Daphnis-notes  b^neath  the  pines 
To  gentle  rush  of  waters.     Your  belief —       '".1 
In  essence  what  !£ it  but  simply  Taste?    ;    •  . 
I  urge  with  you  exemption  from  all  claims. 
That  come  from  other  than  my  proper  ^rill,  ,<  /  • 
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An  Ultimate  within  to  balance  yours, 

A  solid  meeting  you,  excluding  you, 

Till  you  show  fuller  force  by  entering 

My  spiritual  space  and  crushing  Me 

To  a  subordinate  complement  of  You  : 

Such  ultimate  must  stand  alike  for  all. 

Preach  your  oriisade,  then :  all  will  join  who  like 

The  hurly-burly  of  aggressive  creeds  ; 

Still  your  unpleasant  Ought,  your  itch  to  choose 

What  gratis  upon  the  sense,  is  simply  Taste, 

Differs,  I  think,  from  mine  (permit  the  word. 

Discussion  forces  it)  in  being  bad.'* 

The  tone  was  too  polite  to  breed  offence, 

Showing  a  tolerance  of  what  was  "  bad  " 

Becoming  courtiers.     Louder  Kosencranz 

Took  up  the  ball  with  rougher  movement,  woiit 

To  show  contempt  for  doting  reasoners 

Who  hugged  some  reasons  with  a  preference, 

As  warm  Laertes  did :  he  gave  five  puffs 

Intolerantly  sceptical,  then  said, 

"  Your  human  good,  which  yoiu  would  make  supreme. 
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How  do  you  know  it  ?     Has  it  shown  itsi  fece  • 

In  adamantine  type,  with  features  clear, 

As  this  republic,  or  that  monarchy? 

As  federal  grouping,  cm:  municipal? 

Equality,  or  finely  shaded  lines 

Of  social  diflPerence  ?  ecstatic  whirl 

And  draught  intense  of  passionate  joy  and  pbia, 

Or  sober  self-control  thai  stjarves  its  youth 

And  lives  to  wonder  what  the  world  calla.joy  ? 

Is  it  in  sympathy  that  shares  men's  pangs 

Or  in  cool  brains  that  can  explain  tiiem  well? 

Is  it  in  labour  or  in  laziness  ? 

In  training  for  the  tug  of  rivalry 

To  be  admired,  or  in  the  admiring  sool? 

In  risk  or  certitude  ?     In  battling  rage 

And  hardy  challenges  of  Protean  luck,  • 

Or  in  a  sleek  and  rural  apathy 

Full  fed  with  'sameness  ?     Pray  define  your  Good 

Beyond  rejection  by  majority ; 

Next,  how-  it  may  subsist  without  the  III 

Which  seems  its  only  outline.     Show  a  world 

Of  pl(*asnre  not  resisted  ;  or  a  world 
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Of  pressure  equalised,  yet  vaxious 
In  action  formative ;  for  that  will  serve 
As  illustration  of  your  human  good — 
Which  at  its  perfecting  (your  goal  of  hope) 
Will  not  be  straight  extinct^  or  Mi  to  sleep 
In  the  deep  boscnn  of  the  Unchangeable. 
What  will  you  work  for,  then^  and  call  it  good 
With  full  and  certain  vision — good  for  aught 
Save  partial  ends  which  happen  to  be  yours  r' 
How  will  you  get  your  stringency  to  bind 
Thought  or  desire  in  demonstrated  tracks 
Which  are  but  waves  within  a  balanced  whole? 
Is  ^  relative '  the  magic  word  tlmt  turns  . 
Your  flux  mercurial  of  good  to  gold  ? 
Why,  that  analysis  at  which  you  rage 
As  anti-social  force  that  sweeps  you  down 
The  world  in  one  cascade  of  molecules, 
Is  brother  '  relative ' — and  grins  at  you 
Like  any  convict  whom  you  thought  to  send 
Outside  society,  till  this  enlarged 
And  meant  New  England  and  Australia  too. 
Th6  Absolute  is  your  shadow,  and  the  space 
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Which  you  say  might  be  real  were  you  milled 
To  curves  pellicular,  the  thinnest  thin, 
Equation  of  no  thickness,  is  stiU  you." 

"  Abstracting  all  that  makes  him  clubbable," 

Horatio  interposed.     But  Bosenoranz, 

Deaf  as  the  angry  turkey-cock  whose  ears 

Are  plugged  by  swollen  tissues  when  he  scolds 

At  men's  pretensions :  "  Pooh,  your  *  Relative ' 

Shuts  you  in,  hopeless,  with  your  progeny 

As  in  a  Hunger-tower ;.  your  social  good, 

Like  other  deities  by  turn  supreme, 

Is  transient  reflex  of  a  prejudice. 

Anthology  of  causes  and  effects 

To  suit  the  mood  of  fanatics  who  lead 

The  mood  of  tribes  or  nations.     I  admit 

If  you  could  show  a  sword,  nay^  chance  of  sword 

Hanging  conspicuous  to  their  inward  eyes 

With  edge  so  constant  threatening  as  to  sway 

All  greed  and  lust  by  terror ;  and  a  law 

Clear-writ  and  proven  as  the  law  supreme 

Which  that  dread  sword  enforces — then  your  Right, 
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Duty,  or  social  Good,  were  it  once  brought 

To  common  measure  with  the  potent  law. 

Would  dip  the  scale,  would  put  unchanging  marks 

Of  wisdom  or  of  folly  on  each  deed, 

And  warrant  exhortation.     Until  then, 

Where  is  your  standard  or  criterion  ? 

'  What  always,  everywhere,  by  all  men  ' — why, 

That  were  but  Custom,  and  your  system  needs 

Ideals  never  yet  incorporate. 

The  imminent  doom  of  Custom.     Can  you  find 

Appeal  beyond  the  sentience  in  each  man  ? 

Frighten  the  blind  with  scarecrows  ?  raise  an  awe 

Of  things  unseen  where  appetite  commands 

Chambers  of  imagery  in  the  soul 

At  all  its  avenues  ? — You  chant  your  hymns 

To  Evolution,  on  your  altar  lay 

A  sacred  egg  called  Progress  :  have  you  proved 

A  Best  unique  where  all  is  relative. 

And  where  each  change  is  loss  as  well  as  gain  ? 

The  age  of  healthy  Saurians,  well  supplied 

With  heat  and  prey,  will  balance  well  enough 

A  human  age  where  maladies  are  strong 
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And  pleasnres  feeble  ; '  wealth  a  monster  gorged' 
Mid  hungry  populations ;  intellect 
Aproned  in  laboratories,  bent  on  proof 
That  this  is  that  and  both  are  good  for  nought 
Save  feeding  error  through  a  weary  lifb; 
While  Art  and  Poesy  struggle  like  po6r  ghosts 
To  hinder  cock-crow  and  the  dreadful-  iightj 
Lurking  in  darkness  and  the  chamei-houfie,  •    '• 
Or  like  two  stalwart  greybeards,  imbedile 
With  limbs  still  active,  playing  at  belief 
That  hunt  the  slipper,  foo1>ball,  hide^nd-seek,    - 
Are  sweetly  merry,  dbntiirig  pinafores 
And  lisping  emulously  in  theii-  speech. 
0  human  race  !     Is  this  then  all  thy  gain  ? —     • 
Working  at  disproof,  pla^dhg  at  belief,' 
Debate  on  causes,  distaste  of  effects,        ''  '  •  •  ' 
Power  to  transmute  all  elements,  and  lack 
Of  any  power  toi  sway  the  fatal  skill 
And  make  th;f  lot  aught  else  than  rigid  doom  ?  * 
The  Saurians  were  better.— ^Guildenstern, 
'    Pass  me  the  taper.     Still  tiie  human  curse         ' 
Has  mitigation  hi  the  best  cigars." 
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Then  swift  Laertes,  not  without  a  glare 
Of  leonine  wrath,  "I  thank  thee  for  that  word: 
That  on©  confesBioia,  were  I  Socrates, 
Should  force  you  onward  till  you  ran  your  head 
At  your  own  image— flatly  gaVe  the  lie 
To  all  your  blasphemy  of  that  human  good 
Which  bred  and  nourished  you  to  sit  at  ease 
And  learnedly  deny  it.     Say  the  world  • 

Groans  ever  with  the  pangs  of  doubtful  births: 
Say,  life's  a  poor  donation  at  the  best- 
Wisdom  a  yearning  after  aotbing»es$~-r 
Nature's  great  vision  and  the  thrill  supreme 
Of  thought-fed. passion  but  a  weary  play —  = 
I  argue  not  against  you;     Who  can  profve 
Wit  to  be  witty  when  with  deeper  ground 
Dulness  intuitive  declares  wit  duil? 
If  life  is  worthless  to  you, — why,  it  is. 
You  only  know  how  little  love  you  feel 
To  give  3'ou  fellowship,  how  little  force 
Responsive-  to  the  quality  of  things. 
Then  end  your  life;  throt*:  off  the  unsought  yoke. 
If  not — if  you  remain  to  taste  cigars, 


626  A    COLLEGE    BREAKFAST-PARTY. 

Choose  racy  diction,  perorate  at  large 
With  tacit  scorn  of  meaner  men  who  win 
No  wreath  or  tripos^then  admit  at  least 
A  possible  Better  in  the  seeds  of  earth ; 
Acknowledge  debt  to  that  laborious  life 
Which,  sifting  evermore  the  mingled  seeds. 
Testing  the  Possible  with  patient  skill, 
And  daring  ill  in  presence  of  a  good 
For  futures  to  inherit,  made  your  lot 
One  you  would  choose  rather  than  end  it,  nay, 
Eatherjlian,  say,  some  twenty  million  lots 
Of  fellow-Britons  toiling  all  to  make 
That  nation,  that  community,  whereon 
You  feed  and  thrive  and  talk  philosophy. 
I  am  no  optimist  whose  faith  must  hang 
On  hard  pretence  that  pain  is  beautiful 
And  agony  explained  for  men  at  ease 
By  virtue's  exercise  in  pitying  it. 
But  this  I  hold:  that  he  who  takes  one  gift 
Made  for  him  by  the  hopeful  work  of  man. 
Who  tastes  sweet  bread,  walks  where  he  will  un- 
armed, 
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His  shield  and  warrant  tlie  invisible  law, 
Who  owns  a  hearth  and  household  charities, 
Who  clothes  his  body  and  his  sentient  soul 
With  skill  and  thoughts  of  men,  and  yet  denies 
A  hnman  good  worth  toiling  for,  is  cnrsed 
With  worse  negation  than  the  poet  feigned 
In  Mephistopheles.     The  Devil  spins 
His  %vire-drawn  argument  against  all  good 
With  sense  of  brimstone  as  his  private  lot, 
And  never  drew  a  solace  from  the  Earth." 

Laertes  fuming  paused,  and  Guildenstern 
Took  up  with  cooler  skill  the  fusillade: 
"  I  meet  your  deadliest  challenge,  Kosencranz : — 
Where  get,  you  say,  a  binding  law,  a  rule 
Enforced  by  sanction,  an  Ideal  throned 
With  thamder  in  its  hand  ?     I  answer,  there 
Whence  every  faith  and  rule  has  drawn  its  force 
Since  human  consciousness  awaking  owned 
An  Outward,  whose  unconquerable  sway 
Eesisted  first  and  then  subdued  desire 
By  pressure  of  the  dire  Impossible 
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Vt'^Iil^  to  po6J?i»>le  e^ids  tibe  acrive  ^i-cl 

Aij4  frfiapiL^  so  it*  terror  ar,-!  it£  lore. 

\Vij y,  Toa  itiiTe  said  it — tnreats  and  vaxmdges 

Depend  on  eaeii  man's  sentience  for  uieir  fbcoe: 

Al!  "iacred  roles,  imaginel  or  reYeale*L 

Can  liave  uo  form  or  potency  apart 

From  the  ]/erc!j*ient  and  emotive  mind. 

God.  dnty,  love^  submisfflitH),  fellowship^ 

Must  first  be  framed  in  man,  as  n.nsic  is, 

Before  they  live  ont«ide  him  as  a  law. 

And  still  they  grow  and  fehape  themselves  anew, 

With  fuller  concentration  in  their  life 

Of  inward  and  of  outward  energies 

Blending  to  make  the  last  result  called  Man, 

Which  means,  not  this  or  that  philosopher 

Looking  thi-ough  beauty  into  blankness,  not 

The  swindler  who  has  sent  his  fruitfiil  lie 

By  the  last  telegmm :  it  means  tlie  tide 

Of  neoflfl  reciprocal,  toil,  trust,  and  love::;^- 

The  surging  multitude  of  human  claims 

Wliich  makfe  "  a  presence  not  to  be  put  by  " 

Above  the  horizon  of  the  general  soul. 
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Is  inward  Reason  shrunk' to  subtleties^ 

And  inwaid  wisdom  pining  passion-starved  ?— 

The  outward  Reason  has  the  world  in  store, 

Regenerates  passion  with  the  stress  of  want, 

Regenemtes  knowledge  with  discovery. 

Shows  sly  rapacious  Self  a  blunderer; 

Widens  dependence,  knits  the  social  whole 

In  sensible  relation  more  defined. 

Do  Boards  and  dirty-handed  millionaires 

Govern  the  planetary  system  ? — sway 

The  pressure  of  the  Universe  ? — decide         - 

That  man  henceforth  shall  retrogress  to  ape. 

Emptied  of  every  sympathetic  thrill 

The  All  has  wrought  in  him  ?  dam  up  henceiorth 

The  flood  of  human  claims  as  private  force 

To  turn  their  wheels  and  make  a  private  hell 

For  fish-pond  to  their  mercantile  domain  ? 

What  are  they  but  a  parasitic  growth 

On  the  vast  real  and  ideal  world 

Of  man  and  nature  blent  in  one  divine  ? 

Why,  take  your  closing  dirge — say  evil  grows 

And  good  is  dwindling ;  science  mere  decay, 
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Mere  dissolution  of  ideal  wholes 

Which  through  the  ages  past  alone  have  ^lade 

The  earth  and  firmament  of  human  faith  ; 

Say,  the  small  arc  of  Being  we  call  man 

Is  near  its  mergence,  what  seems  growing  life 

Nought  but  a  hurrying  change  towards  lowei?. types, 

The  ready  rankness  of  degeneracy. 

Well,  they  who  moum  for  the  world's  dying  good 

May  take  their  common  sorrows  for  a  rook, 

On  it  erect  religion  and  a  church, 

A  worship,  rites,  and  paasionate  piety — 

The  worship  of  the  Best  though  crucified 

And  God-forsaken  in  its  dying  pangs ;  * 

The  sacramental  rites  of  fellowship 

In  common  woe  ;  visions  tliat  purify   . 

Throtigh  admiration  and  despairing  love 

Which  keep  their  spiritual  life  intact 

Beneath  the  murderous  clutches  of  disproof 

And  feed  a  martyr-strength." 

,  .    .'       •  •         ) 

'"  Religion  hifeh  f  *' ' 
(Rosencratiz  here)  "  but  with  cbmmunidahts 
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Few  as  the  cedars  tipoti  Lebanon-^ 

A  child  might  cmint  theni;   What  the  world  demands 

Is  faith  coercive  of  the  multitude." 

"  Tush,  Guildenstem,  you  granted  him  too  much," 

Burst  in  Laertes  ;  **  I  will  never  grant  • 

One  inch  of  law  to  feeble  blasphemies 

Which  hold  no  higher  ratio  to  life — 

Full  vigorous  human  life  that  peopled  earth 

And   wrought   and  fdught   and  loved  and   bravely 

died — 
Than  the  sick  morning  glooms  of  debauchees. 
Old  nations  breed  old  children,  wissened  babes 
Whose  youth  is  languid  and  incredulous, 
Weary  of  life  without  the  will  to  die  ; 
Their  passions  visionary  appetites 
Of  bloodless  spectres  wailing  that  the  world 
For  lack  of  substance  slips  ftom  out  their  grasp  ; 
Their  thoughts   the   withered  husks    of  all  things 

dead. 
Holding  no  force  of  germs  instinct  with  life, 
Which  never  hesitates  but  moves  and  grows. 
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Yet  hear  them  boast  in  soreams  their  godlike.  iU, 

E?:<j^ss  of  knowing  I    Fie  on  yon,  Bosencran?  I;.  \. 

Yon  lend  your  brains  and  fine-dividing  tongue 

For  bass-notes  to  this  shrivelled  crudity, 

This  immatur-e  decrepitude*  that  strains 

To  fill  our  ears  and  olaim  the  prize  of  strength 

For  mere  unraanljness.     Out  on  them  all. I —  . 

Wits,  puling  minstrels,  and  philosopheirs, 

Who  living  softly  prate  of  suicide,  . 

And  suck  the  comtn6nweud.th  to  ffeed  their  ease 

While  tliey  vent  epigrams  and  threnodies,    .  • 

Mocking  or  wailing  all  the  eager  work 

Wliich  makes  that  public  store  whereon  tliey  feed.. 

Is  wisdom  flattened  sense  and  mere  distaste  ? 

Why,  any  superstition  warm  with^Joye,     : 

Inspired  with  purpose,  wild  with  fen^rgy 

That  streams  resistless  through  its.  ^eady  frame, 

Has  more  of  human  truth  within  its  life 

.Than  souls  that  look  through  cololjr  into  nought,- 

Whose  brain,  too  unimpassioned  for  delight. 

Has  feeble  ticklings  of  a  vanity   ' 

Which  finxb  the  universes  beneath  its  mark, 
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And  scorning  the  blue  heavens  as  merely  blue 
Can  only  say,  *  Wliat  then  ?  ^- — pre-eminent 
In  wondrous  want  of  likeness  to  their  kind. 
Founding  that  worship  of  sterility 
Whose  one  supreme  is  vacillating  Will 
Which  makes  the  Light,  then  says,  ^  'Twere  better 
not;  " 

Here  rash  Laertes  brought  his  Handel-strain. 
As  of  some  angry  Polypheme,  to  pause  ; 
And  Osric,  shocked  at  ardours  out  of  taste, 
Relieved  the  audience  with  a  tenor  voice 
And  delicate  dehvery. 

"  For  me, 
I  range  myself  in  line  with  Rosencranz 
Against  all  schemes,  religious  or  profane. 
That  flaunt  a  Good  as  pretext  for  a  lash 
To  flog  us  all  who  have  the  better  taste. 
Into  conformity,  requiring  me 
At  peril  of  the  thong  and  sharp  disgrace 
To  care  how  mere  Philistines  pass  their  lives ;  . 
Whether  the  English  pauper-total  grows 

X 
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I"Vom  on©  to  two  before  the  rioiiJglitft  5  how  iaat ' 

Teuton  will  outbreed  Roman  ;  if  the  olsrss 

Of  proletaires  will  make  a  federal  band 

To  bind  all  Europe  and  America,  :  .    •  ' 

Throw,  in  their  wrestling,  every  government, 

Snatoh  the  world's  purse  and  keep  the  guillotine  : 

Or  else  (admitting  these  are  casualties) 

Driving  ray  soul  with  scientific  hail 

That  shuts  the  landscape  out  with  pdrt^ol^s  5 

Insisting  that  the  Palingenesis 

Means  telegraphs  and  measure  of  the  rate 

At  which  the  stars  move — nobody  kno^ws  where. 

So  far,  my  Rosencranz,  we  are  at  one. 

But  not  wh on  yon  blaspheme  the  life  of  Art, 

The  sweet  perennial  ybtlth"  of  Poesy, 

Wiich  asks  no  logic  but  its  sensuous  growth, 

No  right  but  loveliness  ;  .wliicjh-fearlesS  Scrolls 

Betwixt  the  burning  moimt^in  and  tlio  sea,  • 

Reckless  of  earthquake  and  the  lava  strearft,  • 

Filling  its  hour  with  beauty.     It  knows  nought 

Of  bitter  strife,  denial,  grim  resolve, 

Sour  resigritttirtn,  busy  emphasis 
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Of  fresh  illusions  named  the  new-born  True, 
Old  Error- 8  latest  child ;  but  as  a  lake 
Images  all  things,  yet  within  its  depths 
Dreams  them  all  lovelier — thrills  with  sound 
And  makes  a  harp  of  plenteous  liquid  chords — 
So  Art  or  Poesy:  we  its  vdtaries 
Are  the  Olympians,  fortunately  born 
From  the  elemental  mixture  ;  'tis  our  lot 
To  pass  more  swiftly  than  the  Delian  God,' 
But  still  the  earth  breaks  into  flow:ers  for  us. 
And  mortal  sorrows  when  they  reaich  our  eurs 
Are  dying  falls  to  melody  divine. 
Hatred,  war,  vice,  crime,  sin,  those  human  storms, 
Cyclones,  floods,  what-  you  will-^outbursts  of  force — 
Feed  art  with  contrast,  give  the  grander  touch     ^ 
To  the  master's  pencil  and  the  poet's  song, 
Serve  as  Vesuvian  fires  or  navies  tossed 
'On  yawning  watjei?s,  which  when  viewed  afar 
Deepen  the  calm  firubiiime  of  those  choice  souls 
Who  keep  the  heights  of  poe6y  and  turn 
A  fleckless  mirror  to  thevarioos  world. 
Giving  its  many-named  and  fitful  flux 
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An  imaged)  harmless,  spiritual  life, 

With  pure  selection,  native  to  art's  frame, 

Of  beauty  only,  save  its  minor  scale 

Of  ill  and  pain  to  give  the  ideal  joy 

A  keener  edge.     This  is  a  mongrel  globe  ; 

All  finer  being  wrought  from  its  coarse  earth 

Is  but  accepted  privilege  :  what  else 

Your  boasted  virtue,  which  proclaims  itself 

A  good  above  the  average  consciousness  ? 

Nature  exists  by  partiality 

(Each  planet's  poise  must  carry  two  extremes 

With  verging  breadths  of  minor  wretchedness): 

We  are  her  &vourites  and  a<coept  our  wings. 

For  your  accusal,  Bosencranz,  that  art 

Shares  in  the  dread  and  weakness  of  the  time, 

I  hold  it  null ;  since  art  or  poesy  pure, 

Being  blameless  by  all  standards  save  her  own. 

Takes  no  account  of  modern  or  antique 

In  morals,  science,  or  philosophy: 

No  dull  elenchus.  makes  a  yoke  for  her, 

Whose  law  and  measure  are  the  sweet  consent 

Of  sensibilities  that  move-  apart 
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From  rise  or  fall  of  systems,  states  or  creeds — 
Apart  from  what  Pliilistines  call  man's  weal." 

"  Ay,  we  all  know  those  votaries  of  the  Muse 
Ravished  with  singing  till  they  quite  forgot 
Their  manhood,  sang,  and  gaped,  and  took  no  food, 
Then  died  of  emptiness,  and  for  reward 
Lived  on  as  grasshoppers  " — Laertes  thus  : 
But  then  he  checked  himself  as  one  who  feels 
His  muscles  dangerous,  and  Gruildenstem 
Filled  up  the  pause  with  calmer  confidence. 

"  You  use  your  wings,  my  Osrio,  poise  yourself 
Safely  outside  all  reach  of  argument, 
Then  dogmatise  at  will  (a  method  known 
To  ancient  women  and  philosophers, 
Nay,  to  Philistines  whom  you  most  abhor) ; 
Else,  could  an  arrow  reach  you,  I  should  ask 
Whence  came  taste,  beauty,  sensibilities 
Refined  to  preference  infallible  ? 
Doubtless,  ye're  gods- — ^these  odours  ye  inhale, 
A  sa<^.rificial  scent.     But  how,  I  pray,. 
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Are  odours  made,  if  not  by  gradual  change      .   . 

Of  sense  or  substance  ?     Is  your  beautiful 

A  seedless,  rootless  flower,  or  has  it  grown 

With  human  growth,  which  means  the  rising  sum 

Of  human  struggle,  order,  knowledge  ?— sense 

Trained  to  a  fuller  record,  more  exact — 

To  truer  guidance  of  each  passionate  force  ? 

Get  me  your  roseate  flesh  without  the  blood ; 

Get  fine  aromas  without  structure  wrought 

From  simpler  being  into  manifold  : 

Then  and  then  only  flaunt  your  Beautiful 

As  what  can  live  apart  from  thought,  creeds,  states, 

Which  mean  life's  structure.     Osric,  I  beseech-r— 

The  infallible  should  be  more  catholic — 

Join  in  a  waivdance  with  the  cannibals, 

Hear  Chinese  music,  love  a  face  tattooed. 

Give  adoration  to  a  pointed  skull, 

And  think  the  Hindu  Siva  looks  divine : 

'Tis  art,  'tis  poesy.     Say,  you  object : 

How  came  you  by  that  lofty  dissidence, 

If  not  through  changes  in  the  social  man 

Widening  his  (joiisciousness  from  Here  and  Now 
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To  larger  wholes  beyond  tlie  reach  of  sense  ; 

Controlling  to  a  fuller  harmony 

The  thrill  of  passion  and  the  rule  of  fact ; 

And  paling  false  ideals  in  the  light 

Of  fall-raryed  sensibilities  which  blend 

Truth  and  desire  ?     Taste,  beauty,  wliat  are  they 

But  the  souFs  choice  towards  perfect  bias  wrought 

By  finer  balance  of  a  ftiller  growth — 

Sense  brought  to  subtlest  metamorphosis 

Through  love,  thought,  joy — ^the  general  linman 

store 
Which  grows  from  all  life's  functions?     As  the 

plant 
Holds  its  corolla,  purple,  delicate, 
Solely  as  outflush  of  that  energy 
Which  moves  transformiiigly  in  root  and  brancli." 

Guildenstem  paused,  and  Hamlet  quiverinir 

Since  Osric  spoke,  in  transit  imminent 

From  catholic  striving  into  laxity. 

Ventured  his  word.     "  Seems  to  me,  Guildenstem, 

Your  argument,  though  shattering  Osric's  point 
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That  sensibilities  can  move  apart 
;■  From  social  order,  yet  has  not  annulled 
His  thesis  that  the  life  of  poesy 
(Admitting  it  must  grow  from  out  the  whole) 
Has  separate  functions,  a  transfigured  realm 
Freed  from  the  rigours  of  the  practical, 
Where  what  is  hidden  from  the  grosser  world — 
Stormed  down  by  roar  of  engines  and  the  shouts 
Of  eager  concourse — rises  beauteous 
As  voice  of  water-drops  in  sapphire  caves ; 
A  realm  where  finest  spirits  have  free  sway 
In  exquisite  selection,  uncontrolled 
By  hard  material  necessity 
Of  cause  and  consequence.  .  For  you  will  grsaxt 
The  Ideal  has  discoveries  which  ask . 
No  teat,  no  faith,  save  that  we  joy  in  them ; 
A  new-found  continent,  with  spreading  lands 
Where  pleasure  charters  all,  where  virtue,  rank, 
Use,  right,  and  truth  haye  but  one  name.  Delight, 
Thus  Art's  creations,  when  etherealised    , 
To  least  admixture  of  the  grosser  fact 
Delight  may  stamp  as  highest." 
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"Possible!" 
Said  Guildenstem,  with  touch  of  weariness, 
"  }5ut  then  we  might  dispute  of  what  is  gross, 
What  high,  what  low." 

"  Nay,"  said  Laertes,  "  ask 
The  mightiest  makers  who  have  reigned,  still  reign 
Within  the  ideal  realm.     See  if  their  thought 
Be  drained  of  practice  and  the  thick  warm  blood 
Ofjiearts  that  beat  in  action  various 
Through  the  wide  drama  of  the  struggling  world. 
Good-bye,  Horatio." 

Each  now  said  "  Good-bye." 
Such  breakfast,  such  beginning  of  the  day 
Is  more  than  half  the  whole.     The  sun  was  hot 
On  southward  branches  of  the  meadow  elms, 
The  shadows  slowly  farther  crept  and  veered 
Like  changing  memories,  and  Hamlet  strolled 
Alone  and  dubious  on  the  empurpled  path 
Between  the  waving  grasses  of  new  June 
Close  by  the  stream  where  well-compacted  boats 
Were  moored  or  moving  with  a  lazy  creak 
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To  the  soft  dip  of  oars.     All  sounds  were  light 

As  tiny  silver  bells  upon  the  robes 

Of  hovering  silence.     Birds  made  twitterings 

That  seemed  but  Silence  self  o'erfoll  of  love. 

'Twas  invitation  all  to  sweet  repose ; 

And  Hamlet,  drowsy  with  the  mingled  draughts 

Of  cider  and  conflicting  sentiments, 

Chose  a  green  couch  and  watched  witib  half-cl6sed 

eyes 
The  meadow-road,  the  stream  and  dreamy  lights, 
Until  they  merged  themselves  in  sequence  strange 
With  undulating  ether,  time,  the  soul, 
The  will  supreme,  the  individiial  claim. 
The  social  Ought,  the  lyrist's  liberty, . 
Democritus,  Pythagoras,  in  talk 
With  Anselm,  Darwin,  Comte,  and  Schopenhauer, 
The  poets  rising  slow  from  out  their  tombs 
Summoned  as  arbiters — ^that  border-world 
Of  dozing,  ere  the  sense  is  fully  locked. 

And  then  he  dreamed  a  dream  so  luminous 

He  woke  (he  says)  convinced ;  but  what  it  taught 
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Withholds  as  yet.     Perhaps  those  graver  shades 
Admonished  him  that  visions  told  in  haste 
Part  w  ith  their  virtues  to  the  squandering  lips 
And  leave  the  soul  in  wider  emptiness. 

Ap7il  1874 


TWO    LOVERS 


TWO     LOVEES. 


Two  lovers  by  a  mos8*growii  spring : 
They  leaned  Boft  oheet«  tog^etlier  there, 
Mingled  the  dark  and  Buruay  hair, 
And  heard  the  wooing  thrushes  sing. 
O  budding  time  I 
0  love's  blest  prime  J 

Two  wedded  from  tfe  portal  stept: 
The  bells  made  happy  carollings, 
The  air  waff  soft  as  famiing  wings, 
White  petals  cm  the  pathway  slept. 

O  ptire-eyed  bride  I 
0  tender  pride  I 
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Two  faces  o'er  a  cradle  bent: 

Two  hands  above  the  head  were  looked; 
These  pressed  each  other  while  they  rocked, 
Those  watched  a  life  that  love  had  sent. 
0  solemn  hour  1 
0  hidden  powe?  1 


Two  parents  by  the  evening  fire: 
The  red  light  fell  about  their  knees 
On  heads  that  rose  by  slow  degrees 
Like  buds  upon  the  lily  spire. 

0  patient  life ! 
0  tender  strife  I 


The  two  still  sat  together  there, 

The  red  light  shone  about  their  knees  5- 
But  all  the  heads  by  slow  degrees 
Had  gone  and  left  that  lonely  pair. 
0  voyage  fast  I 
0  vanished  past  I 
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The  red  light  shone  upon  the  floor 

And  made  the  space  between  them  wide; 
They  drew  their  chairs  up  side  by  side, 

Their  pale  cheeks  joined,  and  said,  "Once  more!" 

0  memories  ! 

O  past  that  is  I 
186a 


SELF    AND    LIFE 


SELF     AND     LIFE. 


Self. 
Changeful  comrade,  Life  of  mine; 

Before  we  two  must  part, 
I  will  tell  thee,  thou  shalt  say. 

What  thou  hast  been  and  art. 
Ere  I  lose  my  hold  of  thee 
Justify  thyself  to  me. 

Life. 
I  was  thy  warmth  upon  thy  mother's  knee 

When  light  and  love  within  her  eyes  were  one ; 
We  laughed  together  by  the  laurel-tree. 

Culling  warm  daisies  'neatli  the  sloping  sun ; 
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We  heard  the  chickens'  lazy  croon, 

Wliere  the  trellised  woodbines  grow, 
And  all  the  summer  afternoon 
Mystic  gladness  o'er  thee  threw. 
Was  it  person  ?     Was  it  thing  ? 
Was  it  touch  or  whispering? 
It  was  bliss  and  it  was  I ; 
Bliss  was  what  thou  knew'st  me  by:. 

Self. 
Soon  I  knew  thee  more  by  Fear 

And  sense  of  what  was  not, 
Haunting  all  I  lield  most  dear? 

I  had  a  double  lot : 
Ardour,  cheated  with  alloy. 
Wept  the  more  for  dreams  of  joy. 

Life. 
Remember  how  thy  ardoiir's  magic  sense 

Made  poor  things  rich  to  thee'  and  small  thinp^s 
great ;  . 

How  hearth  and  garden,  field  and  bushy  fence. 
Were  thy  own  eager  love  incoT5.>orat6 ; 
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And  liow  the  solemn,  splendid  Past 

O'er  tliy  early  widened  earth 
Made  grandeur,  as  on  sunset  cast 
Dark  elms  near  take  mighty  girth. 
Hands  and  feet  were  tiny  still 
When  we  knew  the  historic  thrill, 
Breathed  deep  breath  in  heroes  dead, 
•  Tasted  the  immortals'  bread 

Self. 
Seeing  what  I  might  have  been  ^ 

Reproved  the  thing  I  was, 
Smoke  on  heaven's  clearest  sheen. 

The  speck  within  the  rose. .       .,  ;   . 

By  revered  ones'  frailties  stung  .         . 

Reverence  was  with  anguish  wru^g. 

Life. 
But  all  thy  anguish  ^nd  thy  discontent       « 

Was  growth  of  mine,  the  elemental  strife 
Towards  feeling  njanifold  with  .vision  blent.      .  • 

To  wider  thought.:  I  was- no  vulgar  life 
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That,  like  the  water-miiTored  ape, 

Not  discerns  the  thing  it  sees, 
Nor  knows  its  own  in  others'  shape, 
Railing,  scorning,  at  its  ease. 
Half  man's  truth  must  hidden  lie 
If  unlit  by  Sorrow's  eye. 
I  by  Sorrow  wrought  in  thee 
Willing  pain  of  ministry. 

Self. 
Slowly  was  the  lesson  taught 

Through  passion,  error,  care  ; 
Insight  was  with  loathing  fraught 

And  effort  with  despair. 
Written  on  the  wall  I  saw 
"  Bow  I "  I  knew,  not  loved,  the  law. 

Life. 
But  then  I  brought  a  love  that  wrote  within 

The  law  of  gratitude,  and  made  tKy  heart 
Beat  to  the  heavenly  tune  of  seraphin 

Whose  only  joy  in  having  is,  to  impart : 
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Till  thou,  poor  Self — despite  thy  ire, 

Wrestling  'gainst  my  mingled  share, 
Thy  faults,  hard  falls,  and  vain  desire 
Still  to  be  what  others  were — 
Filled,  o'erflowed  with  tenderness 
Seeming  more  as  thou  wert  less, 
Knew  me  through  that  anguish  past 
As  a  fellowship  more  vast. 

Self. 
Yea,  I  embrace  thee,  changeful  Life  I 

Far-sent,  unchosen  mate  I 
Self  and  thou,  no  more  at  strife. 

Shall  wed  in  hallowed  state. 
Willing  spousals  now  shall  prove 
Life  is  justified  by  love. 


•  SWEET  EVENINGS  COME  AND  GO,  LOVE " 


"  SWEET  EVENINGS  COME  AND  GO,  LOVE." 


"  La  noche  buena  se  viene, 

La  noche  baena  se  va, 
Y  nosotros  nos  iremos 

Y  no  volveremos  mas." 

— Old  yuiancico. 


Sweet  evenings  come  and  go,  love, 
They  came  and  went  of  yore  : 

This  evening-  of  our  hfe,  love, 
Shall  go  and  come  no  more. 

When  we  have  passed  away,  love, 
All  things  will  keep  their  name ; 

But  yet  no  life  on  earth,  love. 
With  ours  will  be  the  same. 
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The  daisies  will  be  there,  love, 
The  stars  in  heaven  will  shine : 

I  shall  not  feel  thy  wish,  love. 
Nor  thou  my  hand  in  thine. 

A  better  time  will  come,  love, 
And  better  souls  be  bom  • 

I  would  not  be  the  best,  love, 
To  leave  thee  now  forlorn. 


THE    DEATH    OF    MOSES 


4. 


THE    DEATH    OF    MOSES. 


Moses,  who  spafce  with  God  as  with  his  friend, 
And  ruled  his  people  with  the  twofold  power 
Of  wisdom  that  can  dare  and  still  be  meek, 
Was  writing  his  last  word,  the  sacred  name 
Unutterable. of  that  Eternal  Will 
Which  was  and  is  and  evermore  shall  be. 
Yet  was  his  task  not  finished,  for  the  flock 
Needed  its  shepherd  and  the  life-taught  sage 
Leaves  no  successor ;  but  to  chosen  men, 
The  rescuers  and  guides  of  Israel, 
A  death  was  given  called  the  Death  of  Graoe, 
Which  freed  them. from  the  burden  of  the  flesh 
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But  left  them  rulers  of  the  multitude 
And  loved  companions  of  the  lonely.     This 
Was  God's  last  gift  to  Moses,  this  the  hour 
When  soul  must  part  from  self  and  be  but  soul. 

Grod  spake  to  Gabriel,  the  messenger 

Of  mildest  death  that  draws  the  parting  life 

Gently,  as  when  a  little  rosy  child 

Lifts  up  its  lips  from  off  the  bowl  of  milk 

And  so  draws  forth  a  curl  that  dipped  its  gold 

In  the  soft  white — ^thus  (jabriel  draws  the  «oul." 

"  Go  bring  the  soul  of  Moses  unto  me '!  " 

And  the  awe-stricken  ung'el  answered,  ^'"Lord, 

How  shall  I  dare  to  take  his  life  who  Ktes^ 

Sole  of  his  kind,  not  to  be'like?hed  once 

In  all  th^  gienerations  of  the  earth  ?  '^   ' 

Then  God  called  Michael,  him  of  pensive  brow 
Snow-vest  aiid  fl^triirig  sword,  who  knows  and  acts : 
"  Go  bring  the  spirit  of  Moses  unto  me  V  ' 
But  Michael  with  siVch  grief  as  angels  feel,    "    ' 
Ldving  the  mortatls  whom  they  succour,  pled: 
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"  Almighty,  spare  me  ;  it  was  I  who  taught 
Thy  servant  Moses  ;  he  is  part  of  me 
As  I  of  thy  deep  secrets,  knowing  them." 

Then  God  called  Zamael,  the  terrible, 

The  angel  of  fierce  death,  of  agony 

That  comes  in  battle  and  in  pestilence 

Remorseless-,  sudden  or  with  lingering  throes. 

And  Zamael,  his  raiment  and  broad  wings 

Blood-tinctured,  the  dark  Itistre  of  his  eyes 

Shrouding  the  red,  fell  like  the  gathering  night 

Before  the  prophet.     But  that  radiance 

Won  from  the  heavenly  presence  in  the  mount 

Gleamed  on  the  prophet's  brow  and  dazzling-  pierced 

Its  conscious  opposite :  the  angel  turned 

His  murky  gaze  aloof  and  inly  said:      ■  «  • 

"  An  angel  tliis,  deathless  to  angel's  stroke." 

But  Moses  felt  tlie  subtly  nearing  dark:—         " 
"Who  art  tliouV    ami  what  wilt    thou?"     Zamael 

then : 
"T  am  God's  reaper;  through  the  fields  of  life 
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I  gather  ripened  and  unripened  souls 

Both  willing  and  unwilling.     And  I  oome 

Now  to  reap  thee."     But  Moses  cried, 

Firm  as  a  seer  who  waits  the  trusted  sign: 

"  Reap  thou  the  fruitless  plant  and  common  herb — 

Not  him  who  from  the  womb  was  sanctified 

To  teach  the  law  of  purity  and  love." 

And  Zamael  baffled  &om  his  errand  fled. 

But  Moses,  pausing,  in.  the  air  serene 
Heard  now  that  mystic  whisper,  far  yet  near, 
The  all-penetrating  Voice,  that  said  to  him, 
"  Moses,  the  hour  is  come  and  thou  must  die." 
"Lord,  I  obey;  but  thou  rememberest 
How  thou,  Ineffable,  didst  take  me  once 
Within  thy  orb  of  light  untouched  by  death." 
Then  the  voice  answered,  "Be  no  moi'e  afraid: 
With  me  shall  be  thy  death  and  burial." 
So  Moses  waited,  ready  now  to  die. 

And  the  Lord  came,  invisible  as  a  thought. 
Three  angels  gleaming  on  his  secret  track, 
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Prince  Michael,  Zagagl,  Gabriel,  charged  to  guard 

The  Boul-forsaken  body  as  it  fell 

And  bear  it  to  the  hidden  sepulchre 

Denied  for  ever  to  the  search  of  man. 

And  the  Voice  said  to  Moses  :  "  Close  thine  eyes." 

He  closed  them.    "  Lay  thine  hand  upon  thine  heart, 

And  draw  thy  feet  together."     He  obeyed. 

And  the  Lord  said,  "  0  spirit  1  child  of  mine  ! 

A  hundred  years  and  twenty  thou  hast  dwelt 

Within  this  tabernacle  wrought  of  clay. 

This  is  the  end :  come  forth  and  flee  to  heaven." 

But  the  grieved  soul  with  plaintive  pleading  cried, 
"  I  love  this  body  with  a  clinging  love  : 
The  courage  fails  me,  Lord,  to  part  from  it." 

"  0  child,  come  forth  I  for  thou  shalt  dwell  with  me 
About  the  immortal  throne  where  seraphs  joy 
In  growing  vision  and  in  growing  love." 

Yet  hesitating,  fluttering,  like  the  bird 
With  young  wing  weak  and  dubious,  the  soul 
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Stayed.     But  behold  I  upon  the  death-dewed  lips 
A  kiss  descended,  pure,  unspeakable— 
The  bodiless  Love  without  embracing  Love . 
That  lingered  in  the  body,  dre\y  it  forth 
With  heavenly  strength  and  carried  it  to  heaven. 

But  now  beneath  the  sky  the  watchers  all, 

Angels  that  keep  the  homes  of  Israel 

Or  on  high  purpose  wander  o'er  the  world 

Leading  the  Gentiles,  felt  a  dark  eclipse : 

The  greatest  ruler  among  men  was  gone. 

And  from  the  westward  sea  was  heard  a  wail, 

A  dirge  as  from  the  isles  of  Javanim, 

Crying,  "  Who  now  is  left  upon  the  earth 

Like  him  to  teach  the  right  and  smite  the  wrong  V 

And  from  the  East,  far  o'er  the  Syrian  waste, 

Came  slowlier,  sadUer,  the  answering  dirge : 

"  No  prophet  like  him  lives  or  shall  arise 

In  Israel  or  the  world  for  evermore.'' 

But  Israel  waited,  looking  toward  the  mount, 
Till  with  the  deepening  eve  the  elders  came 
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Saying,  "  His  burial  is  hid  with  God. 
We  stood  far  off  and  saw  the  angels  lift 
His  corpse  aloft  until  they  seemed  a  star 
That  burnt  itself  away  wit! i in  the  sky." 

The  people  answered  with  mute  orphaned  gaze 
Looking  for  what  had  vanished  evermore. 
Then  through  the  gloom  without  them  and  within 
The  spirit's  shaping  Hglit,  mysterious  speech, 
Invisible  Will  wrought  clear  in  sculptured  sound, 
The  thought-begotten  daughter  of  the  voice, 
Thrilled  on  their  listening  sense :  "  He  has  no  tomb. 
He  dwells  not  with  you  dead,  but  lives  as  Law." 


AKI  ON 


Y  2 


AEION. 

(Hbbod.  L  2i.> 


Arion,  whose  melodic  soul 
Taught  the  dithyramb  to  roll 

Like  forest  fires,  and  sing 
Olympian  soffering, 


Had  carried  his  diviner  lore 
From  Corinth  to  tlie  sister  shore 

Where  Greece  could  largelier  be, 

Branching  o'er  Italy. 
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Then  weighted  with  his  glorious  name 
And  bags  of  gold,  aboard  he  came 
'Mid  harsh  seafaring  men 
To  Corinth  bound  again. 


The  sailors  eyed  the  bags  and  thought : 
"  The  gold  is  good,  the  man  is  nought — 
And  ^ho  shall  track  the  wave 
That  opens  for  his  grave  ?  " 


With  brawny  arms  and  cruel  eyes 
They  press  around  him  where  he  lies 
In  sleep  beside  his  lyre, 
Hearing  the  Muses  qtjire. 


He  waked  and  saw  this  wolf-faced  Death 
Breaking  the  dream  that  filled  his  breath 
;  With  inspiration  ^strong 

Of  yei  nnchanted  song. 
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"  Take,  take  my  gold  and  let  me  live  ! " 
He  prayed,  as  kings  do  when  they  give 

Their  all  witli  royal  will, 

Holding  born  kingship  stilL 


To  rob  the  living  they  refiise, 
One  death  or  other  he  must  choose, 
Either  the  watery  pall 
Or  wounds  and  burial. 


"My  solemn  robe  then  let  me  don, 
Give  me  high  space  to  stand  upon, 
That  dying  I  may  pour 
A  song  unsung  before.*' 


It  pleased  them  well'  to  grant  this  prayer. 
To  hear  for  nought  how  it  might  fare 

With  nien  who  paid  their  gold 

For  what  a  poet  sold. 
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In  flowing  stole,  his  eyes  aglow 
With  inward  fire,  he  neared  the  prow 
And  took  his  god-like  stand, 
The  cithara  in  hand. 


The  wolfish  men  all  shrank  aloof, 
And  feared  this  singer  might  be  proof 

Against  their  murderous  power, 

After  his  lyric  hour. 


But  he,  in  liberty  of  song, 
Fearless  of  death  or  other  wrong, 
With  full  spondaic  toll 
Poured  forth  his  mighty  soul : 


Poured  forth  the  strain  his  dream  had  taught, 
A  nome  with  lofty  passion  fraught   ■ 

Such  as  makes  battles  won 

On  fields  of  Marathon. 
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The  last  long  vowels  trembled  then 
As  awe  within  those  wolfish  men : 

They  said,  with  mutual  stare, 
Some  god  was  present  there. 

But  lo  1  Arion  leaped  on  high 
Ready,  his  descant  done,  to  die ; 

Not  asking,  "Is  it  well?" 

Like  a  pierced  eagle  fell. 


1873. 


"0   MAY   I   JOIN  THE    CHOIR   INVISIBLE" 


« 0  MAY  I  JOIN  THE  CHOIK  INVISIBLE." 


Longum  illud  tenipiis,  quum  non  em,  inagis  me  vwvet,  tpuivi  hoc 
earigrMwrn.— CiCKRO,  ad  Att.,  xii.  18. 


0  MAY  I  join  the  choir  invisible 

Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 

In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence :  live 

In  pulses  stirred  to  generosity, 

In  deeds  of  daring  rectitude,  in  scorn 

For  miserable  aims  that  end  with  self, 

In   thoughts   sublime   that   pierce  the  night  like 

stars. 
And  with  their  inild  persistence  urge  man's  search 
To  vaster  isBues. 
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So  to  live  is  heaven : 
To  make  undying  music  in  the  world. 
Breathing  as  beauteous  order  that  controls 
With  growing  sway  the  growing  life  of  man. 
So  we  inherit  that  sweet  purity 
For  wliich  we  struggled,  failed,  and  agonised 
With  widening  retrospect  that  bred  despair. 
Kebellious  flesh  that  would  not  be  subdued, 
A  vicious  parent  shaming  still  its  child 
Poor  anxious  penitence,  is  quick  dissolved ; 
Its  discords,  quenched  by  meeting  harmonies, 
Die  in  the  large  and  charitable  air. 
And  all  our  rarer,  better,  truer  self^ 
That  sobbed  religiously  in  yearning  song, 
That  watched  to  ease  the  burthen  of  the  world, 
Laboriously  tracing  what  must  be, 
And  what  may  yet  be  better — saw  within 
A  worthier  image  for  the  sanctuary. 
And  shaped  it  forth  before  the  multitude 
Divinely  human,  raising  worship  so 
To  higher  reverence  more  mixed  with  love — 
That  better  self  shall  live  till  liuman  Time 
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Shall  fold  its  eyelidsj  and  the  human  sky 
Be  gathered  like  a  scroll  within  the  tomb 
Unread  for  ever. 

This  is  life  to  come, 
Which  martyred  men  have  made  more  glorious 
For  us  who  strive  to  follow.     May  I  reach 
That  purest  heaven,  be  to  other  souls 
The  cup  of  strength  in  some  great  agony, 
Enkindle  generous  ardour,  feed  pure  love, 
Beget  the  smiles  that  have  no  cruelty — 
Be  the  sweet  presence  of  a  good  diffused, 
And  in  diffusion  ever  more  intense. 
So  shall  I  join  the  choir  invisible 
Whose  music  is  the  gladness  of  the  world. 

1867. 


THE    END. 
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